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PREFACE. 


THIS  Edition  of  '  Worship- Song '  has  been  prepared  in  response  to  urgent 
requests  from  a  large,  number,  both  of  individuals  and  churches,  who  desired  a 
musical  setting  to  the  Hymnal  they  use  and  love.  The  opportunity  has  been  taken 
to  carefully  revise  the  collection  of  hymns  first  published  in  1884  and  enlarged 
by  a  Supplement  in  1894,  so  as  to  bring  it  within  the  limits  necessary  to  an 
Edition  with  tunes,  and  to  adapt  it  to  the  requirements  of  worship  in  this  New 
Century.  Certain  hymns  have  therefore  been  omitted  which  experience 
proved  to  be  of  little  actual  service  in  public  worship.  These  are  chiefly 
metrical  versions  of  the  Psalms  and  of  the  Te  Deum,  also  those  translations  of 
German  Hymns  not  sufficiently  lyrical  for  singing,  as  well  as  many  of  the 
hymns  contained  in  '  The  Home  Sanctuary '  section  of  the  earlier  editions, 
only  suited  for  individual  use  in  private,  or  in  the  sick  chamber.  On  the  other 
hand  about  twenty-five  hymns,  chiefly  of  recent  production,  which  appeared  to 
the  Editor  to  be  of  great  beauty,  have  been  inserted  in  their  appropriate  places. 

The  principle  on  which  this  musical  edition  of  'Worship -Song 'has  been  pre 
pared  has  been  to  set  the  well  known  hymns  to  their  familiar,  or,  as  they  used  to 
be  called,  their  '  proper  tunes  ' ;  whilst  for  the  newer  hymns,  which  have  never 
been  satisfactorily  mated  with  tunes,  new  ones  have  been  composed  by  some  of 
the  most  gifted  tune-writers  of  the  day.  In  many  instances  a  considerable 
number  of  tunes  had  been  written  by  various  writers  before  the  Editor  felt  that 
the  proper  rendering  of  the  words  had  been  attained.  An  illustration  of  this 
may  be  found  in  the  case  of  Mr.  Rudyard  Kipling's  '  Recessional,'  for  which 
some  fifteen  tunes  were  composed  before  satisfactory  ones  were  obtained.  So 
much  care  has  been  taken  in  this  respect  that  the  Editor  confidently  expects 
that  the  new  tunes  will  become  general  favourites.  Certain  is  it  that  they 
have  all  passed  and  approved  themselves  to  the  critical  judgment  of  many 
competent  musicians. 

For  this  service  the  Editor  is  chiefly  and  deeply  indebted  to  Mr.  Arthur 
Berridge,  Mr.  Josiah  Booth,  Mr.  Edwin  Edwards,  and  Mr.  L.  Morley  Horder, 
who  were  unsparing  both  of  time  and  labour  in  order  to  make  the  book  musically 
correct  as  well  as  to  secure  the  most  appropriate  expression  of  the  sentiment 
of  the  hymns,  through  the  tunes  associated  with  them;  whilst  for  judgment 
upon  those  tunes  specially  submitted  to  them  he  is  indebted  to  the  Rev. 
Carey  Bonner,  Dr.  Walford  Davies.  Mr.  W.  C.  Filby,  and  Mr.  Edwin  Moss,  to 
all  of  whom  the  most  cordial  thanks  are  offered. 
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It  will  be  noticed  that  the  name  of  a  Musical  Editor  does  not  appear  on  the 
title  page  of  this  book.  No  one  person  has  served  in  that  capacity,  since 
the  result  of  such  single  Musical  Editorship  in  the  past  has  usually  been  the 
inclusion  of  too  large  a  number  of  the  Editor's  own  compositions,  and  even 
when  that  has  not  been  the  case  the  selection  of  tunes  has  been  determined  too 
much  by  his  individual  judgment.  But  whilst  the  Editor  has  reserved  to 
himself  the  right  of  final  decision  on  tunes,  Ii3  hes  benefited  in  the  very  highest 
degree  by  the  musical  judgment,  and  knowledge  of  the  requirements  of  the 
church  in  the  present  day  of  the  musicians  already  named,  who  have  spared  no 
pains  to  make  the  musical  part  of  this  book  worthy  of  the  hymns. 

If  this  book  should  commend  itself,  as  the  Editor  believes  it  will,  to  the 
churches  and  the  public  at  large,  it  will  be  largely  due  to  the  able  and  pains 
taking  co-operation  of  his  musical  advisers. 

The  Editor  ventures  to  call  attention  to  a  feature  in  the  naming  of  certain 
sections  of  this  book.  No  sections,  for  example,  will  be  found  with  the  heading 
'  Missionary  '  or  '  Baptism,'  since  hymns  under  such  a  heading  would  probably 
be  restricted  to  use  on  such  special  occasions ;  but  Missionary  hymns  will  be 
found  under  the  heading  '  The  Kingdom  of  God,'  and  hymns  suitable  for  Adult 
Baptism  will  be  found  under  the  heading  '  Consecration,'  whilst  hymns  for  the 
Baptism  or  Dedication  of  Children  will  be  found  under  the  heading  '  Intercession 
for  Children.'  It  is  very  desirable  that  such  hymns  should  be  used,  as  they  are 
suited  to  be,  on  other  occasions. 

For  the  hymns  now  first  introduced  to  this  work  he  is  indebted  to  the 
following :— Mrs.  S.  H.  Boyd  (Rev.  S.  J.  Stone's  hymns),  Bev.  F.  G.  Ellerton 
(Eev.  John  Ellerton's  hymns),  Bev.  F.  L.  Hosmer,  Mr.  Tudor  Jenks,  Bev.  E. 
S.  Oakley,  Mr.  A.  S.  Owen  (Mrs.  F.  M.  Owen's  hymn),  Mr.  W.  T.  J.  Bomanis 
(Rev.  W.  Bomanis's  hymn),  and  the  Very  Beverend  the  Dean  of  Ely, 
Dr.  W.  C.  Stubbs. 

For  permission  to  use  tunes  either  composed  by  or  belonging  to  them  he 
offers  warm  thanks  to  the  following,  who  have  graciously  allowed  their  use 
without  payment.  Those  specially  written  for  this  work  are  indicated  thus  f: — 

Mr.  John  Adcock,  '  Harvest ' ;  Mr.  Frank  Allmand,  f'  Litania ' ;  Mr.  F.  G. 
Baker,  'St.  Saviour';  Mr.  Henry  Baker,  Mus.  Bac.,  'Hesperus'  (Whitburn) ; 
Mr.  W.  S.  Bambridge,  Mus.  Bac.,  'St.  Asaph ' ;  Mr.  H.  de  la  Haye  Blackith, 
'  Beechknowe ' ;  Bev.  W.  Boyd,  'Pentecost';  Mr.  F.  Braine,  'Kensington'; 
Lady  Carbery,  '  The  Endless  Alleluia,"  '  Jesu  Magister  Bone,'  '  Raruoth, 
'  Westerham,'  '  Praise,  my  soul,'  '  Ellers,'  '  Sudeley,'  '  Gretton,'  '  Ambleside' ; 
Bev.  E.  S.  Carter,  'Wreford,'  '  Slingsby ' ;  Rev.  R.  R.  Chope,  'Ceylon,' 
'St.  Sylvester,'  'St.  Ae'lred,'  'St.  Bees,'  'St.  Drostane,'  '  Elvet ' ;  the  late 
Mr.  Gerard  F.  Cobb, '  Harrogate,'  '  Wastdale '  (from  the  National  Book  of 
Hymn-tunes,  Chants,  and  Kyries  edited  by  W.  A.  Jefferson,  F.C.O.); 
Mr.  H.  J.  Coldwell,  '  Hebden ' ;  Mrs.  Cottman,  'Beachley/  '  Caterham,: 
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'Dalehurst,'  '  Kcndal,'  'St.  Ewen,'  'St.  Jude';  Mr.  II.  Froude  Coules, 
'  Dedicatio  Anni';  Rev.  E.  F.  Dale,  Mus.  Bac.,  t'Grreg,'  f  Wilt  Thou  not 
visit  me,'  'St.  Catherine,'  f  Silver  Bells,'  'St.  Pancras,'  by  W.  C.  Dale; 
Mr.  A.  E.  Donkin,  'Godstowe';  Mr.  Edwin  Edwards,  f  Fides,'  f  Hosanna,' 
'  Mount  Tabor,'  f  PalmoD,'  f'  Shadows  ' ;  Mr.  E.  S.  Elvey,'  Sunninghill '  ;  Eev. 
W.  M.  Falconer,  'Jerusalem';  Eev.  0.  M.  Feilden,  'Eden';  Mr.  A.  Freeman, 
Mus.  Bac.,  'St.  Martha's-on-the-hill ' ;  Dr.  W.  B.  Gilbert,  'Thanksgiving,' 
'Maidstone';  the  Hon.  Mrs.  W.  H.  Gladstone,  '  Erskine ' ;  Eev.  S.  Baring- 
Gould,  '  Eudoxia' ;  Eev.  J.  Hampton,  '  St.  Austin' ;  Miss  M.  Hart,  f  Fernbank' ; 
Mr.  Lloyd  Hartley,  '  Carpenter '  ;  Harvard  University,  '  Bethlehem ' ; 
Mr.  Nicholas  Heins,  '  Brecon  '  ;  Mr.  H.  Hiles,  Mus.  Doc.,  '  Treves ' ;  Mr.  B.  W. 
Homer,  'Henlow';  Hymnal  Trustees  of  the  United  Presbyterian  Church, 
'  Bethesda  ' ;  Mr.  Basil  Johnson,  '  Cheddar,'  '  Mendip ' ;  Mr.  W.  H.  Jude, 
'  Galilee,'  '  Pisa ' ;  Mr.  H.  Lahee,  '  Nativity,'  '  Sacrifice  ' ;  Mr.  A.  Legge, 
4  Theodora ' ;  Mrs.  G.  A.  Lohr,  '  St.  Francis '  ;  Dr.  W.  D.  Maclagan 
(Archbishop  of  York),  'Bread  of  Heaven,'  '  Newington,'  'Prince  of  Peace'; 
Dr.  F.  K.  March,  f '  College,'  f'  Day  is  dying  in  the  West,'  f  Skelton,' 
f'Whittier ' ;  Messrs.  Morgan  and  Scott,  'Ingleside,'  'Oakfield';  Miss  Mary 
Mudie,  '  Silverstone  ' ;  Mr.  E.  Minshall, '  Horton,' '  Huddleston  '  ;  Rev.  F.  Peel, 
Mus.  Bac., '  God  of  our  Fathers ' ;  Mrs.  Pitts, '  Princethorpe ' ;  Mr.  C.  W.  Poole, 
'Petersham';  Mr.  H.  A.  Prothero,  '  Vespers ';  Mr.  E.  D.  Eendall,  '  Dulwich 
College,'  'Hill  Top,'  'The  Larger  Faith';  Mr.  W.  G.  Eoss,  'Vesper,' 
second  setting;  Sampson  Low,  Marston  and  Co.  (Ltd.),  'Pax  Tecum'; 
Mrs.  Sanderson, '  Salvator,'  'Tudor';  the  late  Eev.  C.  C.  Scholefield,  M.A., 
f  The  Indwelling  Saviour,'  '  Angelus,'  'Irene,'  'St.  Clement,'  '  Ventnor ' ; 
Eev.  A.  Havergal  Shaw,  'Hernias';  Mrs.  H.  Percy  Smith,  '  Maryton ' ; 
Mr.  Samuel  Smith,  '  Melanesia ' ;  Mr.  M.  Southgate,  '  Brookfield '  ;  Mr.  W.  H. 
Stocks,  '  Pollock  '  ;  J.  Summers,  Mus.  Doc.,  •(•'  Esperance,'  '  Evensong,' 
'  Palmyra ' ;  the  Sunday  School  Union,  '  Da-wning ' ;  Mr.  J.  F.  Swift, 
'  Twilight ' ;  Eev.  Dr.  G.  W.  Torrance,  '  Trust ' ;  the  Trustees  of  the  Church 
Hymnary,  '  Bryant,'  '  Dominus  Vobiscum,'  '  Gratias  Agimus,'  '  Sandringham ' ; 
Miss  Turle,  '  Lostwithiel ' ;  Mr.  F.  S.  Turney,  '  Love  Makes  Life  for  All,' 
'Amicus';  Mr.  Donald  F.  Tovey,  f  Amor  Catholica';  Mr.  George  Unwin, 
'Shoreham';  Mrs.  Walch,  'Churt,'  'St.  George's,  Bolton,'  'Sawley'; 
Mr.  J.  G.  Walton,  '  St.  Catherine';  Mr.  J.  S.  Warburton,  '  Spes  mea  in  Deo' ; 
Dr.  S.  Weekes,  'Thornham,'  'Beloved';  Wesleyan  Methodist  Sunday  School 
Union,  '  Spring-tide  Hour.' 

Permission  has  been  purchased  for  the  following  tunes,  in  a  large  number  of 
cases  on  very  favourable  terms,  for  which  the  Editor  is  grateful : — 

From  Messrs.  Novello  and  Co.  (Ltd.),  for  those  which  bear  their  name  in  the 
body  of  this  book;  Proprietors  of  'Hymns  Ancient  and  Modern,'1  Alstone,' 
'Almsgiving,'  '  Alford,'  'Beatitudo,'  '  Come  unto  Me,'  'Diademata,'  'Gerontius,' 
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'  Hosanna  we  sing,'  '  Laudes  Domini,'  'Pilgrims,'  'Paradise,'  'Kivaulx,'  'St. 
Beatrice,'  'Stephanos,'  'Southwell,'  'Vox  Dilecti,'  'Vigilate,' ' Dominus regit me,' 

Pax  Dei,' '  Strength  and  Stay,'  '  Keble ' ;  Mr.  W.  Acfield,  '  Vesper  ' ;  Mr.  Henry 
Baker,  Mus.Bac.,  f  Herrick,'  f  Breath  of  God,'  f  Burns,'  t'Quies,'  f  Oak  Knoll,' 
t'Bright,'  f  Hour  of  Prayer,'  f'Chadwick,'  f  Amor  Dei,'  f  Sadie,'  f  Zinal," 
t  Vespers  616,  618,  f  Anamnesis,'  f  Vigil,1  f  Procter,'  f  Lynch,1  j' At  Last1; 
Rev.  O.B.  Barnicott,  LL.D.,  '  Warrenne,'  Nos.  4,  22,  36,  |56,  f74,  f75,  f76,  f77 ; 
Mr.  Arthur  Berridge,  f'Amesbury,'  j' Elton,1  f  0  break  my  heart,'  fDux,' 
f  Newman,'  f  Learmount,'  f' Kingsley,'  f  Coster,'  f  Kipling,'  if  Edwin,' 
f  Miller,'  f  Hodie,'  f  Harvard,'  f  Hartford,'  f  Trench,'  f  Assisi' ;  Mr.  A.  T. 
Blanchet,  'Animae  Hominum';  Mrs.  Blow,  'Agnus  Dei,'  '  Goodmanham '  ; 
Kev.  Carey  Bonner,  f  Lathbury  ' ;  Mr.  Josiah  Booth,  f  Champery,'  f  Roosevelt,' 
f  Hague,' '  Havelock,'  f '  Carmen  Pacis,'  +'  Columbia,'  'Bracondale,' '  Kenmore,' 
'  Holy  War,' '  Devotion,'  f  Denny,'  'Fernshaw,'  '  Peniel,'  f'  Rawson'  ;  Mr.  A.  M. 
Bramall,  '  Compassion' ;  Sir  J.  F.  Bridge,  f  Olrig  Grange  ' ;  Mr.  A.  H.  Brown, 
'  All  Hallows,'  '  St.  Anatolius ' ;  Mr.  J.  B.  Calkin,  '  Savoy  Chapel,'  '  St.  John 
the  Baptist,'  'Fatherhood';  Congregational  Union,  '  Rosslyn,'  '  Northrepps,' 
'  Excelsior,'  '  Commonwealth ' ;  Mr.  W.  H.  Cooke,  '  Bath,'  '  Sanctissimus ' ; 
Mr.  W.  T.  Crossley,  f'Fernbank,'  f'Ravenscliffe,'  f  Woodhall' ;  Mr.  H.  E.  Darke. 
f' Barry';  Dr.  H.  Walford  Davies,  f  Cantico  delle  Creature,'  f  Christmas  Carol,' 
f  Spiritus  Christi';  Mr.  J.  W.  Elliott,'  St.  Mark,'  'Church  Triumphant'; 
Mr.  W.  C.  Filby,  f  Gordon,'  '  Faversham,'  '  Almora,'  '  Piacenza,'  '  Chiselhurst,' 
1  Birchington,'  '  Shanklin,'  'Walmer';  Mr.  Myles  B.  Foster,  f'Vox  Celestis,' 
•f'Omnisciens.'f  Blessings,'  f'  Wilberforce,'  f'Rex  Coeli,'  fl  Prodigal,' f'Wasser,' 
f' Recessional,'  f'Beati,'  f'  Abendlied,'  f'Laudamus,'  'Suppliant,'  'Salvator'; 
Mrs.  Greatheed,  '  Ascension  ' ;  Mr.  W.  G.  Hancock,  •(•'  Llanreath,' 

f  Manorbier,'  '  Berridge  '  ;  Mr.  G.  Percy  Harris,  f  Fides  Patrum,'  j'Redford,' 
t'Pinewood';  Mrs.  H.  P.  Hawkins,  'Keats,'  'Light  of  the  World,' 
'Paris,'  'Truro'  (Harmony),  from  '  The  Home  Hymn  Book';  Mr.  H.  J.  E. 
Holmes,  '  Pater  Omnium ' ;  Hughes  and  Son,  '  Aberystwyth ' ;  Mr.  H. 
S.  Irons,  '  Regnabit  Deus  ' ;  Mr.  R.  Jackson,  '  Niagara,'  '  Waverton,'  '  Bekes- 
bourne,'  'Ashburton,'  '  Lymington,'  'St.  Leonard,'  '  Watermouth ' ;  Mr.  A. 
King,  'St.  John';  Mrs.  Lancaster,  'St.  Silas';  Mrs.  Lomas,  'Via  Lucis,' 
'Pentecost,'  '  Southport,'  '  Sursum  Corda,'  'Submission,1  '  Verbum  Pacis,' 
'  Kirk  Braddan  ' ;  Mr.  F.  C.  Maker,  '  Windermere,'  '  Lyndhurst,'  f'  Darmstadt,' 
f' Thrice  Holy  Name,'  'In  Memoriam,'  '  Wentworth,'  'Auckland,'  'Brooms- 
grove,'  'Rest,'  •  Pendennis,'  '  St.  Christopher,'  f'  Julian,'  '  Protection' ;  Dr.  A. 
H.  Mann,  '  Angels'  Story,'  '  St.  Asaph  '  ;  Metzler  and  Co.,  f'  Redhead,'  No.  66  ; 
Mr.  E.  Moss,  f'  Uffmgton,'  f'  Conishead,'  f  Cam,'  '  Cullingworth,'f '  Halmore,' 
f'Slymbridge,'  'St.  Silas,'  f'Ulverstone,' '  Firenze'  (Harmony),  and  'Newcastle,' 
'Courland,'  'Lincoln'  from  the  'London  Tune  Book';  Mr.  H.  E.  Nichol, 
Mus.  Bac.,  f  Brentwood,'  •)'  Ori^un,'  j'Aletheia,'  f'Lowell,'  f' Willerby,' 
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t'Thecla';  Nisbet  and  Co.,  'Regent  Square,'  'Bethany,'  '  Sunderland,' 
'  Bentley,'  '  Intercession,'  '  Elim,' '  Glastonbury,'  'Armageddon,' '  Peterborough,' 
'  Olmutz  '  ;  Mr.  E.  M.  Oakeley,  'Edina,'  'Abends';  Dr.  A.  L.  Peace, 
'St.  Margaret,'  'Lux  Beata ' ;  Mr.  J.  Shaw,  f  Dominus  Venit,'  f  Shekinah,' 
f' Pilgrim  Band,'  f'Worsley,"  f' Symonds,'  f1  Festal  Day,'  f  Emmanuel,' 
f' Thankfulness,'  f'Christus,'  f'  St.  Veronica,'  f'  Bramham,'  f'  Church  Bells,' 
f  Alcott ' ;  Rev.  T.  Herbert  Spinney,  '  St.  Denys' ;  Dr.  A.  E.  Tozer,  '  Jazer ' ; 
Dr.  Ferris  Tozer,  '  Haldon,'  f' Links  Tor,'  f' Lidford  Gorge,'  f'Belstone,' 
f  Arolla/  -Tavy  Cleave';  Mr.  W.  Walker,  'Redhead,'  Nos.  46,  47,  76; 
Messrs.  Weekes  and  Co.,  'Hallelujah,'  'St.  Hugh,'  'St.  Brannock,'  'Peace,' 
'Heber,'  '  Wildersmouth,'  '  St.  Raphael,'  '  Sacrament.' 

Every  effort  has  been  made  to  discover  the  addresses  of  composers  and 
owners  of  tunes,  but  in  some  few  cases  these  efforts  have  failed.  The  Editor 
trusts  that  the  permission  he  would  gladly  have  sought  will  be  graciously 
accorded. 

For  the  preparation  of  the  various  Indexes,  which  have  been  arranged  as 
guides  to  the  body  of  the  book,  in  which,  rather  than  in  the  Indexes,  all 
particulars  of  authorship  of  both  hymn  and  tune  are  given,  he  is  indebted  to 
Mrs  Oscar  Giessmann,  the  Authoress  of  '  The  Epic  of  Sound.'  To  other 
friends,  too  numerous  to  mention,  who  have  assisted  him  in  various  ways,  he 
offers  sincere  thanks. 

The  Editor  believes  that  this  collection,  both  as  to  its  hymns  and  tunes,  is 
fitted  to  give  expression  to  the  thoughts  and  feelings  of  Christian  people  in  this 
New  Century,  and  he  trusts  that  it  will  prove  an  aid  to  their  worship,  and  so  be 
for  the  greater  glory  of  God. 


BALING,  LONDON.  W. 

January  4,  1905. 


All  applications  respecting  copyright  hymns  or  tunes  should  be  made  to  the  Editor. 


TABLE    OF    HYMNS. 


HYMNS 

THE  ETERNAL  GOD            1 — 49 

THE  LORD  JESUS  CHRIST 50—83 

His  Advent 84—97 

Epiphany          ,  98—99 

His  Ministry 100—106 

His  Passion 107—110 

His  Cross          111—120 

His  Resurrection         121 — 125 

His  Ascension 126—134 

THE  HOLT  SPIRIT 135—162 

PUBLIC  WORSHIP 163—194 

THE  CHRISTIAN  LIFE        ..         ..         ..         ..         ..         ..         ..  195 — 205 

Contrition         206—215 

Consecration 216—226 

Trust 227—273 

Longing  for  God          274 — 297 

Affliction           298—316 

Resignation 317—330 

Love 331—335 

Thankfulness 336—348 

Light 349—356 

Guidance          357—373 

Watchfulness 374—381 

Sympathy          382—393 

Courage 394—396 

Calmness           397—405 

Speech 406—407 

Prayer 408—416 

Giving 417—421 

Service 422—444 

THE  WORD  OF  GOD            445 — 450 

THE  MINISTRY  OF  THE  WORD     ..         ..         ..         ..         ..         ..  451 — 452 

THE  CHURCH  OF  GOD        453—459 

THE  KINGDOM  OF  GOD 460—482 

THE  DIVINE  CALL 483—495 

THE  RETURN  TO  GOD        , 496—501 

THE  ETERNAL  WORLD 502—529 

HOURS  OF  THE  DAY  : — 

Morning            530—540 

Sunday  Morning         . .         . .         . .         . .         . .         . .         . .  541 — 551 

Evening             552—587 

Sunday  Evening          588—614 


TABLE   OF  HYMNS.  HYJINg 

VESPERS        ..         615— G18 

NATURE         619—627 

THE  SEASONS  : — 

Spring 628—631 

Summer  632—633 

Harvest  634—642 

Autumn  . .         . .         . .         . .         . .         . .         . .         . .  643 

Winter 644,   645 

Flower  Services  646—648 

THE  NEW  YEAR, 649—653 

THE  OLD  YEAR 654—656 

FOR  THE  YOUNG : — 

Jesus  Christ      . .         . .         . .         . .         . .         . .         . .         . .  657 — 675 

The  Christian  Life 676 — 692 

Missionary        693,    694 

Nature  ..        '"i.-       695—700 

Evening  701,   702 

INTERCESSION  FOR  THE  YOUNG 703 — 706 

YOUNG  MEN  AND  MAIDENS          707,   708 

THE  LORD'S  SUPPER          709 — 727 

MARRIAGE 728 — 732 

DEATH  AND  BURIAL  733 — 740 

SPECIAL  OCCASIONS  : — 

Foundation  Stones 741 

Opening  of  a  Church 742 — 745 

Re-opening  of  a  Church         746 

Organ  Opening..         ..         ..         ..         ..         ..         ..         ..  747 

Church  Anniversary 748 

School  or  College  Reunion 749,  750 

Family  Gatherings      . .         . .         . .         . .         . .         . .         . .  751,   752 

For  those  at  Sea          753 

FAREWELL  SERVICES          754,   755 

HOSPITALS 756,   757 

IN  TIME  OP  TROUBLE         758 

IN  TIME  OF  WAR    . .         . .         . .         . .         . .         . .         . .         . .  759 — 763 

NATIONAL  HYMNS . .  764 — 771 

PEOPLE'S  MEETINGS  : — 

Courage 772—775 

Confidence         77(5—780 

Decision  ..         ..         ..         ..         ..         ..         ••         ••  781 — 783 

Kindness  . .         . .         . .         . .         . .         . .         •  •          •  •  784,    785 

Watchfulness 

Work      . .         . .         •  •         •  •         •  •         •  •         •  •         •  •         •  •  787,    788 

Temperance      . .         789—792 

The  Coining  Kingdom  , 793—803 

xi 


INDEX  OF  FIRST  LINES. 


HYMN.  NO. 

A  fitly  spoken  word  407 

A  Fortress  sure  is  God  our  King...  238 

A  holy  air  is  breathing  round  . . .  709 

A  little  kingdom  I  possess  ...  691 

A  quiet  heart,  submissive,  meek...  622 

A  voice  upon  the  midnight  air  ...  109 
Abide  with  me !  fast  falls  the 

eventide  ...         ...         ...         ...  557 

According  to  Thy  gracious  word...  716 

Again,  as  evening's  shadow  falls...  591 

Again  returns  the  day  of  holy  rest  544 

Alas,  my  God,  that  we  should  be..  295 

All  around  us  fair  with  flowers  ...  430 

All  as  God  wills,  who  wisely  heeds  328 

All  before  us  lies  the  way            ...  369 

All  from  the  sun's  uprise...         ...  190 

All  glory,  laud,  and  honour  ...  105 

All  hail,  God's  angel,  Truth  !  ...  797 

All  hail  the  power  of  Jesu's  name  73 
All  nature's  works  His  praise 

declare  747 

All  people  that  on  earth  do  dwell  172 
All  praise  to  Thee,  my  God,  this 

night  563 

All  that's  good  and  great  and  true  626 

All  things  are  Thine ;  no  gift  have  we  744 

All  things  bright  and  beautiful  ...  700 
And  art  Thou  come  with  us  to 

dwell  56 

And  didst  Thou,  Lord,  our  sorrows 

take  426 

And  now  the  wants  are  told        ...  601 

And  shall  we  dwell  together        ...  694 

Angels  from  the  realms  of  glory  ..  88 

Angels  holy,  High  and  lowly       ...  9 

Another  hand  is  beckoning  us    ...  739 

Another  year  is  dawning  ...         ...  651 

Around  a  table,  not  a  tomb  ...  715 

Around  my  path  life's  mysteries  266 

Art  thou  weary,  art  thou  languid  488 

As  darker,  darker  fall  around  ...  594 

As  helpless  as  a  child  who  clings  241 


HYMN.  NO. 

As  shadows,  cast  by  cloud  and  sun  95 

As  Thou  didst  rest,  O  Father      ...  551 

As  with  gladness  men  of  old        ...  98 

At  even,  ere  the  sun  was  set       ...  592 

At  the  name  of  Jesus        ...         ...  77 

At  Thy  feet,  our  God  and  Father  649 

Awake,  my  soul,  and  with  the  sun  532 

Awake,  my  soul ,  stretch  every  nerve  359 

Be  known  to  us  in  breaking  bread  712 

Be  Thou  with  us  every  day  ...  674 
Because  I  knew  not  when  my  life 

was  good ...  ...  215 

Before  Jehovah's  awful  throne   ...  173 

Begone,  unbelief    ...         ...         ...  247 

Behold  !  the  Bridegroom  cometh 

in  the  middle  of  the  night  ...  786 
Behold  the  sun,  that  seemed  but 

now          ...         ...         ...         ...  569 

Behold  us,  Lord,  a  little  space    ...  412 

Believe  not  those  who  say           ...  381 

Beloved,  let  us  love           ...         ...  384 

Beneath  the  shadow  of  the  cross..  389 

Beyond,  beyond  that  boundless  sea  28 

Birds  have  their  quiet  nest  ...  104 

Blest  are  the  pure  in  heart  ...  283 

Blest  be  Thy  love,  dear  Lord  ...  252 

Blest  is  the  tie  that  binds  ...  387 

Bowed  down  in  lowliness  of  mind  320 
Bread  of  the  world,  in  mercy 

broken     ...         ...         ...         ...  713 

Break,  new-born  year,  on  glad 

eyes  break           ...         ...         ...  653 

Break  Thou  the  Bread  of  life  ...  711 

Breaks  the  joyful  Easter  dawn  ...  671 

Breathe  on  me,  breath  of  God  ...  154 

Brief  life  is  here  our  portion  ...  514 
Brightest  and  best  of  the  sons  of 

the  morning        ...         ...         ...  93 

Brightly  gleams  our  banner  ...  681 
By  Christ  redeemed,  in  Christ 

restored 724 


INDEX  OF  FIRST  LINES. 


HYMN.  NO. 

Calm  me,  my  God,  and  keep  me 

calm  400 

Calm  Soul  of  all  things  !  make  it 

mine         ...         ...         ...         ...  405 

Can  I  see  another's  woe  ...         ...  97 

Captain  and  Saviour  of  the  host...  736 

Christ  for  the  world  we  sing  !  ...  461 
Christ  in  His  heavenly  garden 

walks  all  day  495 

Christ  in  His  word  draws  near  ...  446 

Christ  is  our  Corner-stone  ...  743 

Christ,  the  Lord,  is  risen  to-day  123 

Christian!  dost  thou  see  them  ...  376 

Christian,  rise!  and  act  thy  creed  396 

Christian,  seek  not  yet  repose  ...  377 
Christians,  awake,  salute  the 

happy  morn        ...         ...         ...  91 

City  of  God,  how  broad  and  far  ...  795 

Cold  and  cheerless,  dark  and  drear  644 
Come,  gracious  Spirit,  heavenly 

dove  158 

Come,  Holy  Ghost,  in  love  ...  142 
Come,  Holy  Ghost,  our  hearts 

inspire      ...         ...         ...         ...  151 

Come,  Holy  Ghost,  our  souls 

inspire     ...          ...         ...         ...  161 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  kind  to  all    ...  159 

Come,  Jesus!  come;  for  here    ...  465 

Come,  kingdom  of  our  God         ...  475 

Come,  labour  on  !  ...         ...         ...  443 

Come,  let  us  join  our  cheerful 

songs  117 

Come,  let  us  join  our  friends  abovo  509 

Come,  let  us  to  the  Lord  our  God  276 

Come,  0  come  in  pious  lays  ...  163 
Come,  praise  your  Lord  arid 

Saviour 665 

Come  to  me,  Lord,  when  first  I 

wake  ...  530 

Come  to  our  poor  nature's  night  148 

Come  unto  Me,  ye  weary  ...         ...  491 

Come,  we  that  love  the  Lord  ...  170 

Come,  ye  thankful  people,  come  638 
Come  ye  yourselves  apart  and  rest 

awhile  193 

Commit  thou  all  thy  griefs  ...  239 
Consider  the  lilies  how  stately 

they  grow  ...  696 

Constant  as  Thy  mercies  are  ...  690 

Courage,  brother  !  do  not  stumble  772 

Creator  Spirit !  by  whose  aid  ...  150 

Crown  Him  with  many  crowns  ...  132 


HYMN.  NO. 

Dark  is  the  sky  that  overhangs  my 

soul         303 

Day  by  day  we  magnify  Thee      ...  682 

Day  is  dying  in  the  west  ...          ...  589 

Dear  Friend !  whose  presence  in 

the  house            ...         ...         ...  100 

Dear  Jesus,  ever  at  my  side        ...  685 

Dear  Lord  and  Father  of  mankind  402 

Descend  to  Thy  Jerusalem,  O  Lord  106 

Dismiss  me  not  Thy  service,  Lord  424 

Earth  below  is  teeming    ...         ...  635 

Earth,  with  its  dark  and  dreadful 

ills  527 

Enduring  soul  of  all  our  life  ...  147 

Ere  I  sleep,  for  every  favour  ...  554 

Eternal  Father,  strong  to  save  ...  753 

Eternal  God  !  we  look  to  Thee  ...  289 

Eternal  Light !  Eternal  Light !  275 
Eternal  Love,  whose  law  doth 

sway  731 

Eternal  Ruler  of  the  ceaseless 

round  388 

E  very  morning  the  red  sun  . . .  695 

Eye  hath  not  seen  Thy  glory  ...  126 

Fair  are  the  feet  that  bring  the 

-  ws  450 

Faith  of  our  fathers,  living  still ...  454 
Father  and  Friend !  Thy  light, 

Thy  love 31 

Father !  beneath  Thy  sheltering 

wing  235 

Father,  hear  the  prayer  we  offer...  394 

Father,  here  we  dedicate  ...         ...  650 

Father,  I  know  that  all  my  life  ...  245 
Father,  I  well  may  praise  Thy 

Name  23 

Father,  in  high  heaven  dwelling  559 

Father,  lead  me  day  by  day  ...  680 

Father  !  let  Thy  kingdom  come . . .  474 

Father,  now  the  day  is  over  . . .  552 
Father  of  heaven,  whose  love 

profound...  ...  ...  ...  11 

Father  of  love  and  power 570 

Father  of  Love,  our  Guide  and 

Friend  372 

Father,  our  children  keep  ...  703 
Father !  the  sweetest,  dearest 

name       ...      ....         ...         ...  38 

Father !  Thy  wonders  do  not 

singly  stand        ...         ...         ...  49 


INDEX  OF  FIRST  LINES. 


HYMN.  NO. 

Father,  to  Thee  we  look  in  all  our 

sorrow  ...  •••  ...  •••  312 

Feeble,  helpless,  how  shall  I  ...  251 
Fierce  raged  the  tempest  o'er  the 

deep  ...  101 

Fight  the  good  fight  with  all  thy 

might  226 

Fill  Thou  my  life,  0  Lord  my  God  345 

Fling  out  the  banner !  let  it  float  463 
For  all  the  saints,  who  from  their 

labours  rest        ...         ...         •••  513 

For  ever  round  the  Mercy  Seat  ...  494 

For  ever  with  the  Lord 293 

For  the  beauty  of  the  earth  ...  336 

For  the  bread  and  for  the  wine  ...  722 
For  the  dear  love  that  kept  us 

through  the  night  533 

For  Thy  mercy  and  Thy  grace  ...  654 

Forth  in  Thy  name,  0  Lord,  I  go  439 

Forward!  be  our  watchword  ...  358 

Fountain  of  light  and  living  breath  47 

Friend  after  friend  departs  . . .  735 

From  all  evil,  all  temptation  ...  374 

From  all  that  dwell  below  the  skies  460 

From  Greenland's  icy  mountains  476 

From  many  ways  and  wide  apart  750 

From  north  and  south  and  east  ...  466 

From  the  eastern  mountains  ...  99 

From  Thee  all  skill  and  science  flow  756 

Gather    us   in,   Thou    love    that 

fillestall 496 

Gird  your  loins  about  with  truth..  773 

Give  me,  0  Lord,  a  heart  of  grace  403 

Give  me  the  wings  of  faith  to  rise  503 

Give  to  the  winds  thy  fears         ...  240 

Glory,  glory  to  God  in  the  highest  7 

Go,  labour  on,  spend,  and  be  spent  436 

Go  not  far  from  me,  O  my  strength  309 

Go  to  dark  Gethsemane  ...         ...  110 

Go  when  the  morning  shineth    ...  413 

God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  again  755 

God  bless  the  little  children       ...  705 
God    draws    a   cloud    over  each 

gleaming  morn  ..          ...         ...  246 

God  from  on  high  hath  heard    ...  89 

God  is  in  His  temple        ...         ...  179 

God  is  Love,  by  Him  upholden  ...  36 

God  is  Love  :  His  mercy  brightens  254 

God  make  my  life  a  little  light  ...  692 
God  might  have  made  the  earth 

bring  forth         648 


HY1IN.  NO. 

God  moves  in  a  mysterious  way...  233 

God  of  heaven,  hear  our  singing.  693 

God  of  our  fathers,  known  of  old.  763 

God  of  pity,  God  of  grace           ..  180 

God  of  the  living,  in  whose  eyes . .  506 

God  save  our  gracious  King        ..  764 

God  sets  a  still  small  voice         ..  141 
God's  trumpet  wakes  the  slum 

bering  world       ...         ...         ...  774 

God  that  madest  earth  and  heaven  618 
God  the  all-terrible  King  who 

ordainest 762 

God,  who  hath  made  the  daisies...  697 
Gracious  Power,  the  world  per 
vading     175 

Gracious  Spirit,  dwell  with  me  ...  138 

Gracious  Spirit,  Holy  Ghost  ...  149 
Great  Giver  of  all  good,  to  Thee 

again       636 

Great  God,  and  wilt  Thou  con 
descend  ...         ...         ...         ...  677 

Great  King  of  nations,  hear  our 

prayer     ...         ...         ...         ...  758 

Guide  me,  0  Thou  great  Jehovah  366 

Hail,  holy  rest !    calm  herald  of 

that  day 547 

Hail,  sacred  day  of  earthly  rest ...  545 

Hail  to  the  Lord's  anointed  ...  469 

Hail  to  the  Sabbath  Day 541 

Hark !  hark !  my  soul,  angelic 

songs  are  swelling         ...         ...  508 

Hark,  my  soul,  how  everything  ...  624 

Hark,  my  soul,  it  is  the  Lord  ...  292 

Hark  !  the  evening  call  to  prayer  595 
Hark  the  glad  sound,  the  Saviour 

comes  ...  84 

Hark!  the  herald  angels  sing  ...  92 

Hark !  the  song  of  Jubilee  . . .  478 

Hark,  the  sound  of  holy  voices  ...  511 

Hark!  'tis  the  watchman's  cry  ...  375 
Hath  not  thy  heart  within  thee 

burned 140 

He  hides  within  the  lily 619 

He  is  gone — beyond  the  skiea  ...  127 

He  knows  the  bitter,  weary  way...  318 
He  leads  us  on  by  paths  we  did 

not  know...         ...         ...         ...  373 

He  liveth  long  who  liveth  well  ..  779 
He  sendeth  sun,  He  sendeth 

shower 325 

Head  of  the  Church,  our  risen  Lord  457 


INDEX  OF  FIRST  LINKS. 


HYMN.  NO. 

Head  of  the  Church  triumphant ..  459 
Hear  my  prayer,  O  Heavenly 

Father  573 

Hear  us,  Thou  that  broodest  ...  136 
Hear  what  the  voice  from  heaven 

proclaims            ...         ...         ...  738 

Heaven  and  earth,  and  sea  and  air  342 

Heavenly  Father,  by  whose  care..  593 

Help  me,  my  God,  to  speak  ...  414 
Here,  Lord,  we  offer  Thee  all  that 

is  fairest ...         ...         ...         ...  646 

Here,  O  my  Lord,  I  see  Thee  face 

to  face  726 

Hold  Thou  my  hands  !  297 

Holy  Father,  cheer  our  way  ...  553 
Holy,  holy,  holy,  Lord  God 

Almighty 10 

Holy  Spirit,  Truth  Divine  ...  162 

Hosanna  !  loud  hosanna  !  ...  667 

Hosanna  to  the  living  Lord  ...  167 
Hosanna  we  sing,  like  the  children 

dear         ...         ...         ...         ...  668 

How  blest  the  righteous  when  he 

dies  733 

How  calmly  the  evening  once 

more  is  descending        ...         ...  560 

How  happy  is  he,  born  or  taught..  776 

How  honoured,  how  dear  ...  185 
How  lovely  are  Thy  dwellings, 

Lord  174 

How  pleased  and  blest  was  I  ...  164 
How  sweet  the  name  of  Jesus 

sounds  ...  ...  64 

How  welcome  was  the  call  ...  729 

Hushed  was  the  evening  hymn  ...  683 

I  bow  my  forehead  to  the  dust    ...  260 
I  cannot  find  Thee.     Still  on  rest 
less  pinion           ...         ...         ...  157 

I  do  not  ask,  0  Lord,  that  life 

may  be                ...         ...         ...  401 

I  give  my  heart  to  Thee  ...         ...  216 

I  heard  a  sound  of  voices...         ...  522 

I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say     ...  59 

I  know  not  it  the  dark  or  bright...  319 

I  lift  my  heart  to  Thee     66 

I  long  for  household  voices  gone  ..  520 

1  look  to  Thee  in  every  need       ...  39 

I  love  Thy  kingdom,  Lord           ...  456 

I  love  to  hear  the  story    ...         ...  662 

I  think,  when  I  read  that  sweet 

story  of  old         675 


HYMN.  NO. 

I  vexed  me  with  a  troubled  thought  258 
I  worship  Thee,  sweet  Will  of 

God  " 248 

I  would  commune  with  Thee,  my 

God  277 

I'd  live  for  those  who  love  me  ...  785 

If  suddenly  upon  the  street  ...  202 

If  the  world  seems  cold  to  you  ...  784 

I'll  come  to  Thee,  O  Jesus  Christ  686 
I'll  praise  my  Maker  with  my 

breath      ...         ...         ...         ...  4 

Immortal,  Invisible,  God  only 

wise  ...  ...  '.  1 

Immortal  Love,  for  ever  full  ...  53 
Immortal  Love,  within  whose 

righteous  will     ...         ...         ...  249 

In  Christ  I  feel  the  heart  of  God..  80 

In  life's  earnest  morning  ..         ...  707 

In  sacred  books  we  read  how  God 

did  speak  356 

In  simple  trust,  like  theirs  who 

heard  616 

In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory  ...  119 

In  the  dark  and  cloudy  day  ...  299 

In  the  hour  of  my  distress  ...  137 

In  the  hour  of  trial  307 

In  this  glad  hour,  when  children 

meet  751 

In  Thy  service  will  I  ever  ...  422 

Is  thy  cruse  of  comfort  wasting?..  385 

It  came  upon  the  midnight  clear..  86 

It  is  a  thing  most  wonderful  ...  669 

It  is  finished  !  Man  of  sorrows !  ...  Ill 

It  is  not  death  to  die  ...  ...  740 

It  is  the  hour  of  prayer 590 

It  singeth  low  in  every  heart  ...  5.. 3 

Jerusalem,  my  happy  home        ...  504 

Jerusalem  the  golden        ...         ...  515 

Jesu,  from  Thy  throne  on  high  ...  673 
Jesu,  great  Redeemer,  source  of 

life  divine            718 

Jesu,  meek  and  gentle      ...         ...  57 

Jesus  calls  us  o'er  the  tumult      ...  489 

Jesus,  Friend  of  little  children    ...  688 

Jesus,  I  my  cross  have  taken      ...  217 

Jesus  lives  !  no  longer  now          ...  121 

Jesus,  lover  of  my  soul    ...         ...  62 

Jesus,  my  Lord,  my  God,  my  all  !  70 

Jesus  shall  reign  where'er  the  sun  472 

Jesus!  stand  among  us    ...         ...  171 

Jesus,  still  lead  on 362 


INDEX  OF  FIRST  LINES. 


HYMN.  NO. 

Jesus,  the  very  thought  of  Thee...  69 

Jesus,  these  eyes  have  never  seen  71 

Jesus,  Thou  joy  of  loving  hearts  721 

Jesus,  where'er  Thy  people  meet  169 

Just  as  I  am — without  one  plea  ...  211 

Knocking,    knocking !       Who    is 

there?      486 

Lamp    of    our  feet,   whereby  we 

trace  449 

Lead,  kindly  Light,  amid  the 

encircling  gloom           ...         ...  364 

Lead  us,  Heavenly  Father,  lead 

us 365 

Lead  us,  0  Father,  in  the  paths  of 

peace  357 

Let  all  men  know,  that  all  men 

move  264 

Let  all  the  world  in  every  corner 

sing  29 

Let  us  with  a  gladsome  mind  ...  34 
Life  of  ages,  richly  poured  ...  40 
Lift  the  strain  of  high  thanks 
giving  746 

Lift  up  to  God  the  voice  of  praise  21 

Lift  up  your  heads,  rejoice  ...  341 

Light  of  the  lonely  pilgrim's  heart  462 
Light  of  the  world  !  for  ever,  ever 

shining 350 

Light  of  the  world !  whose  kind 

and  gentle  care  ...  370 

Light  up  this  house  with  glory, 

Lord  742 

Like  Noah's  weary  dove  ...         ...  497 

Like  the  first  disciples  in  their 

strange  glad  hour          ...         ...  727 

Little  children,  wake  and  listen  659 

Lo!  the  day  of  rest  declineth  ...  612 

Long  ago  the  lilies  faded 699 

Long  did  I  toil,  and  knew  no 

earthly  rest  255 

Look  from  Thy  sphere  of  endless 

day  482 

Look,  ye  saints,  the  sight  is 

glorious ...  130 

Looking  upward  every  day  ...  689 

Lord,  as  to  Thy  dear  cross  we  flee  115 

Lord,  dismiss  us  with  Thy  blessing  614 

Lord,  for  the  things  we  see  ...  803 

Lord,  for  to-morrow  and  its  needs  263 

Lord,  give  me  light  to  do  Thy  work  431 


HYMN.  NO. 

Lord  God  of  morning  and  of  night  535 

Lord  God  omnipotent       ...         ...  22 

Lord,  in  the  fulness  of  my  might  708 
Lord,  in  this  dust  Thy  sovereign 

voice  317 

Lord,  it  belongs  not  to  my  care  ...  323 

Lord,  it  is  good  for  us  to  be  ...  102 

Lord,  keep  us  safe  this  night  ...  615 
Lord,  my  weak  thought  in  vain 

would  climb        ...         ...         ...  20 

Lord  of  all  being  !  throned  afar  ...  17 

Lord  of  mercy  and  of  might  ...  58 
Lord  of  our  life,  and  God  of  our 

salvation...         ...         ...         ...  458 

Lord  of  the  gracious  sunshine  ...  790 
Lord  of  the  harvest!  Thee  we 

hail  640 

Lord  of  the  living  harvest  ...  451 
Lord,  speak  to  me,  that  I  may 

speak  428 

Lord,  Thou  didst  arise  and  say  ...  761 

Lord,  Thy  children  guide  and  keep  367 

Lord,  Thy  word  abideth  ...         ...  445 

Lord,  we  thank  Thee  for  the 

pleasure 348 

Lord  !  what  offering  shall  we  bring  417 

Lord,  when  through  sin  I  wander  198 
Lord,  when  we  bend  before  Thy 

throne  ...  .  408 

Lord,  when  we  pray,  Thy  kingdom 

come        ...         ...         ...         ...  433 

Lord,  while  for  all  mankind  we 

pray  767 

Love  divine,  all  loves  excelling  ...  61 

Love  for  all!  and  can  it  be?  ...  501 

Love  me,  0  Lord,  forgivingly  ...  314 

Lowly  and  solemn  be  ...  ...  734 

Make  channels  for  the  streams  of 

love  383 

Many  things  in  life  there  are  ...  268 
March  on,  march  on,  ye  soldiers 

true  798 

May  the  grace  of  Christ  our 

Saviour 613 

Men,  whose  boast  it  is  that  ye  ...  775 
Mighty  God,  while  angels  bless 

Thee  32 

Millions  within  Thy  courts  have 

met  611 

Mine  eyes  have  seen  the  glory  of 

the  coming  of  the  Lord            ...  800 


INDEX  OF  FIRST  LINES. 


HYMN.  NO 

Most  gracious  Saviour !  'twas  not 

Thine       390 

Much  in  sorrow.'oft  in  woe         ...  371 

My  faith  looks  up  to  Thee           ...  250 

My  father,  it  is  good  for  me        ...  236 

My  God  !  how  wonderful  Thou  art  25 

My  God,  I  do  not  flee  from  Thee  265 

My  God,  I  rather  look  to  Thee  ...  521 

My  God,  is  any  hour  so  sweet?  ...  409 

My  God,  my  Father,  while  I  stray  327 

My  heart  is  resting,  0  my  God  . . .  232 

My  soul  awake       ...         ...         ...  540 

My  soul,  there  is  a  country        ...  519 

My  spirit  longs  for  Thee 279 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee 287 

Never  further  than  Thy  Cross  ...  113 

No  angel  comes  to  us  to  tell  ...  526 

No  human  eyes  Thy  face  may  see  230 

Not  a  life  so  mean  or  lowly  ...  334 

Not  always  on  the  mount  may  we  189 
Not  Lord,  Thine  ancient  works 

alone  778 

Not  so  in  haste,  my  heart !  ...  261 

Now  from  the  altar  of  our  hearts  574 
Now  God  be  with  us,  for  the  night 

is  closing ...  ...  585 

Now  have  we  met  that  we  may  ask  184 

Now  let  us  see  Thy  beauty,  Lord..  186 

Now  on  land  and  sea  descending..  596 

Now  pray  we  for  our  country  ...  768 
Now  sing  we  a  song  for  the 

harvest 612 

Now  thank  we  all  our  God  ...  19 

Now  that  our  holy  day  is  done  ...  608 

Now  the  day  is  over  701 

Now  the  wings  of  day  are  furled...  578 
Now,  when  the  dusky  shades  of 

night  retreating 538 

0  beautiful,  our  country  !  ...  766 

0  blessed  life  !  the  heart  at  rest...  204 

0  bread  to  pilgrims  given  ...  723 
0  break  my  heart,  but  break  it  as 

afield  207 

0  come,  all  ye  faithful     ...         ...  90 

0  come  and  mourn  with  me  awhile  108 
0  come  to  the  merciful  Saviour 

who  calls  you  ...  493 

O  day  of  rest  and  gladness  ...  543 

O  day  to  sweet  religious  thought...  549 

O  for  a  closer  walk  with  God  ...  290 


HYMN.  NO 

0  for  a  heart  to  praise  my  God  ...  280 

0  for  a  thousand  tongues  to  sing  63 

O  God,  in  whom  we  live  and  move  273 

O  God,  not  only  in  distress  ...  271 

0  God  of  Bethel !  by  whose  hand  361 

0  God  of  God !  0  Light  of  Light !  464 

0  God  of  Love,  O  King  of  Peace  759 

O  God  of  Truth,  whose  living  word  201 

O  God,  the  Hock  of  Ages 35 

O  God!  Thy  power  is  wonderful..  24 
O  God,  Thy  world  is  sweet  with 

prayer  548 

0  God  !  who  know'st  how  frail  we 

are  281 

O  God,  whose  daylight  leadeth 

down ...  575 

0  God !  whose  thoughts  are 

brighest  light  392 

0  grant  us  light,  that  we  may 

know  351 

0  happy  band  of  pilgrims  ...  304 
O  hearts  of  love  !  O  souls  that 

turn  79 

0  Holy  Jesu,  Prince  of  Peace     ...  719 

0  Holy  Saviour,  Friend  unseen  ...  326 

0  Jesu,  ever  present         ...         ...  78 

O  Jesu,  I  have  promised  ...         ...  218 

0  Jesu,  Thou  art  standing  ...  484 

O  Jesus  Christ,  grow  Thou  in  me  67 

0  Jesus,  King  most  wonderful  ...  68 

O  let  him,  whose  sorrow 229 

0  Light,  from  age  to  age  the  same  749 

0  Light  of  life,  O  Saviour  dear  ...  586 

O  little  town  of  Bethlehem  ...  661 

0  Lord,  how  happy  should  we  be  324 

0  Lord,  in  me  there  lieth  nought  208 

0  Lord,  it  is  a  blessed  thing  ...  534 
0  Lord  of  heaven  and  earth  and 

sea  ...  418 

0  Lord  of  hosts,  the  fight  is  long  789 

0  Lord,  Thine  everlasting  grace  ..  256 

0  Lord,  Thou  art  not  fickle  ...  391 
O  Lord,  Thy  heavenly  grace 

impart  220 

0  Lord,  who  by  Thy  presence  hast 

made  light  ...  564 

O  Lord  !  with  one  accord  ...  143 
0  Lord!  with  toil  our  days  are 

filled  437 

0  Love  Divine  and  golden  ...  730 
O  Love  Divine,  how  sweet  Thou 

art                                  60 


INDEX  OF  FI11ST  LINKS. 


HYMN.  NO. 

0  Love  Divine,  that  stooped  to 

share        ...         ...         ...         ...  81 

0  Love  Divine  ; — whose  constant 

beam  153 

0  Love  of  God,  how  strong  and 

true  52 

0  Love  that  casts  out  fear  ...  332 

0  Love  that  will  not  let  me  go  ...  500 

O  Love,  who  formedst  me  to  wear  219 

O  lovely  voices  of  the  sky  ...  87 
0  make  me,  Lord  Thy  statutes 

learn  ...  ...  224 

0  Master,  let  me  walk  with  Thee  432 

O  Name,  all  other  names  above  ...  41 
0  North,  with  all  thy  vales  of 

green  ...  479 

O  Painter  of  the  fruits  and  flowers  647 

O  Paradise  !  O  Paradise 516 

0  perfect  Love,  all  human  thought 

transcending  ...  732 

O  saints  of  old !  not  yours  alone  . .  282 

O  shadow  in  a  sultry  land  !  ...  580 
0  sing  to  the  Lord,  whose  bountiful 

hand  634 

0  Source  Divine,  and  Life  of  all...  48 
0  Source  of  Good !  around  me 

spread  ...  ...  410 

0  Spirit  of  the  living  God  ...  477 
O  Spirit,  whose  name  is  the 

Saviour 155 

0  strength  and  stay,  upholding  all 

creation  ...         ...         ...         ...  587 

0  Thou  by  long  experience  tried  ..  242 
0  Thou  great  Friend  to  all  the 

sons  of  men        ...         ...         ...  55 

0  Thou,  in  whom  alone  is  found..  741 

O  Thou  not  made  with  hands  ...  195 

O  Thou,  to  whom  in  ancient  time  168 

O  Thou  true  Life  of  all  that  live  !  558 

0  Thou  who  art  of  all  that  is  ...  42 
0  Thou,  who  as  our  knowledge 

grows  354 

0  Thou,  who  dry'st  the  mourner's 

tears  310 

0  Thou  who  dwellest  in  eternity  748 

0  Thou  whose  grace  first  found  us  425 

O  timely  happy,  timely  wise  ...  531 

O  where  is  He  that  trod  the  sea...  103 

O  Word  of  God  incarnate  ...  448 

O  worship  the  King  26 

0  worship  the  Lord  in  the  beauty 

of  holiness                    ...         ...  182 


HYMN.  NO. 

Of  Thy  love  some  gracious  token  605 

Oft  when  of  God  we  ask 3l5 

Oh  !  here,  if  ever,  God  of  Love  ...  7lO 

Oh,  it  is  hard  to  work  for  God  ...  441 
Oh,  sometimes  gleams  upon  our 

sight  353 

Oh,  what  can  little  hands  do  ...  684 
On  our  way  rejoicing,  as  we  home 
ward  move  340 

On  the  dewy  breath  of  even  ...  588 

Once  in  Royal  David's  city  ...  658 

Once  to  every  man  and  nation  ...  783 

One  holy  Church  of  God  appears  455 

One  Lord  there  is,  all  lords  above  33 

One  thing  I  of  the  Lord  desire  ...  223 

Onward,  Christian  soldiers  ...  799 

Open  now  thy  gates  of  beauty  ...  183 
Our  blest  Redeemer,  ere  He 

breathed 145 

Our  day  of  praise  is  done...         ...  607 

Our  days  are  few  and  full  of  strife  269 
Our  Father !  while  our  hearts 

unlearn  ...  ...  37 

Our  Friend,  our  Brother,  and  our 

Lord  54 

Our  God  !  our  God !  Thou  shinest 

here         ...         ...         ...         ...  144 

Our  God,  our  help  in  ages  past  ...  2 
Our  God,  we  thank  Thee,  who 

hast  made          ...         ...         ...  301 

Our  portion  is  not  here,  0  Lord  284 

Part  in  peace !  is  day  before  us  ?  606 
Peace,  perfect  peace,  in  this  dark 

world  of  sin        329 

Peacefully  round  us  the  shadows 

are  falling           ...         582 

Pleasant  are  Thy  courts  above  ...  188 
Praise,  my  soul,  the  King  of 

Heaven ...  8 

Praise  the  Lord,  ye  heavens  adore 

Him         12 

Praise  to  our  God,  whose  boun 
teous  hand          ...         ...         ...  769 

Praise  to  the  Holiest  in  the  height  51 
Praise  ye  Jehovah !  praise  the 

Lord  most  holy  ...         27 

Praise  ye  the  Lord !  immortal  choir  3 

Praised  be  the  Lord  our  God       ...  620 

Purer  yet,  and  purer        ...         ...  222 

Quiet,  Lord,  my  f reward  heart  ...  253 


INDEX  OF  FIRST  LINES. 


HYMN.  NO. 

Eeaper,    behold !    the    fields    are 

white       427 

Rejoice  to-day  with  one  accord  ...  770 

Eejoice,  ye  pure  in  heart 338 

Best  of  the  weary,  joy  of  the  sad  259 

Ride  on!  ride  on  in  majesty !     ...  107 

Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me           ...  209 

Round  me  falls  the  night 583 

Saviour,  again  to  Thy  dear  name 

we  raise 602 

Saviour  and  Master          ...         ...  444 

Saviour,  blessed  Saviour  ...         ...  72 

Saviour,  breathe  an  evening 

blessing 567 

Saviour  Divine,  I  come  to  Thee  ...  498 

Saviour,  sprinkle  many  nations...  473 

Saviour,  when  in  dust  to  Thee  ...  206 

Saviour !  while  my  heart  is  tender  679 
Say  not  that  we  from  heaven  are 

far  415 

Say  not  the  Word 152 

Shall  this  life  of  mine  be  wasted  ?  435 

Shall  we  grow  weary  in  our  watch  379 
Shew  pity,  Lord,  for  we  are  frail 

and  faint...  311 

Show  me  the  way,  0  Lord  ...  360 

Silent,  like  men  in  solemn  haste  777 

Sing  alleluia  forth  in  duteous  praise  16 

Sing,  every  boy  and  maiden  ...  664 

Sing  forth  his  high  eternal  name..  44 

Sing  to  the  Lord  a  joyful  song  ...  15 

Sing  to  the  Lord  of  harvest  ...  639 

Sing  we  brethren,  faithful-hearted  655 

Sing  we  of  the  Golden  City  ...  793 

Slowly,  by  Thy  hand  unfurled  ...  568 

So  heaven  is  gathering  one  by  one  507 
Softly  the  silent  night  falleth 

from  God  577 

Soldiers  of  Christ,  arise  ...         ...  395 

Sometimes  a  light  surprises        ...  352 

Songs  of  praise  the  angels  sang ...  14 

Sons  of  labour,  dear  to  Jesus     ...  788 

Souls  of  men  !  why  will  ye  scatter  485 

Sound  over  all  waters       ...         ...  802 

Sow  in  the  morn  thy  seed           ...  434 

Speak  gently  :  it  is  better  far     ...  406 

Speak,  lips  of  mine          ...         ...  343 

Speak  thou  the  truth  :  Let  others 

fence  781 

Speed  Thy  servants,  Saviour, 

speed  them          ...         ...         ...  481 


HYMN.  NO. 

Spirit  Divine,  attend  our  prayers  139 
Spirit  of  Christ — Thine  earnest 

given  452 

Spirit  of  Faith !  be  Thou  my  guide  294 

Stand  up  and  bless  the  Lord  ...  165 

Stand  up  !  stand  up  for  Jesus  ...  429 
Standing  forth  on  life's  rough 

way  704 

Stay,  Master,  stay  upon  this 

heavenly  hill      ...         ...         ...  187 

Still,  still  with  Thee,  when  purple 

morning  breaketh         ...         ...  537 

Still  will  we  trust,  though  earth 

seem  dark  and  dreary  ...         ...  237 

Still  with  Thee,  0  my  God          ...  278 

Strangers  and  pilgrims  here  below  305 

Strong  Son  of  God,  immortal  Love  82 

Summer  suns  are  glowing           ...  633 

Sun  of  my  soul,  Thou  Saviour  dear  562 

Sunset  and  evening  star  ...         ...  517 

Sweet  evening  hour,  sweet  evening 

hour  579 

Sweet  is  the  solace  of  Thy  love  ...  244 

Sweet  is  the  Spirit's  strain  ...  487 
Sweet  is  the  work,  my  God,  my 

King  178 

Sweet  Saviour,  bless  us  ere  we  go  604 

Take  courage,  temperance  workers  792 

Take  my  life,  and  let  it  be  ...  221 

Take  up  thy  cross,  the  Saviour  said  492 

Teach  me,  my  God  and  King  . . .  438 
Teach  me  to  live  !  'Tis  easier  far 

to  die  200 

Tell  it  out  among  the  heathen  ...  470 

Ten  thousand  times  ten  thousand  502 

Tender  mercies  on  my  way  ...  347 
That  mystic  word  of  Thine,  0 

Sovereign  Lord  ...         ...         ...  288 

The  child  leans  on  its  parent's 

breast  227 

The  Church's  one  foundation  ...  453 

The  dawn  of  God's  dear  Sabbath  542 
The  day  is  done,  the  sacred  day  of 

thought  and  toil  is  past  ...  609 
The  day  is  ended,  ere  I  sink  to 

sleep        ...         ...         ...         •••  581 

The  day  is  past  and  over...         ...  566 

The  day  of  prayer  is  ending        ...  610 

The  Day  of  Resurrection...         ...  125 

The  day  Thou  gavest,  Lord,  is 

ended       598 


INDEX  OF  FIRST  LINES. 


HYMN.  NO. 

The  fields  are  all  white 678 

The  glory  of  the  spring,  how  sweet  629 

The  God  of  Abraham  praise  ...  5 

The  golden  gates  are  lifted  up  ...  128 

The  King  of  love  my  Shepherd  is  46 

The  light  pours  down  from  heaven  440 
The  little  birds  now  seek  their 

nest  702 

The  Lord  be  with  us  as  we  bend...  599 

The  Lord  is  come  !  on  Syrian  soil  85 

The  Lord  is  in  His  Holy  Place  ...  43 
The  Lord  is  King :  lift  up  thy 

voice        ...         ...         ...         ...  6 

The  Lord  is  rich  and  merciful  ...  483 
The  Lord  will  come  and  not  be 

slow  467 

The  mourners  came  at  break  of  day  518 

The  night  is  come  ;  like  to  the  day  571 
The  old  year's  long  campaign  is 

o'er  652 

The  radiant  morn  hath  passed 

away  555 

The  roseate  hues  of  early  dawn  ...  510 

The  shadows  of  the  evening  hours  584 

The  Son  of  God  goes  forth  to  war  378 

The  sower  went  forth  sowing  ...  641 

The  spacious  firmament  on  high..  623 
The  spring-tide  hour  brings  leaf 

and  flower          ...         ...         ...  631 

The  strain  upraise  of  joy  and 

praise       ...         ...         ...         ...  13 

The  strife  is  o'er, the  battle  done..  122 

The  sun  is  sinking  fast     ...         ...  556 

The  toil  of  brain,  or  heart,  or 

hand  423 

The  twilight  falls,  the  night  is 

near  572 

The  voice  that  breathed  o'er  Eden  728 

The  way  is  long  and  dreary  ...  313 

The  wise  may  bring  their  learning  687 

The  year  is  gone  beyond  recall  ...  656 

The  year  is  swiftly  waning  ...  643 

There  came  a  little  Child  to  earth  657 
There  is  a  book  who  runs  may 

read  621 

There  is  a  green  hill  far  away  ...  670 

There  is  a  land  of  pure  delight  ...  505 

There  is  a  river  deep  and  broad ...  471 
There  was  a  time  when  children 

sang  666 

There  were  ninety  and  nine  that 

safely  lay            ...         ...         ...  490 


HYMN.  NO. 

These  things  shall  be !   a  loftier 

race          794 

Thine  are  all  the  gifts,  0  God  !  ...  421 
Thine  arm,  O  Lord,  in  days  of  old  757 
Thine  for  ever !  God  of  love  ...  228 
Think  gently  of  the  erring  one  ...  791 
Thirsting  for  a  living  spring  ...  296 

This  is  the  day  of  Light 546 

Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave  !  ...  737 
Thou  art  gone  up  on  high  . . .  133 

Thou  art,  O  God,  the  life  and  light  627 
Thou  art  our  Master !  Thou  of  God 

the  Son 76 

Thou  didst  leave  Thy  throne  and 
Thy  kingly  crown          ...         ...     660 

Thou  Grace  divine,  encircling  all      298 
Thou     Gracious     Power,     whose 
mercy  lends        ...         ...         ...     752 

Thou  hast  gone  up  again...         ...     134 

Thou  hidden  love  of  God,  whose 

height      331 

Thou   knowest,  Lord,  the  weari 
ness  and  sorrow...         ...         ...     321 

Thou  Life  within  my  life,  than  self 

more  near  156 

Thou     long     disowned,     reviled, 

oppressed  ...       75 

Thou,  Lord,  art  Love — and  every 
where       257 

Thou  say'st,  Take  up  thy  cross  ...     285 
Thou    wast,   O    God,   and   Thou 
wast  blest  ...         ...         ...       18 

Thou  who  didst  stoop  below       ...     118 
Thou  who  dost  all  things  give     ...       45 
Thou  who  hast  known  the  care 
worn  breast        ...     597 

Thou  who    our   faithless    hearts 

canst  read          ...     286 

Thou,  whose  Almighty  word  ...  468 
Thou,  whose  unmeasured  Temple 

stands 745 

Though  home  be  dear  and  life  be 

sweet       203 

Though  lowly  here  our  lot  may  be     197 
Though  we   long  in   sin-wrought 
blindness...         ...         ...         ...     214 

Thousands    of    thousands    stand 

around     ...         ...     191 

Three    doors    there    are    in    the 
temple     ...         ...         ...         ...     416 

Thrice  Holy  Name  !  that  sweeter 
sounds  ...         ...         ...       65 


INDEX  OF  FIRST  LINES. 


HYMN.  NO. 

Through  all  the  changing  scenes 

of  life  234 

Through  centuries  of  sin  and  woe  760 
Through  good  report  and  evil, 

Lord  368 

Through  the  day  Thy  love  hast 

spared  us...         ...         ...         ...  561 

Through  the  night  of  doubt  and 

sorrow      ...         ...         ...         ...  349 

Thy  home  is  with  the  humble, 

Lord  382 

Thy  kingdom  come — on  bended 

knee  480 

Thy  love  for  all  Thy  creatures  ...  30 

Thy  way  is  in  the  deep,  O  Lord  !  308 

Thy  way,  not  miue,  0  Lord  ...  363 

Till  He  come,  O  let  the  words  ...  720 

'Tis  not  the  skill  of  human  art  ...  335 

To  Him  who  is  the  Life  of  life  ...  625 

To  Thee,  O  dear,  dear  Saviour!...  199 
To  Thee,  0  Lord,  our  hearts  we 

raise  637 

To  Thine  eternal  arms,  O  God  ...  274 
Together  for  our  country  now  we 

pray  765 

'Twixt  gleams  of  joy  and  clouds  of 

doubt  205 

Two  thousand  troubled  years  ...  96 

Unheard  the  dews  around  me  fall  399 

Unto  Thy  temple,  Lord,  we  come  550 
Upon  the  hills  the  wind  is  bleak 

and  cold 576 

Walk  in  the  light !  so  shalt  thou 

know  355 

Walking  with  Thee,  my  God  ...  196 

We  are  but  little  children  weak  ...  676 

We  ask  for  peace,  0  Lord  !  ...  398 
We  ask  not  that  our  path  be 

always  bright     ...         ...         ...  300 

We  bless  Thee  for  Thy  peace,  0 

God  ...  ...  404 

We  bless  Thee,  Lord,  for  all  this 

common  life  can  give    ...         ...  339 

We  cannot  always  trace  the  way..  270 

We  cannot  think  of  them  as  dead  524 

We  come  unto  our  Father's  God..  771 

We  gather  to  the  sacred  board  . . .  714 

We  give  Thee  but  Thine  own  ...  420 
We  hail  Thee  King  of  kings, 

Eternal  Christ 50 


HYMN.  NO. 

We  iii  the  lower  parts       ...         ...  725 

We  limit  not  the  truth  of  God  ...  447 

We  love  the  venerable  house  ...  177 

We  name  Thy  name,  0  God  ...  210 

We  need  love's  tender  lessons  ...  333 

We  plough  the  fields,  and  scatter  630 
We  praise  and  bless  Thee,  gracious 

Lord  337 

We  pray  no  more,  made  lowly  wise  267 

We  rose  to-day  with  anthems  sweet  603 

We  see  not,  know  not :  all  our  way  262 
We  sing  the  praise  of  Him  who 

died  116 

We  thank  Thee,  Lord,  for  this 

fair  earth            ...         ...         ...  344 

We  would  see  Jesus ;  for  the 

shadows  lengthen         ...         ...  83 

Weary  and  sad,  a  wanderer  from 

Thee  212 

Weary  of  earth,  and  laden  with 

my  sin 213 

Welcome,  happy  morning  !  age  to 

age  shall  say  ...  124 

What  ask  we  for  the  children  ...  706 
What  means  this  glory  round  our 

feet  94 

What  sweetness  on  Thine  earth 

doth  dwell  632 

What  Thou  wilt,  0  Father,  give...  386 

When  all  Thy  mercies,  0  my  God  346 
When  courage  fails,  and  faith 

burns  low  782 

When  evening  shadows  gather  . . .  565 

When  for  me  the  silent  oar  ...  525 
When  gathering  clouds  around  I 

view  316 

When  gladness  gilds  our  pros 
perous  day  ...  302 

When  God  of  old  came  down  from 

heaven  ...  ...  146 

When  I  survey  life's  varied  scene  272 

When  I  survey  the  wondrous  cross  120 

When  Israel,  of  the  Lord  beloved  322 

When  morning  gilds  the  skies  ...  536 
When  mother  love  makes  all 

things  bright  393 

When  my  love  to  Christ  grows  weak  114 
When  on  my  day  of  life  the  night 

is  falling 529 

When  on  Sinai's  top  I  see  ...  112 
When  our  heads  are  bow'd  with 

woe  306 


INDEX  OF  FIRST  LINES. 


HYMN.  NO. 

When  shall  we  meet  again  ...  512 

When  spring  unlocks  the  flowers..  628 
When  the  dark  waves  round  us 

roll  397 

When  the  day  of  toil  is  done  ...  528 

When  the  Lord  of  love  was  here  74 

When  the  Paschal  evening  fell  ...  717 

When  the  weary,  seeking  rest  ...  194 

When  this  passing  world  is  done..  419 
When  Thy  soldiers  take  their 

swords  225 

When  up  to  nightly  skies  we  gaze  231 

When  wilt  Thou  save  the  people..  796 
When  winds  are  raging  o'er  the 

upper  ocean  ...  243 

Where  high  the  heavenly  temple 

stands  ...  129 

Where  is  Jesus,  little  children  ?...  672 

Where  is  thy  God,  my  soul  ?  ...  135 

"  Where  is  your  God  ?  "  they  say  160 

Wheresoever  two  or  three  ...  411 
While  sinks  our  land  to  realms  of 

night  600 

While  Thee  I  seek,  protecting 

power      176 


HYMN.  NO. 

Who  is  on  the  Lord's  side  ?        ...  499 

Who  will  say  the  world  is  dying  ?  801 

Wilt  Thou  not  visit  me  ? 291 

Winter  reigneth  o'er  the  land  ...  645 
With  gladness  we  worship  . . .  181 
With  happy  voices  singing  ...  698 
With  joy  we  meditate  the  grace  ...  131 
With  silence  only  as  their  bene 
diction  330 

With  the  sweet  word  of  peace     . . .  754 
With  Thy  benediction  falling  on 

our  ear 617 

With   weary  feet   and    saddened 

heart        192 

Without  haste,  and  without  rest...  780 

Work  is  sweet,  for  God  has  blest..  787 
Workman  of    God !    0    lose   not 

heart                               442 


Ye  fair  green  hills  of  Galilee      ...  663 

Ye  of  the  Father  loved     166 

Ye  servants  of  the  Lord   ...         ...  380 

You  that  have   spent   the   silent 

night        539 


INDEX    OF    TUNES. 


Copyright  tunes  are  marked  (*).        Tunes  written  for  this  work  are  marked  (f). 
Tunes  that  are  the  Copyright  oftJie  Editor  are  marked  (}). 


JtAbendlied,  702 

*Benison,  446,  570 

*Clarence,  645 

*  Abends,  5621,  751 

^Bentley,  352 

Clewer,  229 

*Aberystwyth,  622 

J*Berridge,  104 

*Clifton,  725 

Abridge,  174,  280 

*Bethany  (Crucifer),61,217, 

Cliftonville,  7242 

Adeste  Fideles,  90 

473 

Colchester,  653 

*Agnus  Dei,  211  1 

*Bethesda,  605 

JtCollege,  6721 

Albano,  284,  574,  739 

*  Bethlehem  (Barnbv),  6611 

t*Columbia,  800 

JtAlcott,  691 

Bethlehem  (Wesley),  283, 

*Come  unto  Me,  491 

JtAletheia,  797 

420 

*Commonwealth,  796 

*Alford,  502 

*Birchington,  544 

*Com  passion,  490 

Alfreton,  302 

*Blencowe,  40,  474 

*Conishead,  227 

*A11  Hallows,  28,  244,  580 

ttBlessings,  339 

^Consecration,  251,  568 

*Almora,  193 

*Bracondale,  21,  540 

Corton,  626 

*  Almsgiving,  418 

JtBramham,  265 

JtCoster,  790 

*Alstone,  676,  677 

*  Bread  of  Heaven,  593 

*Courage,  Brother,  772 

J  Altruist,  785 

JtBreath  of  God,  154 

*Courland,  118 

*Anibleside,  99,  130 

*  Brecon,  139 

*Creator  Spiritus,  150 

*Ambrose,  58 

Jt  Brent  wood,  609 

*Croyland,  204 

Amerton,  395 

Breslau,  116,  168,  235,  274, 

Culbach,  644 

JtAmesbury,  803 

351,  492 

*Cullingvvorth,  243 

"Amicus,  688 

JfBright,  581 

t'Amor  Catholica,  4962 

Bristol,  795 

*Dalehurst,  191,  224,  294 

Jt  Amor  Dei,  5002 

*Brookfleld,  281,  669 

*Dalkeith,  49,  288 

JtAnamnesis,  719 

*Broomsgrove,  375 

*Darmstadt,  22 

*Angel's  Story,  662 

*Bryant,  760 

Darwall,  190 

Angels'  Hymn,  353,  439 

Burmah,  236 

*Dawn,  538 

Angelus  (G.  Josephi),  189,  592 

JtBurns,  241 

^Dawning,  157 

*Angelus  (Scholetield),  42 

Burwell,  640 

JtDay  is  dying  in  the  West, 

J\\nini!c  Hominum,  4851 

Byzantium,  63 

589 

*Armageddon,  499 

*Day  of  Praise,  438,  607 

JtArolla,  784 

*Cam,  258 

*Day  of  Rest,  543,  698 

Arundcl,  679 

*Cantate  Domino,  15 

*Dedicatio  Anni,  650 

Ascalon,  164 

t*Cantico    delle    Creature, 

*Deerhurst,  511,  649 

*Ascension,  133 

620  s 

*Denny,  462 

^Ashburton,  367 

Cape  Town,  149,  180 

*Deum  Videbunt,  338 

JtAssisi,  6201 

JfCarmen  Pacis,  802 

*Devotion,  426 

JtAt  Last,  5292 

J*Carpenter,  5912 

*Diademata,  132 

*Auckland,  311 

Cassel,  720 

Dismissal,  614 

Augustine,  497,  740 

*Castle  Rising,  510 

Dix,  98,  690 

*Aurelia,  453 

*Caterham,  298,  599 

*Dominus  Regit  Me,  46 

Austria,  12,  746 

*Ceylon,  35 

J  fDominus  Venit,  85 

JtChadwick,  523 

*Dominus  Vobiscum,  755 

Jt  Barry,  551 

t*Champery,  634 

*Dulwich  College,  546 

Barton,  304 

*Chebar,  448 

Dundee  (French),  177,  361 

*Bath,  735 

*Cheddar,  297 

712,  736 

Bavaria,  33 

*Child  Service,  684 

JtDux,  373 

'•Beachley,  671 

*Chiselhurst  (Barnby),  541 

JfBeati,  330 

*Chiselhurst  (Filby),  409 

Easter  Hymn,  123 

*Beatitudo,  738 

*Christmas,  657 

*Eden,  89,  332 

Bedford,  131,  742 

t*Christmas  Carol,  6612 

*Edina,  72 

*Beechknowe,  642 

Christmas  Hymn,  92 

JfEdwin,  619 

*Bekesbourne,  253,  787 

JtChristus,  4fil 

Bin'  feste  Burg,  238.  770 

*  Beloved,  384 

JtChurch  Bells,  579 

Eisenach,  52,  558,  770,  777 

JtBelstone,  687 

*Church  Triumphant,  344 

*Elim,  232 

Bemerton,  171 

*Churt,  319 

Ellacombe  (7.6.7.6.  D.),  667 

Benevento,  717 

"City  of  God,  195 

Ellacombe  (C.M.  D.),  747 

XX1H 


X    OF    TL'SES. 


"Ellers,  495,  602,  765 

*Hebden,  705 

"Litania,  2151    ( 

Ellingham,  347 

"Heber,  481 

Litany,  268,  680 

}!  Elton,  778 

*Henlow,  447 

JtLlanreath,  152 

Elvet,  449 

"Hennas,  635 

London,  781 

Emmanuel  (Beethoven),  767 

J+Herrick,  137 

"Longwooc,  356,  357,  547 

JtEmmanuel  (Shaw),  56 

*Hesperus  (WTiiiburn),    530, 

"Lost  and  Found,  214,  374 

Emmaus.  248,  355,  527 

597,  721,  779 

*Lostwithiel,  459 

Ems,  737 

"Hill  Top,  312 

"Love  makes  Life  for  All,  331 

Ephraim,  342,  369 

ttHodie,  263 

{tLowell,  788 

Epiphany  Hymn,  93 

Holley,  428,  498 

Liibeck,  16^ 

*Erskine,  494 

Hollingside,  621 

Lucerne,  254 

t*Esperance,  780 

Holy  Cross,  423 

*Lud  borough  611 

*Eudoxia,  701 

*Holy  Trinity,  64,  176,  389, 

Lugano,  567 

"Evelyn,  299 

524,  608 

Luther's  Chant,  666 

•"Evening  Hymn,  559 

"Holy  War,  376 

"Lux  Beata,  37" 

*Evensong,  561 

Horbury,  287  2 

*Lux  Benigna,  364 

Eventide,  5571 

*Horeb,  556 

"Lux  Eoi,  348 

Ewing,  515,  766 

Horsley,  549,  648,  670 

"Lymington,  451,  639,  6G4,  (365 

*Excelsior,  689 

*Horton,  411 

JtLynch,  483 

JtHosanna,  167 

"Lyndhurst,  23,  400 

Farrant,  260,  503,  749 

*Hosanna  We  Sing,  668 

*  Fatherhood,  372 

Houghton,  26 

Magdalen  College,  6C 

•Ffeveraham,  75,  144 

Houghton-le-Spring,  225 

Magdeburg,  704 

JfFernbank  (Crossley),  408 

ttHour  of  Prayer,  590 

"Maidstone,  188 

JtFernbank  (Hart),  693 

*Huddleston,  675 

-Mainzer,  94,  322 

*Fernshaw,  455,  507 

Hull,  184 

Malta,  733 

}f  Festal  Day,  748 

Hursley,  562  » 

Mannheim,  365,  366 

Festus  (L.M.),  269,  603 

jtManorbier,  208 

Festus  (7-),  624 

*Ilkley,  526 

*  Mary  ton,  81,  432,  433       . 

Jt  Fides,  802 

"Ingleside,  786 

"Meerestille,  255 

JtFides  Patrum,  454 

*In  Memoriam,  270,  271,  VC8, 

"Melanesia,  463 

J'Firenze,  485  2 

466,7241 

Melcombe,  457,  715 

Flemming,  458 

Inspruck,  324 

Melita,  753 

*  Following,  285 

*Intercession,  194 

"Mendip,  443 

Franconia,  45,  387 

Irby,  658 

Miles  Lane,  73 

*  Frankfort,  417 

'Irene,  148,  528,  553 

Jt  Miller,  407 

Fulda,  632 

'Mill  Hill,  660 

*Jazer,  333,  709 

Miserere,  206 

^Galilee,  489 

*  Jerusalem,  289 

Missionary,  476 

"Gascoigne,  539 

*Jesu,  Magister  Bone,  218 

Monkland,  14 

*Genoa,  564 

Jesu  Redemptor,  405 

Morning  Hymn,  532 

*Gerontius,  51 

t*Julian,  464 

"Mount  Tabor,  187 

Gethsemane,  110 

Gibbons,  654 

"Keats  (  All  things  bright),  700 

Narenza,  252 

"Glastonbury,  419 

*Keble,  5622,  5911 

National  Anthem,  764 

Glory  to  God,  7 

*Kendal,  295,  328,  710 

"Nativity,  117,  774 

"God  of  our  Fathers,  388 

"Kenmore,  331 

Neander,  179 

*Godstowe,  583 

"Kensington,  314,  471 

'  Nearer  Home,'  293 

*Golden  Sheaves,  C37 

"Kensington  New,  32 

"Newcastle,  275 

*Goodmanham,  335,  403 

Kent,  100 

"Newington,  228 

JtGordon,  783 

JtKingsley,  801 

Newland,  278 

*Gounod,  183 

JtKipling,  7631 

JtNewman,  317 

"Gratias  Agimus,  722 

*Kirk  Braddan,  475 

"Niagara,  6 

ttGreg,  2661 

Nicwa,  10 

*Gretton,  205,  758 

"Lancashire,  125,  429,  469 

"Nightfall,  585 

*tLathbury,  711 

"Noel,  86 

t*  Hague,  759 

JtLaudamus,  50 

"Northrepps,  69,  401.  572 

J*Haldon,  493 

"Laudes  Domini,  536 

Nun  Danket,  19 

*Hallelujah,  27 

*Lauuceston,  410 

"Halmore,  385 

JtLearmount,  517 

JtO  Break  my  Heart,  207 

Hanover,  185,  247 

Leipsic,  48 

«O  Light  of  Life,  586 

"Harrogate,  479 

*Leith,  158,  159 

"Oakfield,  396 

Jt  Hartford,  4S6 

"Leominster,  216 

ttOak  Knoll,  386 

Hart's,  34 

Leoni,  5 

Oberlin,  220 

JtHarvard,  801 

JtLidford  Gorge,  578 

Old   Hundredth,  172,  173, 

'Harvest,  678 

*  Light  of  the  World,  350 

460.  563 

•Harvest  •  Tide      Thanks 

"Lincoln  (Distin),  237 

Old  148th.  166 

giving,  636 

Lincoln  (Ravenscroft),  115 

Olivet,  250 

*Havulock,  7992 

Jt  Links  Tor,  601 

"Ohuutz,  731 

f*01rig  Grange  1 

•Ombersley,  17,  452,  472 
ttOmnisciens,  318 

•Ongar,  534 
JtOrigen,  262 

*Oxford,  752 

JtPalmoe,  106 

•Palmyra,  39 
Pange  Lingua,  119 

*Panis  Celestis,  718 

*Paradise,  516 

•Paris,  659 

*Pater  Omnium,  47 

•Pax  Dei,  6022 

*Pax  Tecum,  3291 

*Peace,  596 

*Pendennis,  444 

*Peniel,  506,  571 

*Pentecost  (Boyd),  226 

*Pentecost  (Lomas),  142 

*Perfecc  Love,  732 

'•Peterborough,  623 

•Petersham,  18,  103,  378 

*Piacenza,  309 
Jt Pilgrim  Band.  349 

•Pilgrims,  508 
JtPinewood,  793 

*Pisa,  391 

''Pollock,  674 

•Portsea,  246 

•Praise,  my  Soul,  82 

•Prince  of  Peace,  151 

*Princethorpe,  77 
ttProcter,  313 
JfProdigal,  791 

*Pro  Omnibus  Sanctis,  513  - 
Pro  Patria,  768 

*Propior  Deo,  196,  287 * 

•Protection,  703 

Quam  Dilecta,  141 
JtQuies,  261 

•Raruoth,  163 

JtRavenscliffe,  422 
Ravenshaw,  445 
t*Rawson,  727 
jtRecessional,  7632 
Jt  Red  ford,  588 
*Redhead,  No.  47,— 97,  112, 

296,  306 
•Redhead,  No.  66,— 68,  290, 

745 

•Redhead,  No.  76,— 138,  209 
•Regent  Square,  81 
•Regnabit  Deus,  470 
•Requiem,  552 
•Rest  (Maker),  402 
•Rest  (Stainer),  627 
JtRexCceli,  577 
•Rivaulx,  11,  82,  153,  482 
Rockingham,  120 
t*Roosevelt,  773 
•Rosslyn,  3772 
•Rotherfleld,  178 
Russia,  702 
•Ruth,  633 
Rutherford,  198 


1SDEX   OF   TUXES. 

•St.  Aelred,  101 

"St.  Agnes  (Durham),  38,  71, 

95 
"St.   Agnes   (Langran),    55, 

212,  213 

St.  Albums,  121 
St.  Alphege,  440,  514,  728 
•St.  Ambrose,  594 
•St.  Anatolius  (Brown),  566 
•St.  Anatolius  (Dykes),  610 
•St.  Andrew,  96,  135 
St.  Anne,  2,  750 
•St.  Anselrn,  542,  730 
•St.  Asaph  (Bambridge),  655 
•St.  Asaph  (Mann),  560 
•St.  Austin,  468 
St.  Barnabas,  2112,  305 
•St.  Beatrice,  641 
St.  Bees,  221,  292 
St.  Bernard,  272,  406,  431, 

480 

•St.  Brannock,  336 
•St.  Catherine  (Dale),  484 
•St.  Catherine  (Walton),  325, 

663 

St.  Cecilia,  134,  279,  363 
•St.  Christopher,  522 
•St.  Chrysostom,  70,  256 
•St.  Clement,  598 
St.  Constantine,  57 
St.  Cross,  108,  109 
St.  Cuthbert,  145 
St.  David,  714 
•St.  Denys,  210 
•St.  Drostane,  107,  789 
•St.  Ewen,  30 
St.  Faith,  140 
St.  Flavian,  146,  147,  192, 

467,  621,  708 
•St.  Frances,  37,  354,  412, 

520,  625 

St.  Fulbert,  53,  308,  345,  346 
St.  George,  380,  729 
•St.  George's,  Bolton,  723 
St.  George's,  Windsor,  63S 
•St.  Gertrude,  358,  7991 
•St.  Godric,  315,  743 
•St.  Hugh,  54,  323,  450,  716 
St.  James,  310,  756 
*St.  John,  456 
*St.  John  the  Baptist,  201 
*St.  Jude,  341 
*St.  Leonard,  257 
*St.  Leonards,  584 
St.  Magnus,  359,  6S6 
*St.  Margaret,  500' 
St.  Marguerite,  44,  186,  270, 

600,  647 

•St.  Mark,  219,  518 
•St.   Martha's-on-the-Hill, 

3292 

•St.  Mary  Magdalene,  307 
St.  Matthew,  757 
St.  Matthias,  604 
St.  Michael,  165,  381 
St.  Oswald,  430 
t*St.  Pancras,  79 
St.  Peter,  41,  392,  575 
St.  Polyr-arp.  242,  415,  550 

XXV 


•St.  Raphael,  36 
*St.  Saviour,  84,  128,  629 
•St.  Sepulchre,  129,  390,  535 
•St.   Silas  (Lancaster),  245, 

424 
*St.  Silas  (Moss),  695 

St.  Simon,  413 

St.  Stephen,  22 

St.  Sylvester,  606 

St.  Theodulph,  105 
•St.  Theresa,  681 
fSt.  Veronica,  31 
•St.  Werbergh,  316 
•Sacrament,  713 
•Sacrifice,  425 
tfSadie,  2152 

Salisbury,  286 
:fSalvator  (Foster),  74 
•Salvator  (Jewson),  435 
•Samuel,  683 
•Sanctissinms,  182 

Sandon,  249 

Sardis,  573 
•Savoy  Chapel,  199 
•Sawley,  692 
•Saxby,  273,  427,  548 

Selborne,  203,  531 
Jt  Shadows,  2662 

Shanklin,  487 

Sharon,  394,  612,  613 
ItShekinah,  43 

Sherborne,  113,  114,  397,  G95 

Shoreham,  5551 
JtSilver  Bells,  628 

Silverstone,  320 
ttSkelton,  576 

•Slingsby,  682 

•Slymbridge,  525 
Solomon,  3,  337 

•Southport,  223 

"Southwell,  504,  50;> 

•Spes  mea  in  Deo,  200 
Spire,  362 

'tSpiritus  Christ!,  6722 
Sprague,  437 
Stabat  Mater,  111,  175 

•Stanley,  127 

•Stephanos,  488 

•Strength  and  Stay,  587 
Styria,  343 

•Submission,  401 

•Sudeley,  399,  521 

•Sunderland,  434 

•Sunuinghill,  652 

•Sunset,  5552 

''Suppliant,  734 

•Sursum  Corda,  66,  360 
Swabia,  170,  414 
Swiss  Tune,  4 
tfSymonds,  794 

Tallis1  Canon,  20 
Tallis's  Ordinal,  67,  233 
•Tavy  Cleave,  646 
Thanet,  554 
ttThankfulness,  533 
"Thanksgiving,  478 
^The  City  of  God,  19.", 
'The  Endless  Alleluia,  10 


*The  Golden  Chain,  771 
*The  Good  Fight,  798 
t*The    Indwelling    Saviour, 

155 

*The  Larger  Faith,  267 
*The  Spring- Tide  Hour,  C31 
JtThecla,  696 
Theodora,  259 
*Thornham,  673 
*Thorpe,  5C9 

t*Three  Doors  there  are,  410 
t  "Thrice  Holy  Name,  65 
Toulon,  Io6 
*Transflguration,  102 
JtTrench,"264 
*Treves,  441,  4*2 
Triumph,  130 
*Troy,  761 

Troyte  No  1,— 327,  557 
Troyte  No.  2,— 13,  513 1 
Truro,  769 
*Trust,  326 
Tuam,  465 
*Tudor,  782 
*Twilight,  565 
Tytherton,  239,  240 


*TTffington,  76 
•*Ulverstone,  87 
•Undique  Gloria,  29 
University  College,  371 


INDEX   OF    TUNES. 

Veni  Creator,  161 
•Ventnor,  694 
*Verbum  Pacis,  754 

VESPERS— 

(1)  *Beethoven)-,r 

(2)  *Ross  Iblj 

(3)  ttBaker,  616 

(4)  *Acfleld,  617 

(5)  tJBaker,  618 
*Vespers,  222,  340,  707 
*Via  Lucis,  126 

Victory,  122 
ttVigil,  379 
*Vigilate,  3771 
*Visio  Domini,  83 
ttVox  Celestis,  160 
*Vox  Dilecti,  59 
Vulpius,  519,  643,  651,  706 

*Walmer,  181 

*Waltham,  230,  231,  741 
t*Warrenne  No.  4, — 321 
**\Varrenne  No.  22,— 582 
t*Warrenne  No.  36,—  78 
JtWarrenne  No.  56,— 537 
tfWarrenne  No.  74,— 300 
ttWarrenne  No.  75,— 398 
{fWarrenne  No.  76,— 421 
ttWarrenne  No.  77,— 393 
{tWasser,  792 

*Wastdale,  512 


*Watermouth,  697 
*Waverton,  143 
*Welcome,  Happy  Morning, 

124 

Wells,  501 
*Wentworth,  301 
*Westerham,  303,  726 
^Westminster,  24,   25/277, 

382,  383 

*When  Fairest  Eve,  282,  622 
Whi/burn,  see  Hesperus 
+  t Whittle  r,  5291 
JtWilberforce,  775 
*Wildersmouth,  88 
ItWillerby,  699 
*Wilmore,  107 

1 1  Wilt  Thou  not  visit  me  ?  291 
Wiltshire,  234 
Winchester  New,  169,  477, 

744 

Winchester  Old,  509 
*Winderniere,  9 
Windsor,  656 
\Vir  Pflugeii,  630 
JtWoodhall,  4961 
Worcester,  436 
ttWortley,  685 
*Wreford,  545 

Yorkshire,  91 
,  202 


XXVI 


METRICAL  INDEX. 


S.M. 

Amerton,  395 
Augustine,  497,  740 
Bethlehem,  283,  420 
Breath  of  God,  154 
Chiselhurst,  541 
Clifton,  725 
IXty  of  Praise,  438,  607 
Deuin  Videbunt,  338 
Dulwich  College,  546 
Following,  285 
Franconia,  45,  387 
Kirk  Braddan,  475 
Miller,  407 
Narenza,  252 
Newland,  278 
Quies,  261 
St.  Andrew,  96,  135 
St.  George,  380,  729 
St.  John,  456 
St.  Michael,  165,  381 
Sunderland,  434 
Swabia,  170,  414 
Tuam,465 
Tytherton,  239,  240 
Vesper  (Beethoven),  6151 
Vesper  (Ross),  6152 

S.M.D. 

Ascension,  133 
Diademata,  132 
Hour  of  Prayer,  590 
Leominster,  216 
Nearer  Home,  293 

C.M. 

Abridge,  174,  280 
Albano,  284,  574,  739 
Beatitudo,  738 
Bedford,  131,  742 
Bracondale,  21,  540 
Bramham,  265 
Brecon,  139 
Bristol,  795 
Burin  ah,  236 
Byzantium,  63 
Caterham,  298,  599 
Clifton ,  725 
Colchester,  653 
Dalehurst,  191,  224,  294 
Denny,  462 

Dundee,  177,  361,  712,  730 
Elvet,  449 
Emmanuel,  767 
Emmaus,  248,  355,  527 
Farrant,  260,  503,  749 
Faversham,  75,  144 
Fernbank,  408 


Fernshaw,  455,  507 

Gerontius,  51 

Holy  Cross,  423 

Holy  Trinity,  C4»  176,   389, 

524,  608 

Horsley,  549,  648,  670 
Jazer,  333,  709 
Jerusalem,  289 
Kendal,  295,  328,  710 
Kensington,  314,  471 
Kent,  100 
Lincoln  115 
Links  Tor,  601 
London,  781 
Lyndhurst,  23,  400 
Miles  Lane,  73 
Nativity,  117,  774 
Newman,  317 
Northrepps,  69,  404,  572 
Prince  of  Peace,  151 
Redhead,  No.  66,  68,  290,  745 
St.  Agnes,  Durham,  38,  71, 

95 

St.  Ambrose,  594 
St.  Anne,  2,  750 
St.  Bernard,  272,  406,  431, 

480 

St.  David,  714 
St.    Flavian,    146,    147,  192, 

467,  621,  708 
St.  Frances,  37,  354,  412,  520, 

625 

St.  Fulbert,  53,  308,  345,  346 
St.  Hugh,  54,  323,  450,  710 
St.  James,  310,  756 
St.  John  the  Baptist,  201 
St.  Leonard,  257 
St.  Magnus,  359,  686 
St.  Marguerite,  44,  186,  276, 

600,  647 

St.  Peter,  41,  392,  575 
St.  Saviour,  84,  128,  629 
St.  Stephen,  22 
Salisbury,  286 
Sawley,  692 
Solomon,  3,  337 
Southwell,  504,  505 
Sprague,  437 
Styria,  343 
Sudeley,  399,  521 
Tallis's  Ordinal,  67,  233 
The  Larger  Faith,  267 
The  Springtide  Hour,  631 
Treves,  441,  442 
Tudor,  782 
Westminster,  24,  25,  277,  382, 

383 

When  Fairest  Eve,  282,  622 
Wilmore,  197 

xxvii 


Wiltshire,  234 
Winchester  Old,  509 
Windsor,  656 
Wortley,  685 

C.M.  D. 
Alcott,  691 
Angelus,  42 
Brentwood,  609 
Burns,  241 
Castle  Rising,  510 
Chadwick,  523 
Ellacombe,  747 
Elim,  232 
Fatherhood, 372 
Gascoigne,  539 
Gretton,  205,  758 
Henlow,  447 
Lynch, 483 
Noel,  86 

Petersham,  18,  103,  378 
Prodigal,  791 
St.  Leonards,  584 
St.  Matthew,  757 
Shekinah,  43 
Sunninghill,  652 
Thorpe,  509 
Vox  Dilecti,  59 

L.M. 

Abends,  5621,  751 

Alfreton,  302 

Alstone,  676,  677 

Angels'  Hymn,  353,  439 

Angelus,  189,  592 

Bavaria,  33 

Breslau,   116,   168,   235,  274, 

351,  492 

Brookfleld,  281,  669 
Carpenter,  5912 
Church  Behs,  579 
Church  Triumphant,  344 
Croyland,  204 
Devotion,  42(5 
Eisenach,  52,  558,  776,  777 
Emmanuel,  56 
Festus,  269,  603 
Fulda,  632 

Goodmanham,  335,  403 
Hague,  759 

Hesperus,  530,  597,  721,  779 
Hoi  ley,  428,  498 
Hursley,  5623 
Ilkley,  526 
Jesu  Redemptor,  405 
Keble,  5622,  5911 
Launceston,  410 
Leipsic,  48 


METRICAL    INDEX. 


Leith,  158,  159 

56659 

6  6.4  6  6  6  4 

Liulborough,  611 
lAither's  Chant,  666 

Harvest,  678 

Aletheia,  797 
Benison,  446,  570 

Mainzer,  94,  322 

Christus,  461 

Malta  733 
Maryton,  81,  432,  433 
Melanesia,  463 
Melcombe,  457,  715 
Morning  Hymn,  532 

6.4.6.4. 
Beloved,  384 

6.4.6.4.6.4.6.4. 

National  Anthem,  764 
Olivet  250 
Pentecost,  142 
St.  Austin,  468 

Niagara,  6 
O  Light  of  Life,  580 

Lathbury,  711 

6.6.6.6. 

Old  Hundredth,  172,  173,  -in 

Eden,  89,  332 

563 

6.4.6.4.6.6.4. 

Quam  dilecta,  141 

Ombersley,  17,  452,  472 
Oxford,  752 
Pentecost,  226 

Horbury,  2872 
Propior  Deo,  196,  2871 

Ravenshaw,  445 
St.  Cecilia,  134,  279,  3C3 
St.  Denys,  210 

Rivaulx,  11,  82,  153,  482 

Rockingham,  120 
Rotherfield,  178 
St.  Cross,  108,  109 

6.4.6.4.6.6  4.6.4. 

6.6.6.6.4.4.4.4. 
Dai-wall,  190 

Darmstadt,  22 

St.  Drostane,  107,  789 

St.  Faith   140 

6.4.6.4.6.6.6.4. 

666666 

St.  Polycarp,  242,  415,  IM 
St.  Sepulchre,  129,  390,  5::.". 

Rex  Coeli,  577 

City  of  God,  195 
Laudes  Domini,  536 

St.  Veronica,  31 

Saxby,  273,  427,  548 

6.4.6.4.6.7.6.4. 

6.6.6.6.6.6.4.10. 

Selborne,  203,  531 

P>roomsgrove,  375 

Warrenne  No.  75,  398 

Symonds,  794 

Tallis'  Canon,  20 
Truro,  769 

6.4.6.4.10.10. 

6.6.6.6.6.6.6.6. 

Veni  Creator,  161 
Waltham,  230,  231,  741 

Sursum  Corda,  66,  360 

Assisi,  6201 
Cantico  delle  Creature,  620 

Winchester    New,  109.    477 
744 

6.4.6.6. 

St.  Jude,  341 

Worcester,  436 

Iloreh,  556 

6.6.6.6.8.8. 

Samuel,  683 

L.M.  D. 

6.5.6.5. 

Old  148th,  166 

Cantate  Domino,  15 
Dominus  Venit,  85 

Bemerton,  171 
Clewer,  229 

St.  Godric,  315,  743 
NVaverton,  143 

Julian,  464 
Peterborough,  623 

Kudoxia,  701 
St.  Constantine,  57 

6.6.8.4. 

Transfiguration,  102 

Verbum  Pacis,  754 

6.5  6  5.6.5.6  5. 

4.4.7.8.8.7. 

Edina,  72 

6.6.8.4.6.6.8.4. 

Windenuere,  9 

Holy  War,  376 
Princethorpe,  77 

Leoni,  5 

St.  Mary  Magdalene,  307 

668  6.6.8 

4.8.8.4. 

Thecla,  696 

Ascalon,  164 

Cheddar,  297 

Vesper,  617 
Vespers,  222,  340,  707 

6.6.8.6.6.8.3.3.6.6. 

4.10.4.10. 

6.5.6.5.6.5.6.5.,  with 

Neander,  179 

Uanreath,  152 

Refrain. 

6.6.8.68.8. 

Havelock,  7992, 

Bath   735 

St.  Gertrude,  358,  7991 

4.  LO.  10.10.4 
Mendip,  443 

St.  Theresa,  681 
Ambleside,  99,  136 
Armageddon,  499 

6  6  10.6  6.10. 

Courland,  118 

Heriuas,  635 

5.5.5.5.6.5.6.5. 

6.7.6.7.6.6.6.6. 

Houghton,  26 

6.5.6.5.6.6.6.5. 

Nun  Danket,  19 

Wastdale,  512 

Vox  Celestis,  160 

5.5.8.8.5.5. 

Godstowe,  583 

6.6.4.6.6.4. 

6.8.8.8.6. 

Spire,  362 

Suppliant,  734 

Shanklin,  487 

xxviii 

METRICAL    ISO  EX. 


6.10.6.10. 

Ventnor,  694 

7.7.7.7. 

Berridge,  104 
Wilt  Thou  not  visit  me?  291 

Warrenne  No.  36,  78 
Watermouth,  097 
Wir  Pflugen,  630 

Blencowe,  40,  474 
Clarence,  645 
Consecration,  251,  568 

6.10.10.10. 

Corton,  620 

Protection,  703 
7.4.7.4.7.4.7.4. 

7.6.  (12  lines). 

St.  Beatrice,  641 

Culbach,  644 
Easter  Hymn,  123 
Ellingham,  347 
Ephraim,  342,  369 

Magdeburg,  704 

7.6.7.6.7.7. 

l*'estiis   024 

Slymbridge,  525 

Gibbons,  054 

7.5.7.5. 

Hart's,  34 

Warrenne  No.  76,  421 

7.6.7.6.8.8. 

Lidford  Gorge,  578 

Litany,  208,  680 

7.5.7.5.7.5.7.5. 

Dedicatio  Anni,  650 

St.  Anatolius  (Brown),  500 
St.  Anatolius  (Dykes),  610 

Lubeck,  102 
Monkland,  14 
Newington,  228 

7.6  7  6.8.8.8.5. 

Oaktteld,  396 

7.5.7.5.7.5.7.5.8.8. 

Redhead  No.    47,—  97,    112, 

Intercession,  194 

Commonwealth,  790 

296,  306 

St.  Bees,  221,  292 

7.5.7.5.7.7. 

St.  Silas,  695 

7.6.7.7.7.6.8.6. 

Pro  Patria,  708 

Sherborne,  113,  114,  397,  595 
University  College,  371 

7.6.7.6. 

7.6.8.6. 

7.7.7.7.4. 

Barton,  304 

Hebden,  705 

Day  is  dying  in  the  West,  589 

Excelsior,  689 

Greg,  266  1 

7.6.8.6.7.6.8.6. 

7.7.7.7.7.7. 

Keats,  700 

Pisa,  391 

Alford,  502 

Ashburton,  367 

St.  Alphege,  440,  514,  728 

Wasser,  792 

Bekesbourne,  253,  787 

Sacrifice,  425 

Bread  of  Heaven,  593 

Shadows,  2602 

7.6.8.6.7.6.8.6. 

Cassel,  720 

Vulpius,  519,  643,  651,  700 

St.  Christopher,  522 

Dix,  98,  690 
Esperance,  780 

7.6.7.6.7.6. 

Gethsemane,  110 

Coster,  790 

7.7.4.4.7.7.7.4.4.7. 

Lostwithiel,  459 

Glastonbury,  419 
Houghton-le-Spring,  225 
Redhead  No.  76,—  138,  209 

7.6.7.67.6.7.6. 

St.  Brannock,  330 

Angel's  Story,  662 

7.7.5.7.7.5. 

Wells,  501 

Arolla,  784 

Salvator,  74 

Aurelia,  453 
Beachley,  671 

rj  TJ  rj   o 

7.7.7.7.7.7.7.7. 

Belstone,  687 

1  .  /  .  I  •  O. 

Aberystwyth,  622 

Bent-ley,  352 

Rosslyn,  3772 

Benevento,  717 

Ceylon,  35 

Vigilate,  3771 

Christmas  Hymn,  92 

Chebar,  448 

Frankfort,  417 

Come  unto  Me,  491 
Day  of  Rest,  543,  698 

7.7.7.4.7.7.7.4. 

Hollingside,  62  1 
Maidstone,  188 

Edwin,  619 

Roosevelt,  773 

Miserere,  206 

Ellacombe,  667 

Oak  Knoll,  386 

Ewing,  515,  766 
Jesu,  Magister  Bone,  218 

7.7.7.5. 

Ramoth,  163 
St.  George's,  Windsor,  638 

Lancashire,  125,  429,  469 

Ambrose,  58 

Stanley,  127 

Lymington,  451,  639,  664,  665 

Cape  Town,  149,  180 

Thanksgiving,  478 

Missionary,  476 

Horton,  411 

Troy,  761 

Rutherford,  198 

Irene,  148,  528,  553 

Wilberforce,  775 

St.  Anselm,  542,  730 

St.  Catherine,  484 
St.  Ewen,  30 

7.7.7.6. 

7.7.8.7.8.7. 

St.  George's,  Bolton,  723 

Evelyn,  299 

Hartford,  486 

St.  Simon,  413 

Gratias  Agimus,  722 

St.  Theodulph,  105 
Savoy  Chapel,  199 

Herrick,  137 
Pollock,  674 

7.7.8.8.7. 

Twilight,  565 

Thornham,  673 

Child  Service,  648 

METRICAL   IXDEX. 


7.8.7.8. 

8.7.8.7. 

Pilgrim  Band,  349 

St.  Albinus,  121 

Animac  Hominum,  4851 
Arundel,  679 

Pine  wood,  793 
Ravensclifl'e,  422 

8.3.3.6. 

Dominus  Regit  Me,  46 
Fernbauk,  693 

St.  Asaph,  605 
Salvator,  435 

Thanet,  554 

Firenze,  4852 
Galilee,  489 

8.7.8.7.8.8. 

8.4.8.4. 

Lucerne,  254 

Lost  and  Found,  214,  374 

Cam,  258 

Lugano,  567 

Churt,  319 

Pange  Lingua,  119 

8.7.8.7.8.8.7 

8.4.8.4.8.4. 
Went  worth,  301 

Paris,  659 
Redford,  588 
St.  Sylvester,  606 
St.  Oswald,  430 

The  Golden  Chain,  771 
8.8.4.4.8.8.8. 

Sardis,  573 

Manorbier,  208 

8.4.8.4.8.8.8.4. 
Vesper,  618 

Sharon,  394,  612,  613 
Slingsby,682 
Willerby,  699 

8.8.6.8.8.6. 

Elton,  778 

Hull,  184 

8.5.8.3. 

8.7.8.7.4.7. 

Inspruck,  324 

Amiens,  688 

Magdalen  College,  60 

Stephanos,  488 

Heber,  481 
St.  Raphael,  36 

8.8.7. 

"SVildersmouth,  88 

8.5.8.5. 

Stabat  Mater,  111,  175 

College,  6721 
Spiritus  Christi,  6722 

8.7.8.7.6.6.6.6.7. 
Bin'  feste  Burg,  238,  770 

8.8.7.8.8.7. 
Evening  Hymn,  559 

8.5.8.5.8.5.8.5.,  with 
Refrain. 

8.7.8.7.7.7. 

8.8.8. 

Love  makes  Life  for  all,  334 

Evensong,  561 
Gounod,  183 

Ongar,  534. 

Irby,  658 

8.6.8.4. 

Requiem,  552 

8.8.8.2. 

Olmutz,  731 

Omnisciens,  318 

St.  Cuthbert,  145 

8.7.8.7.7.7.4.4.7.7. 

Wreford,  545 

Bethesda,  605 

8.8.8.3. 

8.6.8.6.6.6.6.6. 

8.7.8.7.8.6. 

St.  Aelred,  101 

Paradise,  516 
Ulverstone,  87 

Kensington  New,  32 

8.8.8.4. 

Almsgiving,  418 

8.6.8.6.7.6.8.6. 

8.7.8.7.8.7. 

Cliftonville,  7242 
In  Memoriam,  270,  271,  368, 

Bethlehem,  6611 

Dismissal,  614 

466,  7241 

Christmas  Carol,  6612 

Mannheim,  365,  366 

Shoreham,  5551 

Praise,  my  Soul,  82 

Southport,  223 

8.6.8.6.8.6. 

All  Hallows,  28,  244,  580 

Regent  Square,  81 
Triumph,  130 

Sunset,  5552 
Troyte,  No.  1,  327 
Victory,  122 

Piacenza,  309 
St.  Silas,  245,  424 

8.7.8.7.8.7.8.5. 

Kingsley,  801 

8.8.8.4.4. 

8.6.8.6.8.8. 

8.7.8.7.8.7.8.7. 

Warrenne,  No.  77,  393 

Bryant,  760 
Fides,  802 

Austria,  12,  746 

8.8.8.4.8.4. 

Harrogate,  479 

Bethany  (Crucifer),  01,  217, 

Conishead,  227 

Harvard,  80  l 

473 

Palmyra,  39 

Courage,  Brother,  772 
Deerhurst,  511,  649 

8.8.8.4.8.8.8.4. 

8.6.8.8.6. 

Golden  Sheaves,  637 
Gordon,  783 

Chiselhurst,  409 

After-sermon  Vesper,  616 
Newcastle,  275 

Lowell,  788 
Lux  Eoi,  348 

8.8.8.5. 

Rest,  402 

Peace,  596 

Abendlied,  702 

XXX 


METRICAL    1XDKX. 


8.8.8.6. 

9.8.9.8. 

10.10.10.10. 

Agnus  Dei,  2111 

Beechknowe,  642 

Almora,  193 

Erskine,  494 
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1  m  IMMORTAL,  invisible,  God  only  wise, 

In  light  inaccessible  hid  from  our  eyes, 
/  Most  blessed,  most  glorious,  the  Ancient  of  Days, 
Almighty,  victorious,  Thy  great  name  we  praise. 

2  p  Unresting,  unhasting,  and  silent  as  light, 

Nor  wanting,  nor  wasting,  Thou  rulest  in  might ; 
m  Thy  Justice  like  mountains  high  soaring  above 

Thj  clouds  which  are  fountains  of  goodness  and  love. 

3  To  all,  life  Thou  givest— to  both  great  and  small ; 
In  all  life  Thou  livest,  the  true  life  of  all ; 

p  We  blossom  and  flourish  as  leaves  on  the  tree, 

And  wither  and  perish — but  nought  changeth  Thee. 

4  m  Great  Father  of  Glory,  pure  Father  of  Light, 

p  Thine  angels  adore  Thee,  all  veiling  their  sight ; 
m  But  of  all  Thy  rich  graces  this  grace,  Lord,  impart — 
Take  the  veil  from  our  faces,  the  veil  from  our  heart. 

5  f  All  laud  we  would  render ;  0  help  us  to  see, 
'p  'Tis  only  the  splendour  of  light  hideth  Thee ; 

f  And  so  let  Thy  glory  almighty  impart, 

Through  Christ  in  the  story,  Thy  Christ  to  the  heart, 

W.  C.  Smith. 


1  Orig.  Ed.,  ?'.  4  omitted. 
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ST.  STEPHEN.  [2ND  TUNK.!  C.M. 


W.  JONES. 


ZTbe  Eternal 


1  in  OUK  God,  our  help  in  ages  past, 

Our  hope  for  years  to  come, 
Our  shelter  from  the  stormy  blast, 
And  our  eternal  home : 

2  ruder  the  shadow  of  Thy  throne 

Thy  saints  have  dwelt  secure ; 
Sufficient  is  Thine  arm  alone, 
And  our  defence  is  sure. 

3  m    Before  the  hills  in  order  stood, 

Or  earth  received  her  frame ; 
/    From  everlasting  Thou  art  God, 
To  endless  years  the  same. 

4  m  A  thousand  ages  in  Thy  sight 

Are  like  an  evening  gone : 
Short  as  the  watch  that  ends  the  night 
Before  the  rising  sun. 

5  p    Time,  like  an  ever-rolling  stream, 

Bears  all  its  sons  away ; 
They  fly,  forgotten,  as  a  dream 
Dies  at  the  opening  day. 

6  /'    Our  God,  our  help  in  ages  past, 

Our  hope  for  years  to  come, 
Be  Thou  our  guard  while  troubles  last. 
And  our  eternal  home, 

7.  Watto 


3  Orig.  Ed.,  r.  5  omitted. 


Ube  Eternal 


SOLOMON. 
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/  PRAISE  ye  the  Lord !  immortal  quire, 

In  heavenly  heights  above, 
With  harp  and  voice  and  souls  of  fire, 
Burning  with  perfect  love. 

o. 
Shine  to  His  glory,  worlds  of  light ! 

Ye  million  suns  of  space, 
Fair  moons  and  glittering  stars  of 

night, 
Running  your  mystic  race ! 

3. 

mYe  gorgeous  clouds,  that  deck  the  sky 

With  crystal,  crimson,  gold, 
And  rainbow  arches  raised  on  high, 
The  Light  of  light  unfold ! 

4. 
m  Lift  to  Jehovah,  wintry  main, 

Your  grand  white  hands  in  prayer ; 
p  Still  summer  seas,  in  dulcet  strain 

Murmur  hosannas  there ! 

4  Orig.  Ed.,  vi- .  9  &  10  omitted. 


I  /  Do  homage,  breezy  ocean  floor, 

With  many-twinkling  sign ; 
p  Majestic  calms,  be  hushed  before 
The  Holiness  Divine. 

6. 

/  Storm,  lightning,  thunder,  hail  and 

snow, 

Wild  winds  that  keep  His  word, 
With  the  old  mountains  far  below, 
Unite  to  bless  the  Lord. 

His  name,  ye  forests,  wave  along ; 

2>      Whisper  it,  every  rlower ;        [song 

m  Birds,  beasts,  and  insects,  swell  the 

That  tells  His  love  and  power. 

8. 
/  And  round  the  wide  world  let  it  roll, 

Whilst  man  shall  lead  it  on ; 
Join  every  ransomed  human  soul, 
In  glorious  unison ! 

G.  Rau-son. 


tlbe  Eternal  6ob, 
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1  /    I'LL  praise  my  Maker  with  my  breath 
p    And  when  my  voice  is  lost  in  death, 

/'    Praise  shall  employ  my  nobler  powers : 
My  days  of  praise  shall  ne'er  be  past, 
While  life  and  thought  and  being  last, 
Or  immortality  endures. 

2  m   Happy  the  man  whose  hopes  rely 

On  Israel's  God;  He  made  the  sky 
And  earth  and  seas,  with  all  their  train: 
f    His  truth  for  ever  stands  secure ; 

He  saves  th'  opprest,  He  feeds  the  poor, 
And  none  shall  find  His  promise  vain. 

3  m   The  Lord  hath  eyes  to  give  the  blind ; 

The  Lord  supports  the  sinking  mind; 
He  sends  the  labouring  conscience  peace : 
He  helps  the  stranger  in  distress, 
The  widow  and  the  fatherless, 
And  grants  the  prisoner  sweet  release. 

4  /    I'll  praise  Him  while  lie  lends  me  breath 
it    And  when  my  voice  is  lost  in  death, 

/    Praise  shall  employ  mv  nobler  powers ; 
My  days  of  praise  shatl  ne'er  be  past, 
While  life  and  thought  and  being  last, 
Or  immortality  endures.  /  Watts. 


a.  Ed. 
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THE  God  of  Abraham  praise, 
Who  reigns  enthroned  above ; 
Ancient  of  everlasting  days, 

And  God  of  Love ! 
Jehovah,  great  I  AM, 
By  earth  and  heaven  confessed : 
We  bow  and  bless  the  sacred  name, 
For  ever  blest ! 


2  m  The  God  of  Abraham  praise ! 
At  whose  supreme  command 
From  earth  we  rise,  and  seek  the  joy* 

At  His  right  hand. 
p      We  all  on  earth  forsake, 

Its  wisdom,  fame,  and  power ; 
/  And  Him  our  only  portion  make, 
Our  Shield  and  Tower. 

7  Orig.  Ed. 


iii  He  by  Himself  hath  sworn ; 

We  on  His  oath  depend ; 
We  shall,  on  eagles'  wings  upborne, 

To  Heaven  ascend : 
We  shall  behold  His  face, 
We  shall  His  power  adore, 
And  sing  the  wonders  of  His  grace 
For  evermore ! 

/  The  whole  triumphant  host 

Give  thanks  to  God  on  high : 
Hail,  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost'. 

They  ever  cry. 

Hail,  Abraham's  God  and  ours ! 
We  join  the  heavenly  lays, 
All  might  and  majesty  are  Thine, 
And  endless  praise ! 

T.  Olivers. 


NIAGARA. 


Ube  Eternal  (Bofc. 

L.M. 


R.  JACKSON. 


THK  Lord  is  King:  lift  up  tliy  voice, 
0  earth,  and  all  ye  heavens  rejoice : 
From  world  to  world  the  joy  shall  ring, 
The  Lord  Omnipotent  is  King. 

2  The  Lord  is  King:  who  then  shall  dare 
Resist  His  will,  distrust  His  care, 

m   Or  murmur  at  His  wise  decrees, 
Or  doubt  His  royal  promises  ? 

3  p   The  Lord  is  King:  child  of  the  dust, 

The  Judge  of  all  the  earth  is  just : 
Holy  and  true  are  all  His  ways : 
/  Let  every  creature  speak  His  praise. 

4  m  Oh,  when  His  wisdom  can  mistake, 

His  might  decay,  His  love  forsake, 
Then  may  His  children  cease  to  sing, 
f  The  Lord  Omnipotent  is  King. 

5  in  Alike  pervaded  by  His  eye, 

All  parts  of  His  dominion  lie: 

This  world  of  ours  and  worlds  unseen, 

And  the  thin  boundary  between. 

6  /  One  Lord,  one  empire,  all  secures : 

He  reigns, — and  life  and  death  are  yours. 
Through  earth  and  heaven  one  song  shall  ring, 
The  Lord  Omnipotent  is  King. 

,/.  Courier. 
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ZTbe  Eternal  <3o&. 


1  /  GLORY,  glory  to  God  in  the  Highest ! 

Angels  in  chorus  joyfully  cry ; 
Giory,  glory  to  God  in  the  Highest ! 
p       Trembling  and  weak  our  voices  reply : 
m  Fain  would  we  echo  their  anthem  above, 
Fain  would  we  sing  to  the  Fountain  of  love, 

Glory  to  God  in  the  Highest ! 
p  What  though  but  feebly  our  accents  arise, 

Deigning  to  hearken,  He  bends  from  the  skies ; 
/       Glory  to  God  in  the  Highest ! 

2  m   Glory,  glory  to  God  in  the  Highest ! 

Bright-beaming  stars  of  midnight  proclaim, 
Glory,  glory  to  God  in  the  Highest ! 
/      All  nature  peals  forth  in  praise  to  His  name, 
p   Warbles  the  woodland,  and  whispers  the  breeze, 
/  Roar  out  the  torrents  and  tempest-toss'd  seas, 

Glory  to  God  in  the  Highest ! 
Loudly  creation  still  ceaseless  prolongs 
Praise  to  her  Maker  in  all  her  glad  songs, 
Glory  to  God  in  the  Highest ! 

3  Glory,  glory  to  God  in  the  Highest ! 

Joining  the  choir,  our  tribute  we  bring ; 
Glory,  glory  to  God  in  the  Highest ! 

Mortals,  break  silence,  gratefully  sing, 
Reigning  in  majesty,  throned  above, 
Yours  is  the  royallest  gift  of  His  love- 
Glory  to  God  in  the  Highest ! 
Spread  through  creation,  His  grandeur  we  trace, 
Only  in  man  He  revealeth  His  grace, 
Glory  to  God  in  the  Highest ! 

IT.  T.  jl 
}0  Orig.  Ed.  9 


ZTbe  Eternal 

REGENT  SQUARE.  [!ST  TUNE.]  8.7.8.7.4.7. 


H.  SMART. 


8 

/  PRAISE,  my  soul,  the  King  of  heaven ; 

To  His  feet  thy  tribute  bring ; 
m  Ransom'd,  heal'd,  restor'd,  forgiven, 

Who  like  me  His  praise   should 


Father-like,  He  tends  and  spares  us, 
Well  our  feeble  frame  He  knows  ; 

In  His  hands  He  gently  .bears  us, 
Rescues  us  from  all  our  foes  : 


Praise  Him!  praise  Him!        [sing?;/  Praise  Him!  praise  Him! 


Praise  the  everlasting  King ! 

o. 
Praise  Him  for  His  grace  and  favour 

To  our  fathers  in  distress ; 
•>n  Praise  Him  still  the  same  for  ever, 
Slow  to  chide,  and  swift  to  bless : 
f   Praise  Him !  praise  Him ! 

Glorious  in  His  faithfulness. 


Widely  as  His  mercy  flows. 


p  Frail  as  summer's  now'r  we  nourish ; 

Blows  the  wind  and  it  is  gone ; 
cr.  But,  while  mortals  rise  and  perish, 

God  endures  unchanging  on ; 
/'  Praise  Him!  praise  Him! 

Praise  the  high  eternal  One. 


U  Orig.  Ed.,  v.  4  added. 


Angels,  help  us  to  adore  Him, 
Ye  behold  Him  face  to  face ; 
Sun  and  moon,  bow  down  before  Him, 

Dwellers  all  in  time  and  space, 
Praise  Him !  praise  Him ! 
Praise  with  us  the  God  of  grace ! 

H.  F.  Lytf, 
10 


Gbe  Sternal  (Bofc. 

PRAISE,  MY  SOUL.*  |'2.\i>  TITNK.|  8.7.8.7.4.7.  Sir  J.  Goss,  Mus.  Doc. 

u.  UXJSOX. 


1   Praise,  my    soul, the  King  of      hea    -  ven  :      To  His    feet  thy  tribute  bring; 


Ransoni'd,  heal'd,  re-stor'd,  for-  giv  -  en,      Who  like    me  His  praise  should  sing? 

«H-±==RF 


Praise  Him,  praise  Him,  praise  Him,  praise  Him  !  Praise  the    ev  -  er  -  last -ing  King! 
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2  Praise  Him    for    His  grace  and    fa ___-     vour    To    our      fa- there    ii^    dis-tre.s^; 
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If  desired,  the  music  of  verse  2  may  be  used  for  the  hymn  throughout. 
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In  His  hands  He  gen-tly  bears  us,  Res-cues     us  from    all  our    foes: 
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Praise  Him,  praise  Him,  praise  Him,praise  Him  !  Wide-ly       as    His    mer-cy    flows. 
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HABHONT. 
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4.4.7.8.8.7. 


F.  C.  MAKER. 


1  «i        ANGELS  lioly, 

High  and  lowly, 

/    Sing  the  praises  of  the  Lord ! 
Earth  and  sky,  all  living  nature, 
Man,  the  stamp  of  thy  Creator, 
Praise  ye,  praise  ye,  God  the  Lord ! 

2  p        Sun  and  noon  bright. 

Night  and  moonlight, 
Starry  temples  azure-floored ; 
/  Cloud  and  rain ,  and  wild  wind's  madness, 
Sons  of  God  that  shout  for  gladness, 
Praise  ye,  praise  ye,  God  the  Lord ! 

3  Ocean  hoary, 

Tell  His  glory,  [roared !  j  / 

Cliffs,  where  tumbling  seas  have 
m  Pulse  of  waters,  blithely  beating, 
Wave  advancing,  wave  retreating, 
/     Praise  ye,  praise  ye,  God  the  Lord ! 

4  m        Rock  and  high  land, 

Wood  and  island,         [soared ; 
Crag,    where    eagle's    pride    hath 

12  Orig.  Ed. 


6  m 


Mighty  mountains,  purple-breasted, 
Peaks  cloud-cleaving,  snowy-crested, 
/  Praise  ye,  praise  ye,  God  the  Lord  ! 

m        Rolling  river, 

Praise  Him  ever,         [poured  ; 
From  the    mountain's    deep   vein 
Silver  fountain,  clearly  gushing, 
Troubled  torrent,  madly  rushing, 
/  Praise  ye,  praise  ye,  God  the  Lord  ! 

Bond  and  free  man, 
Land  and  sea  man, 
Earth,  with  peoples  widely  stored, 
Wanderer  lone  o'er  prairies  ample, 
Full-voiced  choir,  in  costly  temple, 
Praise  ye,  praise  ye,  God  the  Lord  ! 

Praise  Him  ever, 
Bounteous  Giver  ;  [Lord  ! 

Praise  Him,  Father,  Friend,  and 
Each  glad  soul  its  free  course  winging, 
Each  glad  voice  its  free  song  singing, 
Praise  the  great  and  mighty  Lord  ! 
J.  S.  Blackie. 
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ZEbe  Eternal 

11.12.12.10. 


J.  B.  DYKES,  Mus.  Doc. 


~*  A 

^l. <^~a x"^ *  -j i^j__l_ 


^       HOLY,  holy,  holy,  Lord  God  Almighty ; 

f  Gratefully  adoring,  our  song  shall  rise  to  Thee. 

p   Holy,  holy,  holy,  Merciful  and  Mighty, 

God  in  Three  Persons,  Blessed  Trinity ! 

2  m       Holy,  holy,  holy,  all  the  saints  adore  Thee, 

Casting  down  their  golden  crowns  around  the  glassy  sea ; 
Cherubim  and  seraphim  falling  down  before  Thee, 
Which  wert,  and  art,  and  evermore  shalt  be. 

3  p       Holy,  holy,  holy,  though  the  darkness  hide  Thee, 

Though  the  eye  of  sinful  man  Thy  glory  may  not  see  ; 
m  Only  Thou  art  holy:  there  is  none  beside  Thee, 
Perfect  in  power,  in  love,  and  purity. 

4  p       Holy,  holy,  holy,  Lord  God  Almighty ! 

/  All  Thy  works  shall  praise  Thy  name,  in  earth  and  sky  and  sea : 
Holy,  holy,  holy,  Merciful  and  Mighty, 
God  in  Three  Persons,  Blessed  Trinity. 

E.  Heber. 
UOrig.Ed.  16 
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L.M. 


J.  B.  DYKES,  Mus.  Doc. 

_l | L__ 


?H  FATHER  of  heaven,  Whose  love  profound 

A  Saviour  for  our  souls  hath  found, 
p  Before  Thy  throne  we  sinners  bend ; 
m  To  us  Thy  pardoning  love  extend. 

Almighty  Son,  Incarnate  Word, 
Our  Prophet,  Priest,  Redeemer,  Lord, 

p  Before  Thy  throne  we  sinners  bend  ; 

m  To  us  Thy  saving  grace  extend. 

Eternal  Spirit,  by  Whose  breath 
The  soul  is  raised  from  sin  and  death, 

p  Before  Thy  throne  we  sinners  bend  ; 

m  To  us  Thy  quickening  power  extend. 

/  Jehovah,— Father,  Spirit,  Son, 

Mysterious  Godhead !  Three  in  One ! 
p  Before  Thy  throne  we  sinners  bend ; 
/  Grace,  pardon,  life  to  us  extend. 

E.  Cooler. 
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1  f  PKAISE  the  Lord,  ye  heavens,  adore  Him : 

Praise  Him,  angels,  in  the  height ; 
Sun  and  moon,  rejoice  before  Him ; 
Praise  Him,  all  ye  stars  of  light. 
Praise  the  Lord,  for  He  hath  spoken ; 

Worlds  His  mighty  voice  obeyed : 
m  Laws  which  never  shall  be  broken. 
For  their  guidance  He  hath  made. 


2  /  Praise  the  Lord,  for  He  is  glorious: 

Never  shall  His  promise  fail, 
God  hath  made  His  saints  victorious : 

Sin  and  death  shall  not  prevail. 
Praise  the  God  of  our  salvation, 

Hosts  on  high  His  power  proclaim ; 
Heaven  and  earth,  and  all  creation, 
Laud  and  magnify  His  name. 

Foundling  Chapel  Collection. 
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TROYTE  (2). 


tTbe  J£ternat  (Bob. 

Irreirular. 


W.  HAYES,  Mus.  Doo. 
Arr.  by  A.  H.  D.  TKOYTE. 


1  THE  strain  upraise  of  joy  and  praise, 
their  King,  Shall  the  ransomed  |  people  sing  " 


Halle- 
Halle 


lujah, 
lujah, 


2  And  the  ehoirs  that  |  dwell  on  high  I)  Shall  re-echo 
Halle-  |  lujah,  ||  Halle-  |  lujah. 

3  They  through  the  fields  of  para-  |  dise  that  |  roam, 


repeat  through 
Trebles  anil  Alt' 


that  bright  home, 

Unison. 


ret-  |   tusc    nioiu  |   luwuj  ||   .LJIC 

Halle-     lujah,  ||  Halle-  |  lujah. 


To  the  glory 

Halle-  |  lujah. 

through  the  sky  | 

The  blessed  ones 


The  planets  glittering  on  their    heavenly  way,  ||  The  shining  constella- 


Halle-  I  lujah. 


tions  |  join,  and  say  ||  Halle-  j  lujah, 
Tenors  and  Basses.     Unison. 

5  Ye  clouds  that  onward  sweep.  Ye  winds  on 


pinions  light, 


Ye  thunders, 
sent 


echoing  loud  and  deep.  Ye  lightnings  |  wildly  bright,  ||  In  sweet  con- 
unite  ||  your  Halle-  |  lujah. 
Harmony. 

6  Ye  floods  and  ocean  billows,  Ye  storms  and  |  winter  snow,  ||  Ye  days  of 
cloudless  beauty,  Hoar-frost  and  !  summer  glow,  ||  Ye  groves  that  wave  in  spring, 
And  glorious  )'  forests,  sing  ||  Halle-    lujah. 
Treble*  and  Altos.     Unison. 

1  First   let   the   birds,  with    painted  j  plumage  gay,  || 
Creator's  |  praise,  and  say  ||  Halle-  j  lujah,  ||  Halle-  |  lujah. 

Tenors  and  Basses.     Unison. 

8  Then  let  the  beasts  of  earth,  with    varying  strain, 
hymn,  and  |  cry  again  ||  Halle-  |  lujah,  ||  Halle-  |  lujah. 

Tenor*  and  Basses. 

9  Here  let  the   mountains   thunder    forth   so-  | 

Trebles  and  Altos.     Unison. 

There  let  the  valleys  sing  in  gentler  j  chorus  ||  Halle- 
ttarmontf. 

10  Thou  jubilant  abyss  of  |  ocean,  cry  ||  Halle- 
and  eonti-    nents,  reply  ||  Halle-  |  lujah. 

11  To  God,  who  all  ere-  |  ation  made,  ||  The  frequent  hymn  be 
Halle-  |  lujah,  ||  Halle-  |  lujah. 

Unison. 

12  This  is  the  strain,  the  eternal  strain,  the  Lord  Al-  i  mighty  loves:  || 
Halle-  |  lujah.  |j  This  is  the  song,  the  heav'nly  song,  that  Christ  Him-  |  self 
approves:  ||  Haile-  |  lujah. 

Ilartnomi. 

13  Wherefore  we  sing,  both  heart  and  voice  a-  |  waking,  ||  Halle-  j  lujah.  || 

Trebles  only. 

And  children's  voices  echo,  answer  |  making,  ||  Halle-  i  lujah. 
Harmony. 

14  Now  from  all  men    be   outpoured  ||  Hallelujah  |  to  the   Lord;  ||  With 


Exalt    their  great 
||  Join  in  creation's 

norous  ||  Halle-    lujah.  || 

lujah. 

lujah.  ||  Ye  tracts  of  earth 
duly  paid :  || 


Hallelujah  |  evermore  ||  The  Son  and  Spirit 

Unison. 

15  Praise  be  done  to  the  |  Three  in  One, 
Halle-  j  lujah '. 
18  Grig.  Ed.  20 


we  adore. 
Halle-  |  lujah!  ||  Halle- i  lujah!  |[ 
Godescalcas,  tr.  J.  M.  Neale. 


ZTbc  Eternal 


MONKLAND. 


Arr.  bv  .7.  WTT,KI:S. 
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1  /    SONGS  of  praise  the  angels  sang, 

Heaven  with  hallelujahs  rang, 
AYhen  Jehovah's  work  begun, 
When  He  spake,  and  it  was  done. 

2  Songs  of  praise  awoke  the  morn, 
When  the  Prince  of  Peace  was  born  ; 
Songs  of  praise  arose  when  He 
Captive  led  captivity. 

3  m   Heaven  and  earth  must  pass  away ; 
/    Songs  of  praise  shall  crown  that  day ; 

God  will  make  new  heavens  and  earth  ; 
Songs  of  prai.se  shall  hail  their  birth. 

4  p    And  shall  man  alone  be  dumb 

Till  that  glorious  kingdom  come  ? 
/    No  ; — the  Church  delights  to  raise 
Psalms  and  hymns  and  songs  of  praise. 

5  m   Saints  below,  with  heart  and  voice, 

Still  in  songs  of  praise  rejoice ; 
Learning  here,  by  faith  and  love, 
f    Songs  of  praise  to  sing  above. 

G  p    Borne  upon  their  latest  breath, 

Songs  of  praise  shall  conquer  death : 
f    Then,  amidst  eternal  joy, 

Songs  of  praise  their  powers  employ. 

,/.  Montgomery. 
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J  /    SING  to  the  Lord  a  joyful  song, 

Lift  up  your  hearts,  your  voices  raise, 

To  us  His  gracious  gifts  belong, 

To  Him  our  songs  of  love  and  praise. 

For  He  is  Lord  of  heaven  and  earth, 
Whom  angels  serve  and  saints  adore, 
The  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
To  whom  be  praise  for  evermore. 

2  m   For  life  and  love,  for  rest  and  food, 

For  daily  help  and  nightly  care, 
./'    Sing  to  the  Lord,  for  He  is  good, 
And  praise  His  Name,  for  it  is  fair. 

3  m  For  strength  to  those  who  on  Him  wait, 

His  truth  to  prove,  His  will  to  do, 
/    Praise  ye  our  God,  for  He  is  great, 
Trust  in  His  Name,  for  it  is  true : 

4  m  For  joys  untold  that  from  above, 

Cheer  those  who  love  His  blest  employ, 
./'    Sing  to  our  God,  for  He  is  Love, 
Exalt  His  Name,  for  it  is  joy. 

5  ///    For  life  below,  with  all  its  bliss, 

And  for  that  life,  more  pure  and  high, 
That  nobler  life  which  after  this 
/'    Shall  ever  shine,  and  never  die. 

Sing  to  the  Lord  of  heaven  and  earth, 
Whom  angels  serve  and  saints  adore, 
The  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
To  whom  be  praise  for  evermore. 

J.  S.  B.  Mon*fU. 
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THE  ENDLESS  ALLELUIA. 


10.10.7. 


Sir  J.  BARNBT. 


f  I  Sing  Alleluia  forth  in  du-teous  praise,  0  citizens  of  heaven,  and 

V  '2  Ye  next,  who  stand  before  th'E  -ter  -  nal  Light,   In  hymning  choirs  re-echo 

/  3  The  Holy  City  shall  take  up  your  strain,!  And  with  £lad  ^Sn^  } 

f  4  In  blissful  antiphons  ye  thus  re  -  joice      To  render  to  the  Lord  with 
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Ion  of  Novullo  and  Company,  Limited. 

1  /  LORD  of  all  being  !  throned  afar, 

Thy  glory  flames  from  sun  and  star, 
Centre  and  sun  of  every  sphere, 
p   Yet  to  each  loving  heart  how  near ! 

2  m   Sun  of  our  life  !  Thy  quickening  ray 

Sheds  on  our  path,  the  glow  of  day : 
Star  of  our  hope !  Thy  softened  light 
Cheers  the  long  watches  of  the  night. 

3  p   Our  midnight  is  Thy  smile  withdrawn, 
m  Our  noontide  is  Thy  gracious  dawn, 

Our  rainbow  arch  Thy  mercy's  sign, 
All,  save  the  clouds  of  sin,  are  Thine  ! 

4  f  Lord  of  all  life,  below,  above, 

Whose  light  is  truth,  whose  warmth  is  love : 
Before  Thy  ever  blazing  throne 
We  ask  no  lustre  of  our  own. 

5  m  Grant  us  Thy  truth  to  make  us  free, 

And  kindling  hearts  that  burn  for  Thee ; 
/  Till  all  Thy  living  altars  claim 
One  holy  light,  one  heavenly  flame. 

0.  W.  Holmes. 
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m  Tiiov  wast,  0  God,  and  Thou  wast 

blest, 

Before  the  world  began ; 
Of  Thine  eternity  possest 

Before  time's  hour-glass  ran. 
"Thou  needest  none  Thy  praise  to  sing, 

As  if  Thy  joy  could  fade ; 
Could'st  Thou  have  needed  anything, 
Thou  could'st  have  nothing  made. 

2. 

Great  and  good  God,  it  pleased  Thee 

Thy  Godhead  to  declare ; 
And  what  Thy  goodness  did  decree 

Thy  greatness  did  prepare ; 

»b  Orig.  E<1.  27 


I 

/  Thou  spak'st,  and  heaven  and  earth 

appeared, 

And  answered  to  Thy  call ; 
As  if  their  Maker's  voice  they  heard, 
Which  is  the  creature's  all. 

3. 

m  To  whom,  Lord,  should  I  sing,  but  Thee, 

The  Maker  of  my  tongue  ! 
Lo,  other  lords  would  seize  on  me, 

But  I  to  Thee  belong. 
As  waters  haste  into  their  sea, 

And  earth  unto  its  earth, 
So  let  my  soul  return  to  Thee, 
From  whom  it  had  its  birth. 

J.  Maw/t. 
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ZTbe  Eternal  Gofc. 


1   /     Now  thank  we  all  our  God, 

With  heart,  and  hands,  and  voices, 
Who  wondrous  things  hath  done, 
In  whom  His  world  rejoices ; 
p     Who,  from  our  mothers'  arms, 

Hath  bless'd  us  on  our  way 
TO     With  countless  gifts  of  love, 
And  still  is  ours  to-day. 

2m     0  may  this  bounteous  God 
Through  all  our  life  be  near  us, 

With  ever  joyful  hearts 
And  blessed  peace  to  cheer  us : 
And  keep  us  in  His  grace, 
And  guide  us  when  perplex'd, 
And  free  us  from  all  ills 
In  this  world  and  the  next. 


Unison. 


3  /     All  praise  and  thanks  to  God 
The  Father,  now  be  given, 

The  Son,  and  Him  who  reigns 
With  them  in  highest  heaven — 
The  One  Eternal  God, 
Whom  earth  and  heaven  adore, — 
For  thus  it  was,  is  now, 
And  shall  be  evermore. 

M.  Itinckart,  tr.  C.  Winkworth. 


26  Orig.  Ed. 
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1  m  LORD,  my  weak  thought  in  vain  would  climb 

To  search  the  starry  vault  profound ; 
In  vain  would  wing  her  flight  sublime, 
To  find  creation's  utmost  bound. 

2  But  weaker  yet  that  thought  must  prove 
To  search  Thy  great  eternal  plan, 

Thy  sovereign  counsels,  born  of  love 
Long  ages  ere  the  world  began. 

3  When  my  dim  reason  would  demand 
Why  that,  or  this,  Thou  dost  ordain, 
By  some  vast  deep  I  seem  to  stand, 
Whose  secrets  I  must  ask  in  vain. 

4  }>   When  doubts  disturb  my  troubled  breast. 

And  all  is  dark  as  night  to  me, 
f  Here,  as  on  solid  rock,  I  rest, — 
That  so  it  seemeth  good  to  Thee. 

5  m  Be  this  my  joy,  that  evermore 

Thou  rulest  all  things  at  Thy  will ; 
Thy  sovereign  wisdom  I  adore, 
And  calmly,  sweetly,  trust  Thee  still. 

Ray  Palmer. 
30 
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C.M. 


J.  BOOTH. 


21  Orig.  Ed. 


LIFT  up  to  God  the  voice  of  praise, 
Whose  breath  our  souls  inspired ; 

Loud  and  more  loud  the  anthem  raise, 
With  grateful  ardour  fired. 

2  Lift  up  to  God  the  voice  of  praise, 
p       Whose  tender  care  sustains 

Our  feeble  frame,  encompassed  round 
With  death's  unnumbered  pains. 

3  /  Lift  up  to  God  the  voice  of  praise, 

Whose  goodness,  passing  thought, 
m  Loads  every  minute  as  it  flies, 
With  benefits  unsought. 

4  /  Lift  up  to  God  the  voice  of  praise, 

From  whom  salvation  flows ; 
m  Who  sent  His  Son  our  souls  to  save 
From  everlasting  woes. 

5  /   Lift  up  to  God  the  voice  of  praise, 

For  hope's  transporting  ray, 
That  lights  through  darkest  shades  of  death 
To  realms  of  endless  day. 

Jt.  Ward  law. 
31 
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Sopranos  and 
Altos  in  Unison. 


1  /  LORD  God  Omnipotent, 

Lord  God  alone, 
High  o'er  the  firmament 

Planting  Thy  Throne, 
m   Curtained  about  with  Light, 
Under  Thy  feet  a  bright 

Pavement  of  stars, 
No  .shade  of  darksome  night 

Thy  glory  mars. 

2  m   Sun,  moon,  and  stars  fulfil 

Their  times  by  Thee  ; 
Angels  to  do  Thy  will 

Fleet  lightnings  be ; 
Rain,  hail,  and  frost  and  snow, 
And  all  the  winds  that  blow, 

Are  at  Thy  nod ; 
Oceans  and  tempests  know 

Their  mighty  God. 

3  p   Thou  breathest  on  the  earth, 

And  there  is  spring, 
Leaf-buds  come  bursting  forth, 

All  the  birds  sing, 
Flocks  on  the  hills  are  seen, 
Herds  on  the  meadows  green, 

Forests  rejoice, 
All  that  had  silent  been 
m      Lifts  up  its  voice. 

4  f  Thou  art  our  fortress  strong, 

Our  sun  and  shield, 
Thou  art  our  triumph  song 

On  battle  field ; 
By  Thee  we  vanquish  still 
World-foe  and  carnal  will, 

All  Hell's  array ; 
m   Thou  wilt  Thy  plan  fulfil, 

Plot  as  they  may. 

5  /'  Lord  God  Omnipotent, 
m       Bide  with  Thy  nock ; 

0  keep  them,  when  they  faint, 

Safe  on  the  Rock ; 
Show  them  Thy  tender  grace, 
And  the  light  of  Thy  face 

To  them  accord : 
/  Praise  to  Thy  Holiness, 
Praise  to  the  Lord. 

W.  C.  Smith. 
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/  FATHER,  I  well  may  praise  Thy  name 

In  sounds  of  flowing  song ; 
And  in  glad  words  aloud  proclaim 
That  I  to  Thee  belong. 

m  I  see  Thy  light,  Thy  world's  wide  scope, 

I  hear  Thy  wind  abroad : 
All  things  that  give  me  life  and  hope 
Are  from  my  Father  God. 

This  living  soul,  which  I  call  mine. 

Doth  feel  and  know  and  love ; 
It  is  an  utterance  of  Thine, 
p      A  breathing  from  above. 

m  So  I  would  fill  a  higher  part, 

Self-acting,  like  to  Thee  ; 
Therefore  I'll  stir  my  inmost  heart 
To  live  in  action  free. 

This  be  my  action,  henceforth  now, 

Ever  to  will  the  good ; 
And  then  when  strength  is  failing,  Thou 

Wilt  give  my  spirit  food. 

And  through  the  grace  of  Him  who  willed 

To  do  Thy  will  on  earth, 
With  truth  my  spirit  shall  be  filled, 
And  reach  its  place  of  birth. 

G.  MacDoiiald. 
34 


1/0  GOD  !  Thy  power  is  wonderful, 

Thy  glory  passing  bright ; 
Thy  wisdom,  with  its  deep  on  deep, 

A  rapture  to  the  sight. 
2  m  Yet  more  than  all,  and  ever  more, 
Should  we  Thy  creatures  bless, 
p  Most  worshipful  of  attributes, 

Thine  awful  holiness. 
3 »t  There's  not  a  craving  in  the  mind 

Thou  dost  not  meet  and  still ; 
There  's  not  a  wish  the  heart  can 

have 
Which  Thou  dost  not  fulfil. 

4  Thy  justice  is  the  gladdest  thing 

Creation  can  behold ; 
p  Thy  tenderness  so  meek,  it  wins 
The  guilty  to  be  bold. 

5  /  All  things  that  have  been,  all  that 

are, 

All  things  that  can  be  dreamed, 
All  possible  creations,  made, 
Kept  faitliful,  or  redeemed, — 

6  All    these    may  draw   upon    Thy 

power, 

Thy  mercy  may  command ; 
m  And  still  outflows  Thy  silent  sea, 
Immutable  and  grand. 

7  p  0  little  heart  of  mine  !  shall  pain 

Or  sorrow  make  thee  moan, 
/  When  all  this  God  is  all  for  thee, 
A  Father  all  thine  own  ? 

F.  W.Fabe). 
32  Orig.  Ed.  35 


1  ni  MY  God !  how  wonderful  Thou  art, 

Thy  Majesty  how  bright ! 
How  beautiful  Thy  mercy-seat, 

In  depths  of  burning  light ! 
•2      How  dread  are  Thine  eternal  years, 

0  everlasting  Lord ! 
p  By  prostrate  spirits,  day  and  night, 
Incessantly  adored ! 

3  ni  How  beautiful,  how  beautiful, 

The  sight  of  Thee  must  be ; 
Thine  endless  wisdom,    boundless 

power, 
p      And  awful  purity  ! 

4  (j  how  I  fear  Thee,  living  God  ! 

With  deepest,  tenderest  fears ; 
And  worship  Thee  with  trembling 
And  penitential  tears.         [hope, 

5  Hi  Yet  may  I  love  Thee,  too,  0  Lord, 

Almighty  as  Thou  art ; 
For  Thou  hast  stooped  to  ask  of  me 

The  love  of  my  poor  heart, 
(j      No  earthly  father  loves  like  Thee, 

No  mother  half  so  mild 
Bears  and  forbears  as  Thou  hast 

done, 

With  me  Thy  sinful  child. 
7  p  Only  to  sit  and  think  of  God, 

0  what  a  joy  it  is  ! 
To  think  the  thought,  to  breathe 

the  name, 
Earth  has  no  higher  bliss ! 

F.  W.  Faber. 
39  Orig.  Ed.,  v.  8  omitted. 
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1  m   0  WORSHIP  the  King, 

All  glorious  above ; 
0  gratefully  sing 
His  power  and  His  love ; 
/  Our  Shield  and  Defender, 

The  Ancient  of  Days, 
Pavilioned  in  splendour, 
And  girded  with  praise. 

2  m  0  tell  of  His  might, 

0  sing  of  His  grace. 
Whose  robe  is  the  light, 
Whose  canopy,  space ; 
f  Whose  chariots  of  wrath 

The  deep  thunder-clouds  form  : 
And  dark  is  His  path 
On  the  wings  of  the  storm. 

3  m  The  earth,  with  its  store 

Of  wonders  untold, 
/    Almighty !  Thy  power 

Hath  founded  of  old ; 
Hath  'stablished  it  fast 

By  a  changeless  decree, 
And  round  it  hath  cast, 

Like  a  mantle,  the  sea. 

3D  Orig.  Ed. 


4  m  Thy  bountiful  care, 

What  tongue  can  recite? 

It  breathes  in  the  air, 

It  shines  in  the  light, 
It  streams  from  the  nilla, 

It  descends  to  the  plain, 
And  sweetly  distils 

In  the  dew  and  the  rain. 

5  p    Frail  children  of  dust, 

And  feeble  as  frail, 
m  In  Thee  do  we  trust, 
Nor  find  Thee  to  fail ; 
Thy  mercies  how  tender, 
How  firm  to  the  end, 
f  Our  Maker,  Defender, 
Redeemer,  and  Friend! 

6  0  measureless  Might ! 
m  Ineffable  Love ! 

While  angels  delight 
To  hymn  Thee  above, 
The  humbler  creation, 

Though  feeble  their  lays, 
With  true  adoration 

Shall  lisp  to  Thy  praise. 
36  Sir  li.  Grant. 
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1  f    PRAISE  ye  Jehovah !  praise  the  Lord  most  holy, 

Who  cheers  the  contrite,  girds  with  strength  the  weak  ; 
Praise  Him  who  will  with  glory  crown  the  lowly, 
And  with  salvation  beautify  the  meek. 

2  Praise  ye  Jehovah !  for  His  lovingkindness 

And  all  the  tender  mercy  He  hath  shown ; 
p    Who  pardons  sin,  and  cures  the  spirit's  blindness, 
Who  calls  us  sons,  and  seals  us  for  His  own. 

3  m  Praise  ye  Jehovah  !  source  of  every  blessing, 

Before  whose  gifts  earth's  richest  boons  are  dim ; 
p    He  gave  His  Son,  and  life  in  Him  possessing, 
All  things  are  ours,  for  we  have  all  in  Him. 

4  m  Praise  ye  Jehovah !  who  so  freely  gave  us 

His  gift  unspeakable,  His  only  Son ; 
Praise  ye  the  Lamb !  who  gave  Himself  to  save  us ! 
And  sends  the  unction  from  the  Holy  One. 

Mary  C.  Campbell. 
86  Orig.  Ed.  37 
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m  BEYOND,  beyond  that  boundless  sea, 

Above  that  dome  of  sky, 
Farther  than  thought  itself  can  flee, 

Thy  dwelling  is  on  high ; 
p  Yet  dear  the  awful  thought  to  me, 
That  Thou  my  God  art  nigh ; — 

2. 
Art  nigh,  and  yet  my  labouring  mind 

Keels  after  Thee  in  vain, 
Thee  in  these  works  of  power  to  find, 

Or  to  Thy  seat  attain ; 
/  Thy  messenger,  the  stormy  wind ; 
Thy  path,  the  trackless  main ; — 


These  speak  of  Thee  with  loud  acclaim, 
They  thunder  forth  Thy  praise, 

The  glorious  honour  of  Thy  name, 

The  wonders  of  Thy  ways : 
p  But  Thou  art  not  in  tempest-name, 
Nor  in  day's  glorious  blaze. 

4. 

•m  We  hear  Thy  voice,  when  thunders  roll 
Through  the  wide  fields  of  air : 

The  waves  obey  Thy  dread  control ; 

p  Yet  still  Thou  art  not  there. 

Where  shall  1  find  Him,  0  my  soul, 
Who  yet  is  everywhere? 


38  Orig.  Eil. 


5. 

0 !  not  in  circling  depth  or  height, 

But  in  the  conscious  breast, 
Present  to  faith,  though  veiled  from  sight, 

There  doth  His  Spirit  rest. 
/  0  come,  Thou  Presence  Infinite: 
And  make  Thy  creature  blest. 

-/.  C'onder. 
38 


Eternal 

10.4.6.6.6.6.10.4.       Sir  G.  J.  ELVEY,  Mus.  Doc. 


29  i. 

/  LET  all  the  world  in  every  corner  sing 
My  God  and  King ! 

The  heavens  are  not  too  high ; 

His  praise  may  thither  fly : 
m         The  earth  is  not  too  low  ; 

His  praises  there  may  grow. 


2. 

Let  all  the  world  in  every  corner  sing 
My  God  and  King !   [shout ; 
The  Church  with  psalms  must 
No  door  can  keep  them  out  • 

7        But,  above  all,  the  heart 
Must  bear  the  longest  part. 


/  Let  all  the  world  in  every  corner  sing  '  /Let  all  the  world  in  every  corner  sing 
My  God  and  King !  My  God  and  King ! 

6'.  Herbert. 
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1  /    THY  love  for  all  Thy  creatures 

What  tongue,  0  God,  may  tell  ? 
The  morning,  noon,  and  evening, 

Alike  our  praise  compel ; 
The  morning,  noon,  and  evening, 

Whene'er  they  rise  or  fall, 
Unite  to  hymn  Thy  praises, 

Great  Maker  of  them  all. 

2  m  Behold !  the  sun  in  splendour 

Hath  lit  his  fires  on  high, 
The  farther  on  his  journey, 

The  higher  in  the  sky ; 
p    And  when  again  he  sinketh 

Beneath  the  western  wave, 
A  radiant  crown  of  glory 

Shall  kindle  o'er  his  grave. 

3  m  May  we  to  whom  in  mercy 

A  brighter  light  is  given, 
The  farther  on  our  journey, 

The  nearer  be  to  heaven ; 
p    And  when  the  shades  of  evening 

Shall  lengthen  o'er  our  heads, 
May  rays  of  heavenly  glory 

Illume  our  dying  beds. 

4  /    Shine !  shine !  Thou  Sun  Eternal, 

And  cast  a  ray  divine ; 
On  those  who  hymn  Thy  praises, 

Both  now  and  ever  shine ; 
m  For  then  no  cloud  of  evening 

Shall  gather  round  the  past, 
/    But  Thou,  0  Christ,  shalt  light  us 
Safe  Home, — safe  Home  at  last. 

G.  Thring. 
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Copyright,  liXB,  by  W.  Garrctt  Horiler. 

1  m  FATHER  and  Friend  !  Thy  light,  Thy  love, 

Beaming  through  all  Thy  works  we  see ; 
Thy  glory  gilds  the  heavens  above, 
And  all  the  earth  is  full  of  Thee". 

2  p  Thy  voice  we  hear,  Thy  presence  feel, 

Whilst  Thou,  too  pure  for  mortal  sight, 
Involved  in  clouds — invisible, 
/  Reignest  the  Lord  of  life  and  light. 

3  m  We  know  not  in  what  hallowed  part 

Of  the  wide  heavens  Thy  throne  may  be, 
/  But  this  we  know,  that  where  Thou  art, 
Strength,  wisdom,  goodness,  dwell  with  Thee. 

4  m  Thy  children  shall  not  faint  nor  fear, 

Sustained  by  this  delightful  thought : 
Since  Thou,  their  God,  art  everywhere, 
They  cannot  be  where  Thou  art  not. 

So'  John  Bo  wring. 
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1  m  MIGHTS   God,  while   angels   bless 

Thee 

May  a  mortal  .sing  Thy  name? 
/  Lord  of  men  as  well  as  angels, 
Thou  art  every  creature's  theme. 

2  tn  Lord  of  every  laud  and  nation, 

Ancient  of  eternal  days, 
/  Sounded  through  the  wide  creation 
Be  Thy  just  and  endless  praise. 

3  in  For  the  grandeur  of  Thy  nature — 

Grand  beyond  a  seraph's  thought : 
For  the  wonders  of  creation, 

Works  with   skill  and  kindness 
wrought. 


i 
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4  m  For  Thy  providence  that  governs 
Through    Thine    empire's    wide 

domain, 
p  Wings  an  angel,  guides  a  sparrow, 

Blessed  be  Thy  gentle  reign. 
o  p  But  Thy  rich,  Thy  free  redemption, 
Bright,  though  veiled  in  darkness 
long,  [expression, 

Thought      is     poor,     and      poor 
Who  dare  sing  that  awful  song? 
6  m  Brightness  of  the  Father's  glory, 

Snail  Thy  praise  unuttered  lie  ? 
/  Break,    my    tongue,    such    guilty 

silence, 
Sing  the  Lord  who  came  to  die. 


44  Ori".  Ed. 


7  p   From  the  highest  throne  of  glory, 

To  the  cross  of  deepest  woe, 
Thou  didst  stoop  to  ransom  captives, 
f      Flow  my  praise,  for  ever  flow. 

,„  It-  Robinson. 
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1  /  ONE  Lord  there  is,  all  lords  above, 

m  His  name  is  Truth,  His  name  is  Love, 
His  name  is  Beauty,  it  is  Light, 
His  will  is  Everlasting  Right. 

2  p   But  ah  !  to  Wrong,  what  is  His  name  ? 

Tin's  Lord  is  a  consuming  flame 
To  every  wrong  beneath  the  sun : 
He  is  one  Lord,  the  Holy  One. 

3  f  Lord  of  the  everlasting  Name, 

Truth,  Beauty,  Light,  Consuming  Flame  ! 
p  Shall  I  not  lift  my  heart  to  Thee, 
And  ask  Thee,  Lord,  to  rule  in  me  ? 

4  m   If  I  be  ruled  in  otherwise, 

My  lot  is  cast  with  all  that  dies ; 

With  things  that  harm,  and  things  that  hate, 

And  roam  by  night,  and  miss  the  gate — 

5  The  happy  gate,  which  leads  to  where 
Love  is  like  sunshine  in  the  air, 

f  And  Love  and  Law  are  both  the  same, 
Named  with  an  everlasting  Name. 

W.  n.  Hands. 
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1  f  0  GOD,  the  Rock  of  Ages, 

Who  evermore  hast  been, 
What  time  the  tempest  rages, 

Our  dwelling-place  serene : 
Before  Thy  first  creations, 

0  Lord,  the  same  as  now, 
To  endless  generations 

The  Everlasting  Thou ! 

2  p  Our  years  are  like  the  shadows 

On  sunny  hills  that  lie, 
Or  grasses  in  the  meadows 

That  blossom  but  to  die : 
A  sleep,  a  dream,  a  story 

By  strangers  quickly  told, 
An  unremaining  glory 

Of  things  that  soon  are  old. 

3  m  0  Thou,  who  canst  not  slumber, 

Whose  light  grows  never  pale, 
Teach  us  aright  to  number 

Our  years  before  they  fail. 
On  us  Thy  mercy  lighten, 

On  us  Thy  goodness  rest, 
And  let  Thy  Spirit  brighten 

The  hearts  Thyself  hast  blest. 

4  /  Lord,  crown  our  faith's  endeavour 

With  beauty  and  with  grace, 
Till  clothed  in  light  for  ever, 

We  see  Thee  face  to  face : 
A  joy  no  language  measures ; 

A  fountain  brimming  o'er ; 
An  endless  flow  of  pleasures ; 

An  ocean  without  shore. 

E.  H.  Bickersteth, 
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7?i  GOD  is  Love,  by  Him  upholden ; 

Hang  the  glorious  orbs  of  light, 
In  their  language,  glad  and  golden, 
Speaking  to  us  day  and  night 

Their  great  story, 
/    God  is  Love,  and  God  is  Might. 

2. 

m  And  the  teeming  earth  rejoices 
In  that  message  from  above, 

/With  ten  thousand  thousand  voices 
Telling  back,  from  hill  and  grove, 

Her  glad  story, 
God  is  Might,  and  God  is  Love. 


With  these  anthems  of  creation, 
Mingling  in  harmonious  strife, 

Christian  songs  of  Christ's  salvation, 
To  the  world  with  blessings  rife, 

Tell  their  story, 
God  is  Love,  and  God  is  Life. 

4. 

p  Thro'  that  precious  Love  He  sought  us, 

Wand'ring  from  His  holy  ways, 
With  that  precious  Life  He  bought  us ; 
m     Then  let  all  our  future  days 

Tell  this  story : 
Love  is  Life — our  lives  be  Praise. 


50  Grig.  Ed.,  v.  5  omitted. 


m  Up  to  Him  let  each  affection 

Daily  rise,  and  round  Him  move 
Our  whole  lives,  one  Resurrection 
To  the  Life  of  life  above ; 

Their  glad  story, 
God  is  Life,  and  God  is  Love. 

J.  S.  B,  Monsell. 
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1  m  OUR  Father  !  while  our  hearts  unlearn 

The  creeds  that  wrong  Thy  name, 
Still  let  our  hallowed  altars  burn 
/      With  Faith's  undying  flame. 

2  m   Not  by  the  lightning-gleams  of  wrath 

Our  souls  Thy  face  shall  see ; 
The  star  of  Love  must  light  the  path 
That  leads  to  heaven  and  Thee. 

3  Help  us  to  read  our  Master's  will 

Through  every  darkening  stain, 
That  clouds  His  sacred  image  still, 
And  see  Him  once  again, 

4  p  The  brother  Man,  the  pitying  Friend, 

Who  weeps  for  human  woes, 
Whose  pleading  Avords  of  pardon  blend 
With  cries  of  raging  foes. 

5  If  'mid  the  gathering  storms  of  doubt 

Our  hearts  grow  faint  and  cold, 
m   The  strength  we  cannot  live  without 
Thy  love  will  not  withhold. 

6  p   Our  prayers  accept ;  our  sins  forgive ; 
m       Our  youthful  zeal  renew ; 

Shape  for  us  holier  lives  to  live, 
And  nobler  work  to  do. 

0.  W.  Holmes. 
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1  in    FATHER  !  the  sweetest,  dearest  name 

That  men  or  angels  know  ! 
/'  Fountain  of  Life,  that  had  no  fount 
From  which  itself  could  flow ! 

2  m  Thou  comest  not,  Thou  goest  not  ; 

Thou  wert  not,  wilt  not  be ; 
p   Eternity  is  but  a  thought 

By  which  we  think  of  Thee. 

3  Lost  in  Thy  greatness,  Lord,  I  live, 

As  in  some  gorgeous  maze ; 
Thy  sea  of  unbeginning  light 
Blinds  me,  and  yet  I  gaze. 

4  m   Thy  grandeur  is  all  tenderness, 

All  motherl  ike  and  meek ; 
The  hearts  that  will  not  come  to  it 
Humbling  itself  to  seek. 

5  p   Thou  feign'st  to  be  remote,  and  speak'st 

As  if  from  far  above, 

m  That  fear  may  make  more  bold  with  Thee, 
And  be  beguiled  to  love. 

6  p   On  earth  Thou  hidest,  not  to  scare 

Thy  children  with  Thy  light ; 

/'  Then  showest  us  Thy  face  in  heaven, 

When  we  can  bear  the  sight. 

F.  W.  Fatter. 
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I  LOOK  to  Thee  in  every  need, 

And  never  look  in  vain ; 
I  feel  Thy  strong  and  tender  love, 

And  all  is  well  again : 
/  The  thought  of  Thee  is  mightier  far 
Than  sin  and  pain  and  sorrow  are, 

2  p  Discouraged  in  the  work  of  life, 

Disheartened  by  its  load, 
Shamed  by  its  failures  or  its  fears, 

I  sink  beside  the  road ; 
m.  But  let  me  only  think  of  Thee, 

And  then  new  heart  springs  up  in  me, 

3  p   Thy  calmness  bends  serene  above, 

My  restlessness  to  still ; 
'//?   Around  me  flows  Thy  quickening  life, 

To  nerve  my  faltering  will ; 
Thy  presence  fills  my  solitude ; 
Thy  providence  turns  all  to  good. 

4  p  .Embosomed  deep  in  Thy  dear  love, 

Held  in  Thy  law,  I  stand ; 
m  Thy  hand  in  all  things  I  behold, 
And  all  things  in  Thy  hand  ; 
Thou  leadest  me  by  unsought  ways., 
,/'  And  turn'st  my  mourning  into  praise. 

c ,'  &,  tongfellow. 
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1  m  LIFE  of  ages  richly  poured, 

Love  of  God  unspent  and  free, 
Flowing  in  the  prophets'  word, 
And  the  peoples'  liberty ! 

2  Never  was  to  chosen  race 
That  unstinted  tide  confined: 
Thine  is  every  time  and  place, 
Fountain  sweet  of  heart  and  mind. 

3  p  Breathing  in  the  thinker's  creed, 

Pulsing  in  the  hero's  blood, 
Shaping  noblest  thought  and  deed, 
Still  inspiring  truth  and  good. 

4  m  Consecrating  art  and  song, 

Holy  book  and  pilgrim  way, 
/  Quelling  strife  and  tyrant  wrong, 
Widening  freedom's  sacred  sway. 

5  m  Life  of  ages  richly  poured, 

Love  of  God  unspent  and  free, 
Flow  still  in  the  prophets'  word, 
And  the  peoples'  liberty ! 

S.  Johnson. 
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1  m  0  NAME,  all  other  names  above, 

What  art  Thou  not  to  me  ? 
p   Now  I  have  learned  to  trust  Thy  love 
And  oast  my  care  on  Thee. 

2  What  is  our  being  but  a  cry, 

A  restless  longing  still, 

m  Which  Thou  alone  canst  satisfy, 

Alone  Thy  fulness  fill? 

3  Thrice  blessed  be  the  holy  souls 

That  lead  the  way  to  Thee, 
That  burn  upon  the  martyr-rolls 
And  lists  of  prophecy. 

4  And  sweet  it  is  to  tread  the  ground 

O'er  which  their  faith  hath  trod ; 
p  But  sweeter  far,  when  Thou  art  found, 
The  soul's  own  sense  of  God. 

5  The  thought  of  Thee  all  sorrow  calms, 

Our  anxious  burdens  fall ; 
f  His  crosses  turn  to  triumph-palms 
Who  finds  in  God  his  all. 

F.  L.  Hosmer. 
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1  in  0  THOU  who  art  of  all  that  is 

Beginning  both  and  end, 
We  follow  Thee  through  unknown  paths, 

Since  all  to  Thee  must  tend : 
p  Thy  judgments  are  a  mighty  deep 

Beyond  all  fathom-line ; 
Cur  wisdom  is  the  childlike  heart, 

Our  strength,  to  trust  in  Thine. 

2  /  We  bless  Thee  for  the  skies  above, 

And  for  the  earth  beneath, 
For  hopes  that  blossom  here  below 
p       And  wither  not  with  deatli ; 
/  But  most  we  bless  Thee  for  Thyself, 

0  heavenly  Light  within, 
m    Whose  dayspring  in  our  hearts  dispels 

The  darkness  of  our  sin. 

3  /  Be  Thou  in  joy  our  deeper  joy, 
m       Our  comfort  when  distressed ; 

f  Be  Thou  by  day  our  strength  for  toil, 
p       And  Thou  by  night  our  rest. 

And  when  these  earthly  dwellings  fail 

And  Time's  last  hour  is  come, 
m  Be  Thou,  0  God,  our  dwelling-place 
And  our  eternal  home  ! 

/'.  L.  Host ner. 
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1  m  THE  Lord  is  in  His  Holy  Place 

In  all  things  near  and  far ! 
p    Shekinah  of  the  snowflake,  He, 

And  Glory  of  the  star, 
And  Secret  of  the  April  land 

That  stirs  the  field  to  flower?, 
Whose  little  tabernacles  rise 

To  hold  Him  through  the  hours. 

2  He  hides  Himself  within  the  love 

Of  those  whom  we  love  best ; 
m  The  smiles  and  tones  that  make  our  homes 

Are  shrines  by  Him  possessed ; 
p    He  tents  within  the  lonely  heart 

And  shepherds  every  thought ; 
We  find  Him  not  by  seeking  long, — 

We  lose  Him  not,  unsought. 

3  m  Our  art  may  build  its  Holy  Place, 

Our  feet  on  Sinai  stand, 
p    But  Holiest  of  Holies  knows 

No  tread,  no  touch  of  hand ; 
The  listening  soul  makes  Sinai  still 

Wherever  we  may  be, 
And  in  the  vow,  '  Thy  will  be  done ! ' 
Lies  all  Gethsemane. 

W.  C.  Gannett. 
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1  f  SING  forth  His  high  eternal  name 

Who  holds  all  powers  in  thrall, 
Through  endless  ages  still  the  same,— 
The  mighty  Lord  of  all. 

2  m  His  goodness,  strong  and  measureless, 

Upholds  us  lest  we  fall ; 
His  hand  is  still  outstretched  to  bless,— 
The  loving  Lord  of  all. 

3  His  perfect  law  sets  metes  and  bounds, 
/      Our  strong  defence  and  wall ; 

His  providence  our  life  surrounds, — 
The  saving  Lord  of  all. 

4  p   He  every  thought  and  every  deed 

Doth  to  His  judgment  call, 

m  Oh,  may  our  hearts  obedient  heed 

The  righteous  Lord  of  all ! 

5  p   When,  turning  from  forbidden  ways, 

Low  at  His  feet  we  fall, 
m    His  strong  and  tender  arms  upraise, — 
p       The  pardoning  Lord  of  all. 

6  f  Unwearied  He  is  working  still, 

Unspent  His  blessings  fall, 
Almighty,  Loving,  Righteous  One, 
The  only  Lord  of  all. 

S.  Longfellow. 
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TO  THOTJ  who  dost  all  things  give, 
Be  not  Thyself  forgot! 

jt>  No  longer  may  Thy  children  live 
As  if  their  God  were  not ! 


TO      But  every  day  and  hour, 

Since  Thou  dost  bless  us  thus, 

f  In  still  increasing  light  and  power 
Reveal  Thyself  to  us  ; 


1012  Orijr.  Ed. 


Until  our  faith  shall  be 
Stronger  than  words  can  tell, 
m  And  we  shall  live  beholding  Thee, 
0  Thou  Invisible ! 

W.  H.  Furness. 
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1  m   THE  King  of  love  my  Shepherd  is, 

Whose  goodness  faileth  never  ; 
I  nothing  lack  if  I  am  His 
And  He  is  mine  for  ever. 

2  Where  streams  of  living  water  flow 

My  ransom'd  soul  He  leadeth, 
And  where  the  verdant  pastures  grow 
With  food  celestial  feedeth. 

3  p   Perverse  and  foolish  oft  I  strayed, 
m       But  yet  in  love  He  sought  me, 

And  on  His  shoulder  gently  laid, 
f      And  home,  rejoicing,  brought  me, 

4  p   In  death's  dark  vale  I  fear  no  ill 

m       With  Thee,  dear  Lord,  beside  me  ; 

Thy  rod  and  staff  my  comfort  still  ; 
p       Thy  Cross  before  to  guide  me. 

5  m  Thou  spread'st  a  table  in  my  sight  ; 

Thy  Unction  grace  bestoweth  ; 
/  And,  oh,  what  transport  of  delight 
From  Thy  pure  chalice  floweth  ! 

6  m   And  so  through  all  the  length  of  days 

Thy  goodness  faileth  never  ; 
/  Good  Shepherd,  may  I  sing  Thy  praise 
Within  Thy  house  for  ever. 

Sir  H.  W.  Baker. 
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1  /  FOUNTAIN  of  light  and  living  breath, 

Whose  mercies  never  fail  or  fade, 
Fill  me  with  life  that  hath  no  death, 
Fill  me  with  light  that  hath  no  shade ; 
m  Appoint  the  remnant  of  my  days 
/  To  see  Thy  power  and  sing  Thy  praise. 

2  Lord  God  of  gods,  before  whose  throne 
Stand  storms  and  fires !  oh,  what  shall  we 

m  Return  to  Heaven  that  is  our  own, 
When  all  the  world  belongs  to  Thee? 

p  We  have  no  offering  to  impart 
But  praises  and  a  Avounded  heart. 

3  m  What  I  possess,  or  what  I  crave, 

Brings  no  content,  great  God,  to  me, 
If  What  I  would,  or  what  I  have, 
Be  not  possessed  and  blest  in  Thee. 
f  What  I  enjoy,  oh  make  it  mine, 
In  making  me,  that  have  it,  Thine. 

4  p  When  Avinter  fortunes  cloud  the  brows 

Of  summer  friends,  when  eyes  grow  strange, 
When  plighted  faith  forgets  its  vows, 
When  earth  and  all  things  in  it  change, 
/  Thy  mercies,  Lord,  are  ever  sure, 
Thy  love  shall  evermore  endure. 

pi  J.  Quarles. 
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1  ?/i  0  SOUKCR  divine,  and  Life  of  all, 

The  Fount  of  being's  wondrous  sea ! 
p  Thy  depth  would  every  heart  appal 
in  That  saw  not  love  supreme  in  Thee. 

2  p  We  shrink  before  Thy  vast  abyss, 

Where  worlds  on  worlds  eternal  brood : 
'ni  We  know  Thee  truly  but  in  this, — 
That  Thou  bestowest  all  our  good. 

3  And  so,  'mid  boundless  time  and  space, 
Oh,  grant  us  still  in  Thee  to  dwell, 
And  through  the  ceaseless  web  to  trace 
Thy  presence  working  all  things  well ! 

4  m  Nor  let  Thou  life's  delightful  play 

Thy  truth's  transcendent  vision  hide ; 
Nor  strength  and  gladness  lead  astray 
From  Thee,  our  nature's  only  Guide. 

5  Bestow  on  every  joyous  thrill 
Thy  deeper  tones  of  reverent  awe ; 
Make  pure  Thy  children's  erring  will, 
And  teach  their  hearts  to  love  Thy  law. 

«/.  Sterling. 
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By  permission  of  Novollo  and  Company,  Limited. 


1  m  FATHER,  Thy  wonders  do  not  singly  stand, 

Not  far  removed  where  feet  have  seldom  strayed ; 

Around  us  ever  lies  the  enchanted  land, 

In  marvels  rich  to  Thine  own  sons  displayed. 

2  In  finding  Thee  are  all  things  round  us  found ; 
p  In  losing  Thee  are  all  things  lost  beside ; 

Ears  have  we,  but  in  vain  sweet  voices  sound, 
And  to  our  eyes  the  vision  is  denied. 

3  m  Open  our  eyes  that  we  that  world  may  see, 

Open  our  ears  that  we  Thy  voice  may  hear, 
p  And  in  the  spirit-land  may  ever  be, 

And  feel  Thy  presence  with  us  always  near. 

J.  Very. 
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XorO  Sesus  Gbrist, 


2  m  WE  bless,  we  glorify  Thy  name,  0  Lord, 

For  all  the  benedictions  of  Thy  grace, 
For  thoughts  now  darkly  mirrored  in  Thy  Word, 
Full  surety  of  the  vision  face  to  face : 

3  f  For  all  Thy  heroes  living,  martyrs  dead, 

For  all  the  brave,  the  stedfast  and  the  true, 
?7i  Who  of  the  paltry  world's  blame  had  no  dread, 
f  And  what  they  dared  to  dream  of,  dared  to  do : 

4  m  For  those  who  bravely  used  their  tongue  or  pen, 

The  doughty  champions  of  the  weaker  part, 
Who  smoothed  the  way  of  life  for  wandering  men, 
f      And,  speaking  truth,  stabbed  falsehood  to  the  heart! 

f>  m  For  all  our  birthright  with  the  sons  of  God, 

Who  strive  to  lift  the  manhood  of  the  poor, 
Who  for  the  weary,  hard  beset,  downtrod, 
Still  keep  an  open  soul  and  open  door. 

6   p  And  last,  for  those,  our  dearest  and  our  best, 

Who  watch  with  studious  eyes  our  vassal  state, 
And  wait  in  God's  wide  chambers  of  the  blest, 
Our  royal  call  to  that  high  palace  gate. 

W.  C.  Stubbs. 
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1  f  PRAISE  to  the  Holiest  in  the  height, 

And  in  the  depth  be  praise : 

In  all  His  words  most  wonderful, 

Most  sure  in  all  His  ways ! 

2  m  0  loving  wisdom  of  our  God ! 

When  all  was  sin  and  shame, 
A  second  Adam  to  the  fight 
And  to  the  rescue  came. 

3  0  wisest  love !  that  flesh  and  blood, 

Which  did  in  Adam  fail, 
Should  strive  afresh  against  their  foe, 
Should  strive  and  should  prevail ; 

4  0  generous  love !  that  He,  who  smote 

In  man  for  man  the  foe, 
The  double  agony  in  man 
For  man  should  undergo ; 

5  p  And  in  the  garden  secretly, 

And  on  the  cross  on  high, 
Should  teach  His  brethren,  and  inspire 
To  suffer  and  to  die. 

6  /  Praise  to  the  Holiest  in  the  height, 

And  in  the  depth  be  praise : 
In  all  His  words  most  wonderful, 
Most  sure  in  all  His  ways. 

J.  H.  Newman. 
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Xovfc  Sesus  Gbrist. 


0  LOVE  of  God,  how  strong  and  true ! 
Eternal,  and  yet  ever  new, 
Unconiprehended  and  unbought, 
Beyond  all  knowledge  and  all  thought ! 

2  0  love  of  God,  how  deep  and  great ! 
Far  deeper  than  man's  deepest  hate ; 
Self-fed,  self-kindled  like  the  light, 
Changeless,  eternal,  infinite ! 

3  p  0  heavenly  love,  how  precious  still, 

In  days  of  weariness  and  ill, 

In  nights  of  pain  and  helplessness, 

To  heal,  to  comfort,  and  to  bless ! 

4/0  wide-embracing,  wondrous  love, 
We  read  thee  in  the  sky  above, 
We  read  thee  in  the  earth  below, 
In  seas  that  swell,  and  streams  that  flow ! 

5  p  We  read  thee  best  in  Him  who  came 

To  bear  for  us  the  cross  of  shame, 
Sent  by  the  Father  from  on  high, 
Our  life  to  live,  our  death  to  die. 

6  We  read  thy  power  to  bless  and  save, 
E'en  in  the  darkness  of  the  grave ; 

f  Still  more  in  resurrection  light, 
We  read  the  fulness  of  thy  might. 

7  0  love  of  God,  our  shield  and  stay 
Through  all  the  perils  of  our  way ; 
Eternal  love  in  thee  AVC  rest, 

For  ever  safe,  for  ever  blest ! 

H.  Bonar. 
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May  be  sung  to  St.  Hugh,  No.  f>4. 


IMMORTAL  Love,  for  ever  full, 

For  ever  flowing  free, 
For  ever  shared,  for  ever  whole, 

A  never-ebbing  sea  ! 


m  Our  outward  lips  confess  the  Name 

All  other  names  above  ; 
Love  only  knoweth  whence  it  came, 
And  comprehendeth  love. 


/  Blow,  winds  of  God,  awake  and  blow 

The  mists  of  earth  away ! 
Shine  out,  0  Light  Divine,  and  show 
How  wide  and  far  we  stray ! 

4. 

m  We    may  not    climb  the  heavenly 

steeps 

To  bring  the  Lord  Christ  down : 

In  vain  we  search  the  lowest  deeps, 

For  Him  no  depths  can  drown. 


p  But  warm,  sweet,  tender,  even  yet 

A  present  help  is  He ; 
And  faitli  has  still  its  Olivet, 
And  love  its  Galilee. 

6. 

The  healing  of  His  seamless  dress 

Is  by  our  beds  of  pain ;          [press, 
•HI  We  touch  Him  in  life's  throng  and 
And  we  are  whole  again. 


Through  Him  the  first  fond  prayers 

are  said 

Our  lips  of  childhood  frame, 
p  The  last  low  whispers  of  our  dead 
Are  burdened  with  His  name. 

8. 

f  0  Lord  and  Master  of  us  all ! 
Whate'er  our  name  or  sign, 
We  own  Thy  sway,  we  hear  Thy  call, 
We  test  our  lives  by  Thine. 

J.  G.  Whittier. 
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Xorfc  Jesus  Cbrist. 


ST.  HUGH. 


C.M. 


E.  J.  HOPKINS,  Mas.  Doc. 


May  be  sung  to  St.  Fulbert,  No.  53. 

54  i.  5. 

m  OUR  Friend,  our  Brother,  and  our  i  To  Thee  our  full  humanity, 

Lord,  Its  joys  and  pains,  belong ; 

What  may  Thy  service  be '?  The  wrong  of  man  to  man  on  Thee 
Nor  name,  nor  form,  nor  ritual  word, 


But  simply  following  Thee. 

2. 
Thou  judgest  us ;  Thy  purity 

Doth  all  our  lusts  condemn ; 
The  love  that  draws  us  nearer  Thee 

Is  hot  with  wrath  to  them. 

3. 

Our  thoughts  lie  open  to  Thy  sight ; 

And,  naked  to  Thy  glance, 
p  Our  secret  sins  are  in  the  light 
Of  Thy  pure  countenance. 

4. 

Yet  weak  and  blinded  though  we  be, 
m      Thou  dost  our  service  own  ; 
We  bring  our  varying  gifts  to  Thee, 
And  Thou  rejectest  none. 


Inflicts  a  deeper  wrong. 

G. 
/  Deep  strike  Thy  roots,  0  heavenly 

Vine, 

Within  our  earthly  sod, 
TO  Most  human  and  yet  most  divine, 
The  flower  of  man  and  God ! 

7. 
Apart  from  Thee  all  gain  is  loss, 

All  labour  vainly  done; 
p  The  solemn  shadow  of  Thy  Cross 
Is  better  than  the  sun. 

8. 
m  Alone,  0  Love  ineffable ! 

Thy  saving  name  is  given ; 
To  turn  aside  from  Thee  is  hell, 
To  walk  with  Thee  is  heaven ! 
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9. 

p  We  faintly  hear,  we  dimly  see, 
m      In  differing  phrase  we  pray ; 
/  But  dim  or  clear,  we  own  in  Thee 
The  Light,  the  Truth,  the  Way  ! 

J.  G.  Whittier. 
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I 

By  permission  of  Novello  and  Company,  Limited. 
1. 

m  0  THOU  great  Friend  to  all  the  sons  of  men, 
p  Who  once  didst  come  in  humblest  guise  below, 

Sin  to  rebuke,  to  break  the  captive's  chain, 
m  And  call  Thy  brethren  forth  from  want  and  woe  :— 

/  We  look  to  Thee ;  Thy  truth  is  still  the  light 

Which  guides  the  nations,  groping  on  their  way, 
p  Stumbling  and  falling  in  disastrous  night, 
m  Yet  hoping  ever  for  the  perfect  day. 

3. 
/  Yes !  Thou  art  still  the  Life ;  Thou  art  the  Way 

The  holiest  know ;  Light,  Life,  and  Way  of  heaven ! 
m  And  they  who  dearest  hope,  and  deepest  pray, 

Toil  by  the  Light,  Life,  Way,  which  Thou  hast  given. 

T.  Parker. 
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Xorfc  3esus  Gbrist. 
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J.  SH.WT. 


Copyright,  19ft">,  liy  W.  Garretl  Horclcr. 

1  i)i  AND  art  Thou  come  with  us  to  dwell, 

Our  Prince,  our  Guide,  our  Love,  our  Lord 

And  is  Thy  name  Emmanuel, 

God  present  with  His  world  restored? 

2  HI  The  heart  is  glad  for  Thee !  it  knows 

None  now  shall  bid  it  err  or  mourn 

/  And  o'er  its  desert  breaks  the  rose 

In  triumph  o'er  the  grieving  thorn. 

3  Thou  bringest  all  again ;  with  Thee 

Is  light,  is  space,  is  breadth,  and  room 
For  each  thing  fair,  beloved,  and  free, 
To  have  its  hour  of  life  and  bloom. 

4  p  Each  heart's  deep  instinct  unconfess'd ; 

Each  lowly  wish,  each  daring  claim ; 
All,  all  that  life  hath  long  repress'd, 
Unfolds,  undreading  blight  or  blame. 

5  f  Thy  reign  eternal  will  not  cease ; 

Thy  years  are  sure,  and  glad,  and  slow ; 
p  Within  Thy  mighty  world  of  peace 
The  humblest  flower  hath  leave  to  blow. 

6  /  The  world  is  glad  for  Thee,  the  heart 

Is  glad  for  Thee !  and  all  is  well, 
And  fixed  and  sure,  because  Thou  art, 
Whose  name  is  called  Emmanuel. 

Dora  Greenwell. 
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TTbe  Xorfc  3esus  Gbrist. 

ST.  CONSTANTINE.  6.5.6.5.  W.  H.  MONK,  Mus.  Doc. 


1  m  JESU,  meek  and  gentle, 

Son  of  God  most  high, 
Pitying,  loving  Saviour, 
p      Hear  Thy  children's  cry. 

2  »i  Pardon  our  offences, 

Loose  our  captive  chains, 
Break  down  every  idol 
Which  our  soul  detains. 

3  m  Give  us  holy  freedom, 

Fill  our  hearts  with  love, 
Draw  us,  Holy  Jesus, 
To  the  realms  above. 

4  f  Lead  us  on  our  journey, 

Be  Thyself  the  Way 
Through  terrestial  darkness, 
To  eternal  day. 

5  m  Jesu,  meek  and  gentle, 

Son  of  God  most  high, 
p  Pitying,  loving  Saviour, 
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G.  R.  Prynne. 


Xorfc  5esus  Cbrist. 


AMBROSE. 
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m  LORD  of  mercy  and  of  might, 
Of  mankind  the  life  and  light, 
Maker,  Teacher,  Infinite ; 

p  Jesus,  hear  and  save ! 

2. 
m  Strong  Creator,  Saviour  mild, 

Humbled  to  a  mortal  child, 
p  Captive,  beaten,  bound,  reviled ; 
Jesus,  hear  and  save ! 

3. 

/  Throned  above  celestial  things, 
Borne  aloft  on  angels'  wings, 
Lord  of  lords,  and  King  of  kings, 
Jesus,  hear  and  save ! 

4. 

m  Soon  to  come  to  earth  again, 
Judge  of  angels  and  of  men ; 
/  Hear  us  now,  and  hear  us  then, 
p  Jesus,  hear  and  save ! 

R.  Heber. 
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TTbe  Xovfc  Sesus  Cbrist. 

59     ^;;f----.         -:::i--;J ---•'•<•  ;T    , 

1  p  I  HEARD  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

'  Come  unto  Me  and  rest; 
Lay  down,  thou  weary  one,  lay  down 

Thy  head  upon  My  breast.' 
'in  I  came  to  Jesus  as  I  was, 

Weary,  and  worn,  and  sad  ; 
I  found  in  Him  a  resting-place, 

And  He  has  made  me  glad. 

2  p  I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

'  Behold  I  freely  give 
The  living  water, — thirsty  one, 

Stoop  down,  and  drink  and  live.' 
M,  I  came  to  Jesus,  and  I  drank 
Of  that  life-giving  stream ; 
My  thirst  was  quenched,  ray  soul  revived, 
And  now  I  live  in  Him. 

3  p  I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

'/  am  this  dark  world's  Light; 
in  Look  imto  Me,  thy  morn  shall  rise, 

And  all  thy  day  be  bright.' 
f  I  looked  to  Jesus,  and  I  found 

In  Hun  my  Star,  my  Sun  ; 
And  in  that  light  of  life  I'll  walk, 
Till  travelling  days  are  done. 

H.  Bonar. 

72  Grig.  Ed.  75 


ZTbe  Xorfc  5esus  Cbrist. 

MAGDALEN  COLLEGE.  8.8.6.8.8.6.  W.  HAYES,  Mus.  Doc. 


1  »i  0  LOVE  Divine,  how  sweet  Thou  art ! 
^hen  shall  I  find 
All  taken  up  by  Tliee? 


When  shall  I  find  my  willing  heart 

by  The   " 
^  thirst,  I  faint,  I  die  to  prove 


The  greatness  of  redeeming  love, 
The  love  of  Christ  to  me ! 

2  /  Stronger  His  love  than  death  or  hell ; 

Its  riches  are  unsearchable : 
m      The  first-born  sons  of  light 

Desire  in  vain  its  depths  to  see ; 

They  cannot  reach  the  mystery, 
/     The  length  and  breadth  and  height. 

3  m  God  only  knows  the  love  of  God : 

0  that  it  now  were  shed  abroad 

In  this  poor  stony  heart ; 
p  For  love  I  sigh,  for  love  I  pine : 

This  only  portion,  Lord,  be  mine, 
Be  mine  this  better  part. 

C.  Wesley. 
70  Orig  Ed.,  r.  4  omitted. 


BETHANY. 


tTbe  Xorfc  Jesus  Cbrfst. 

8.7.8.7.  D. 


H.  SMART. 


F^ 


1  wi  LOVE  divine,  all  loves  excelling. 

Joy  of  heaven,  to  earth  come 

down; 
Fix  in  us  Thy  humble  dwelling ; 

All  Thy  faithful  mercies  crown. 
Jesus,  Thou  art  all  compassion, 

Pure,  unbounded  love  Thou  art : 
Visit  us  with  Thy  salvation, 

Enter  every  longing  heart. 

2  /Come,  almighty  to  deliver, 

Let  us  all  Thy  grace  receive ; 
Suddenly  return,  and  never. 

Never  more  Thy  temples  leave. 
76  Orig.  Ed. 
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Thee  we  would  be  always  blessing, 
Serve  Thee  as  Thy  hosts  above ; 

Pray,    and    praise    Thee    without 

ceasing ; 
Glory  in  Thy  perfect  love. 

m  Finish,  then,  Thy  new  creation ; 

Pure  and  spotless  let  us  be : 
Let  us  see  our  whole  salvation 
Perfectly  secured  by  Thee: 
Changed  from  glory  into  glory, 

Till  in  heaven  we  take  our  place ; 
Till  we  cast  our  crowns  before  Thee, 
Lost  in  wonder,  love,  and  praise ! 
C.   Wesley. 


Ube  Xort>  5esus  Gbrist. 
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Xorfc  3esus  Gbrist. 
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?M  JESUS,  Lover  of  my  soul, 
Let  me  to  Thy  bosom  fly, 
While  the  nearer  waters  roll, 
While  the  tempest  still  is  high. 
Hide  me,  0  my  Saviour,  hide, 
Till  the  storm  of  life  be  passed : 

/  Safe  into  the  haven  guide . 
0  receive  my  soul  at  last. 

•2 
p  Other  refuge  have  I  none ; 

Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  Thee ; 

Leave,  ah !  leave  me  not  alone, 

Still  support  and  comfort  me. 
/  All  my  trust  on  Thee  is  stayed ; 

All  my  help  from  Thee  I  bring ; 
m  Cover  my  defenceless  head 

With  the  shadow  of  Thy  wing. 

SO  Orig.  Ed. 
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/  Thou,  0  Christ,  art  all  I  want ; 

More  than  all  in  Thee  I  find : 
p  Raise  the  fallen,  cheer  the  faint, 

Heal  the  sick,  and  lead  the  blind. 
m  Just  and  Holy  is  Thy  name ; 
p  I  am  all  unrighteousness : 

False,  and  full  of  sin  I  am  ; 
/  Thou  art  full  of  truth  and  grace. 

4. 

m  Plenteous  grace  with  Thee  is  found  ;— 
Grace  to  cover  all  my  sin : 
Let  the  healing  streams  abound, 
Make  and  keep  me  pure  within. 

/  Thou  of  life  the  Fountain  art, 
Freely  let  me  take  of  Thee ; 
Spring  Thou  up  within  my  heart, 
Rise  to  all  eternity. 

C.  Wesley. 


BYZANTIUM. 


Xorfc  Sesus  Gbrtst. 

C.M. 


W.  JACKSON. 
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1  f  0  FOR  a  thousand  tongues  to  sing 

My  great  Redeemer's  praise, 

The  glories  of  my  God  and  King, 

The  triumphs  of  His  grace. 

2  m  My  gracious  Master  and  my  God, 

Assist  me  to  proclaim, 
To  spread  through  all  the  earth  abroad 
The  honours  of  Thy  name. 

3  p  Jesus,  the  name  that  charms  our  fears, 

That  bids  our  sorrows  cease, 
m  'Tis  music  in  the  sinner's  ears ; 
'Tis  life,  and  health,  and  peace. 

4  /  He  speaks,  and  listening  to  His  voice, 

New  life  the  dead  receive ; 
p  The  mournful,  broken  hearts  rejoice, 
The  humble  poor  believe. 

5  /  Hear  Him,  ye  deaf ;  His  praise,  ye  dumb, 

^  Your  loosened  tongues  employ ; 
Ye  blind,  behold  your  Saviour  come ; 
And  leap,  ye  lame,  for  joy. 

6  Look  unto  Him,  ye  nations ;  own 

Your  God,  ye  fallen  race  ; 
Look,  and  be  saved  by  faith  alone, 
Be  justified  by  grace. 

C.  Wesley. 
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TTbe  Xorfc  5esus  Gbrist. 

HOLY  TRINITY.  C.M. 


Sir  J.  BARNEY. 


81  Orig.  Ed. 


to  St.  Peter,  Xo.  44. 


TO  How  sweet  the  name  of  Jesus  sounds 

In  a  believer's  ear ! 

It  soothes  his  sorrows,  heals  his  wounds, 
And  drives  away  his  fear. 

p  It  makes  the  wounded  spirit  whole, 
And  calms  the  troubled  breast : 

m  "Pis  manna  to  the  hungry  soul, 
And  to  the  weary,  rest. 

Dear  name !  the  rock  on  which  I  build ; 

My  shield  and  hiding-place, 
My  never-failing  treasury,  filled 

With  boundless  stores  of  grace. 

/  Jesus,  my  Shepherd,  Guardian,  Friend, 

My  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King ; 
My  Lord,  my  life,  my  way,  mine  end, 
Accept  the  praise  I  bring. 

p  Weak  is  the  effort  of  my  heart, 
And  cold  my  warmest  thought ; 

m  But  when  I  see  Thee  as  Thou  art, 
I'll  praise  Thee  as  I  ought : 

/  Till  then,  I  would  Thy  love  proclaim 

With  every  fleeting  breath ; 
p  And  may  the  music  of  Thy  name 
Refresh  my  soul  in  death. 

J.  Newton. 
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1  /  THRICE-HOLY  Name! — that  sweeter  sounds 

Than  streams  which  down  the  valley  run, 
And  tells  of  more  than  human  love, 
And  more  than  human  power,  in  one ; 

p  First  o'er  the  manger-cradle  heard, 

/  Heard  since  through  all  the  choirs  on  high ; — 

m  0  Child  of  Mary,  Son  of  God, 
Eternal,  hear  Thy  children's  cry ! 

p  While  at  Thy  blessed  Name  we  bow, 

Lord  Jesus,  be  amongst  us  now  ! 

2  -ni  Within  our  earth-dimmed  souls  call  up 

The  vision  of  Thy  human  years ; 
The  Mount  of  the  transfigured  form ; 
p  The  Garden  of  the  bitter  tears ; 
The  Cross  uprear'd  in  darkening  skies ; 
The  thorn- wreathed  Head ;  the  bleeding  Side ; 
And  whisper  in  the  heart, '  For  you, 
For  you  I  left  the  heavens,  and  died.' 


3  m  Ah !  with  faith's  surest  inmost  eye 

The  riven  rock-hewn  bed  we  see, 
/  Untreasured  of  its  heavenly  guest, — 

Triumphant  over  Death  in  Thee ! 
m  And  0 !  when  Thou,  our  Saviour  Judge, 
Again  shall  come  in  glory  here, 
With  love  upon  Thy  children  look, 
And  bid  us  read  our  pardon  clear ! 

F.  T.  Palfjrave. 


83  Orig.  Ed. 


ZTbe  Xorfc  Sesus  Cbrist. 

SURSUM  CORDA.  6.4.6.4.10.10.  G.  LOMAS,  Mua.  Bac. 
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I  LIFT  my  heart  to  Thee, 

Saviour  Divine, 
For  Thou  art  all  to  me, 

And  I  aru  Thine. 
Is  there  on  earth  a  closer  bond 

than  this — • 

That '  my  Beloved's  mine,  and  I  am 
His'? 

Thine  am  I  by  all  ties ; 

But  chiefly  Thine, 
That  through  Thy  sacrifice 

Thou,  Lord,  art  mine. 
By  Thine  own  cords  of  love,   so 

sweetly  wound 

Around  me,  I  to  Thee  am  closely 
bound. 


4  m 


To  Thee,  Thou  bleeding  Lamb, 

I  all  things  owe ; 
All  that  I  have  and  am, 

And  all  I  know. 
All  that  I  have  is  now  no  longer 

mine, 

And  I  am  not  mine  own. — Lord,  I 
am  Thine. 

How  can  I,  Lord,  withhold 

Life's  brightest  hour 
From  Thee ;  or  gathered  gold, 

Or  any  power  ? 
Why  should  I  keep  one  precious 

thing  from  Thee, 

When  Thou  hast  giv'n  Thine  own 
dear  self  for  me  1 
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I  pray  Thee,  Saviour,  keep 

Me  in  Thy  love, 
p  Until  death's  holy  sleep 

Shall  me  remove 

/  To  that  fair  realm,  where,  sin  and  sorrow  o'er, 
Thou  and  Thine  own  are  one  for  evermore. 

C.  E.  Mudie. 
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3esus  Cbrist. 
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T.  TALLIS. 
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May  be  sung  to  St.  Frances,  No.  37. 

0  JESUS  CHRIST,  grow  Thou  in  me, 

And  all  things  else  recede ; 
My  heart  be  daily  nearer  Thee, 

From  sin  be  daily  freed. 

Each  day  let  Thy  supporting  might 

My  weakness  still  embrace ; 
My  darkness  vanish  in  Thy  light, 

Thy  life  my  death  efface. 

In  Thy  bright  beams  which  on  me  fall, 
2>      Fade  every  evil  thought ; 
That  1  am  nothing,  Thou  art  all, 
I  would  be  daily  taught. 

Make  this  poor  self  grow  less  and  less, 

Be  Thou  my  life  and  aim  ; 
TO  0  make  me  daily,  through  Thy  grace, 
More  worthy  of  Thy  Name. 

Daily  more  filled  with  Thee  my  heart, 

Daily  from  self  more  free ; 
Thou,  to  whom  prayer  did  strength  impart 

Of  my  prayer  Hearer  be. 

Let  faith  in  Thee,  and  in  Thy  might 

My  every  motive  move, 
Be  Thou  alone  my  soul's  delight, 
My  passion  and  my  love. 

J.  C.  *Lavater,  tr.  Mrs.  H.  B.  Smith. 
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REDHEAD,  No.  66.  C.M. 


R.  REDHEAD. 
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>fay  be  sung  to  Northrepps,  No.  69. 


1  /  0  JESUS,  King  most  wonderful, 

Thou  Conqueror  renown'd  ; 
m  Thou  Sweetness  most  ineffable, 
In  whom  all  joys  are  found,  — 

2  When  once  Thou  visitest  the  heart, 

Then  truth  begins  to  shine, 
Then  earthly  vanities  depart, 
Then  kindles  love  divine. 

3  ()  Jesus,  light  of  all  below, 

Thou  Fount  of  life  and  fire, 
Surpassing  all  the  joys  we  know, 
And  all  we  can  desire  ;  — 

May  every  heart  confess  Thy  name, 

And  ever  Thee  adore  ; 
And,  seeking  Thee,  itself  inflame 

To  seek  Thee  more  and  more. 

ij   f  Thee,  may  our  tongues  for  ever  bless  ; 

Thee,  may  we  love  alone  : 
'///  And  ever  in  our  lives  express 
The  image  of  Thine  own. 

Bernard  of  Clairvaujc,  tr.  £".  Caswall. 
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I       i 
May  be  sung  to  Redhead,  No.  68. 

1  m  JESUS,  the  very  thought  of  Thee 

With  sweetness  fills  my  breast  ; 
But  sweeter  far  Thy  face  to  see, 
And  in  Thy  presence  rest. 

2  Nor  voice  can  sing,  nor  heart  can  frame, 

Nor  can  the  memory  find, 
A  sweeter  sound  than  Thy  blest  name, 
0  Saviour  of  mankind  ! 

3  0  hope  of  every  contrite  heart  ! 

0  joy  of  all  the  meek  ! 
To  those  who  fall,  how  kind  Thou  art  ! 
How  good  to  those  who  seek  ! 

4  p  But  what  to  those  who  find?  ah  !  this 

Nor  tongue  nor  pen  can  show  : 
The  love  of  Jesus,  what  it  is, 
None  but  His  loved  ones  know. 

5  f  Jesus,  our  only  joy  be  Thou, 

As  Thou  our  prize  wilt  be  ; 
Jesus,  be  Thou  our  glory  now, 
And  through  eternity. 

Bernard  of  Clalrvaiw,  tr.  E.  Caswa.ll. 
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ZTbe  Xorfc  3esus  Cbrist. 

ST.  CHRYSOSTOM.  8.8.8.8.8.8. 


Sir  J.  BARNBV. 
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2  m  Jesus !  too  late  I  Thee  have  sought, 
How  can  I  love  Thee  as  I  ought  ? 
And    how    extol    Thy    matchless 

fame, 
The  glorious  beauty  of  Thy  Name  ? 


By  permission  of  Novello  and  Company,  Limited. 


3  m  Jesus !  what  didst  Thou  find  in  me, 
That  Thou  hast  dealt  so  lovingly  ? 
How  great  the  joy  that  Thou  hast 

brought, 
So  far  exceeding  hope  or  thought ! 


4  m  Jesus !  of  Thee  shall  be  my  song ; 
To  Thee  my  heart  and  soul  belong  ; 
All  that  I  have  or  am  is  Thine, 
And  Thou,  blest  Saviour !  Thou  art  mine. 

H.  Collins. 
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ZTbe  Xorfc  5esus  Cbrist. 

ST.  AGNES,  DURHAM.  C.M.  J.  B.  DYKES,  Mus.  Doc. 
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1  m  JESUS,  these  eyes  have  never  seen 

That  radiant  form  of  Thine ; 
The  veil  of  sense  hangs  dark  between 
Thy  blessed  face  and  mine. 

2  I  see  Thee  not,  I  hear  Thee  not, 

Yet  art  Thou  oft  with  me ; 
And  earth  has  ne'er  so  dear  a  spot, 
As  where  I  meet  with  Thee. 

3  p  Like  some  bright  dream,  that  comes  unsought, 

When  slumbers  o'er  me  roll, 
Thine  image  ever  fills  my  thought, 
And  charms  my  ravished  soul. 

4  m  Yea,  though  I  have  not  seen,  and  still 

Must  rest  in  faith  alone, 
I  love  Thee,  dearest  Lord,  and  will, 
Unseen  but  not  unknoAvn. 

5  p  When  death  these  mortal  eyes  shall  seal, 

And  still  this  throbbing  heart ; 
/  The  rending  veil  shall  Thee  reveal, 
All-glorious  as  Thou  art. 

Ray  Palmer. 


02  Orig.  Ed. 
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Xorfc  3esus  Gforist. 
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m  SAVIOUR,  Blessed  Saviour, 

Listen  while  we  sing ; 
/  Hearts  and  voices  raising 

Praises  to  our  King. 
m  All  we  have  to  offer, 

All  we  hope  to  be, 
Body,  soul,  and  spirit, 

All  we  yield  to  Thee. 

Nearer,  ever  nearer, 

Christ,  we  draw  to  Thee, 
Deep  in  adoration 

Bending  low  the  knee. 
ji  Thou,  for  our  redemption, 
Cam'st  on  earth  to  die ; 
./"  Thou,  that  we  might  follow, 
Hast  gone  up  on  high. 

Great,  and  ever  greater, 
Are  Thy  mercies  here  ; 
True  and  everlasting 

Are  the  glories  there ; 
•tn.  Where  no  pain  nor  sorrow, 
Toil  nor  care,  is  known ; 
/  Where  the  angel-legions 
Circle  round  Thy  throne. 


m  Clearer  still,  and  clearer, 

Dawns  the  light  from  heaven, 
In  our  sadness  bringing 

News  of  sins  forgiven ; 
Life  has  lost  its  shadows, 

Pure  the  light  within  ; 
Thou  hast  shed  Thy  radiance 

On  a  world  of  sin. 

Brighter  still,  and  brighter, 

Glows  the  western  sun, 
Shedding  all  its  gladness 

O'er  our  work  that 's  done ; 
p  Time  will  soon  be  over, 

Toil  and  sorrow  past, 
May  we,  Blessed  Saviour, 

Find  a  rest  at  last ! 

m  Onward,  ever  onward, 

Journeying  o'er  the  road 
Worn  by  saints  before  us, 
Journeying  on  to  God ; 
f  Leaving  all  behind  us, 
May  we  hasten  on, 
Backward  never  looking 
Till  the  prize  is  won. 


93  Grig.  Ed. 


Higher  then,  and  higher, 

Bear  the  ransomed  soul, 
Earthly  toils  forgotten, 

Saviour,  to  its  goal ; 
Where,  in  joys  un thought  of, 

Saints  Avith  angels  sing, 
Never  weary,  raising 

Praises  to  their  King. 

G.  Thri-iig. 

May  he  sung  to  Vespers,  Xt>.  222. 
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MILES'   LANE. 
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/  ALL  hail  the  power  of  Jesu's  name ! 

Let  angels  prostrate  fall ; 
Bring  forth  the  royal  diadem, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 


Let  high-born  seraphs  time  the  lyre, 
p      And  as  they  tune  it,  fall 

Before  His  face  who  tunes  their  choir, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

3. 

/  Crown  Him,  ye  martyrs  of  your  God, 

Who  from  His  altar  call : 
Extol  the  Stem  of  Jesse's  rod, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 


94  Orig.  Ed.  92 


4. 

m  Ye  saints  redeemed  of  Adam's  race, 
Ye  ransomed  of  the  fall ; 

f  Hail  Him  who  saves  you  by  His  grace, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 


p  Sinners,  whose  love  can  ne'er  forget 
The  wormwood  and  the  gall, 

/  Go  spread  your  trophies  at  His  feet, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

6. 
Let  every  kindred,  every  tribe, 

On  this  terrestrial  ball, 
To  Him  all  majesty  ascribe, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

E.  Perronet. 


SALVATOR. 
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O" 

A-  men. 


WHEN  the  Lord  of  Love  was  here, 
Happy  hearts  to  Him  were  dear, 
p         Though  His  heart  was  sad ; 
Worn  and  lonely  for  our  sake, 
Yet  He  turned  aside  to  make 
All  the  weary  glad. 

2m  Meek  and  lowly  were  His  ways, 
From  His  loving  grew  His  praise, 

From  His  giving,  prayer : 
All  the  outcasts  thronged  to  hear, 
All  the  sorrowful  drew  near 

To  enjoy  His  care. 


3  m  When  He  walked  the  fields,  He  drew 

From  the  flowers,  and  hirds, and  dew, 

Parables  of  God ; 
p  For  within  His  heart  of  love 
All  the  soul  of  man  did  move, 

God  had  His  abode. 

4  m  Fill  us  with  Thy  deep  desire, 

All  the  sinful  to  inspire, 

With  the  Father's  life : 
Free  us  from  the  cares  that  press 
On  the  heart  of  worldliness, 
From  the  fret  and  strife. 
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5    p  Lord,  be  ours  Thy  power  to  keep 
In  the  very  heart  of  grief, 

And  in  trial,  love. 
In  our  meekness  to  be  wise, 
m  And  through  sorrow  to  arise 
To  our  God  above. 

S.  A .  Brooke. 
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1  m  THOU  long  disowned,  reviled,  oppressed, 

Strange  friend  of  human  kind, 
Seeking  through  weary  years  a  rest 
Within  our  hearts  to  find ; — 

2  How  late  Thy  bright  and  awful  brow 

Breaks  through  these  clouds  of  sin : 
/  Hail,  Truth  divine!  we  know  Thee  now, 
Angel  of  God,  come  in ! 

3  m  Come,  though  with  purifying  fire 

And  swift-dividing  sword, 
/  Thou  of  all  nations  the  desire, 

Earth  waits  Thy  cleansing  word. 

4  /  Struck  by  the  lightning  of  Thy  glance, 

Let  old  oppressions  die : 
m  Before  Thy  cloudless  countenance 
Let  fear  and  falsehood  fly. 

5  p  Anoint  our  eyes  with  healing  grace, 

To  see,  as  not  before, 
Our  Father  in  our  brother's  face, 
Our  Maker  in  His  poor. 

C    /  Flood  our  dark  life  with  golden  day : 

Convince,  subdue,  enthral ; 
Then  to  a  mightier  yield  Thy  sway, 
And  Love  be  all  in  all. 

Eliza  Scudder. 
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10.4.10.4. 


E.  Moss. 


1  m  THOU  art  our  Master !     Thou  of  God  the  Son, 

Of  man  the  Friend ; 
/  By  Thee  alone  the  victory  is  won ; 
Our  souls  defend ! 

2  m  Thou  art  our  Master !  may  we  love  Thy  word ; 

Thy  Spirit  give ; 

May  we  obey  Thee  as  our  risen  Lord, 
Obey  and  live. 

3  p  Thou  art  our  Master!  with  Thy  cross,  Thy  crown, 

Thou  Crucified! 

Now  from  Thy  starry  throne  look  gently  down, 
With  us  abide ! 

4  in  Thou  art  our  Master !  through  the  narrow  way 

Thou  once  didst  tread, 
/  Lead  Thy  disciples  upward  to  the  day, 
Thou  living  Head ! 

5  p  Thou  art  our  Master !  at  Thy  feet  we  cast 

Our  burdens  now. 

/  The  yoke  of  Love  we  take :  0  bind  us  fast ! 
To  Thee  we  bow. 

S.  D.  Rollins. 
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1  f  AT  the  name  of  Jesus 

Every  knee  shall  bow, 
Every  tongue  confess  Him 

King  of  glory  now. 
m  'Tis  the  Father's  pleasure 

We  should  call  Him  Lord, 
Who  from  the  beginning- 
Was  the  mighty  Word. 

2  At  His  voice  creation 

Sprang  at  once  to  sight, 
All  the  angel  faces, 

All  the  hosts  of  light, 
/  Thrones  and  dominations, 

Stars  upon  their  way, 
All  the  heavenly  orders 
In  their  great  array. 

3  p  Humbled  for  a  season, 

To  receive  a  name 
From  the  lips  of  sinners 
Unto  whom  He  came, 
Faithfully  He  bore  it 
Spotless  to  the  last, 
/'  Brought  it  back  victorious 

When  from  death  He  passed. 

4  tn  In  your  hearts  enthrone  Him ; 

There  let  Him  subdue 
All  that  is  not  holy, 

All  that  is  not  true : 
/  Crown  Him  as  your  Captain 

In  temptation's  hour : 
Let  His  will  enfold  you 

In  its  light  and  power. 

5  m  Brothers,  this  Lord  Jesus 

Shall  return  again, 
/  With  His  Father's  glory, 
With  His  angel  train ; 
For  all  wreaths  of  empire 

Meet  upon  His  brow, 
And  our  hearts  confess  Him 
King  of  glory  now. 

Caroline  M.  Noel. 
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Dr.  0.  R.  BARNICOTT. 


i  0  JESU,  ever  present, 

0  Shepherd,  ever  kind, 
Thy  very  Name  is  music 

To  ear,  and  heart,  and  mind. 
It  woke  my  wondering  childhood 

To  muse  on  things  above  ; 
It  drew  my  harder  manhood 

With  cords  of  mighty  love. 

'2  i>  How  oft  to  sure  destruction 
My  feet  had  gone  astray, 
Wert  Thou  not,  patient  Shepherd, 
The  Guardian  of  my  way. 
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How  oft  in  darkness  fallen, 
And  wounded  sore  by  sin, 

Thy  Hand  has  gently  raised  me, 
And  healing  balm  poured  in. 

3  ///.  O  Shepherd  good,  I  follow 

Wherever  Thou  wilt  lead : 
No  matter  where  the  pasture 
With  Thee  at  hand  to  feed. 
f  Thy  voice,  in  life  so  mighty, 
•j>      In  death  shall  make  me  bold : 
in  0  bring  my  ransomed  spirit 
To  Thine  eternal  fold. 

L.  Tttttielt. 
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1  m  0  HEARTS  of  love !  0  souls  that  turn 

Like  sunflowers  to  the  pure  and  best ! 
To  you  the  truth  is  manifest ; 
p  For  they  the  word  of  Christ  discern 
Who  lean,  like  John,  upon  His  breast ! 

2  The  world  sits  at  the  feet  of  Christ, 
Unknowing,  blind,  and  unconsoled ; 

m  It  yet  shall  touch  His  garment's  fold, 
And  feel  the  heavenly  Alchemist 
Transform  its  very  dust  to  gold. 

J.  G.  WJdUier. 
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/>  IN  Christ  I  feel  the  heart  of  God 

Throbbing  from  heaven  through  earth ; 
m  Life  stirs  again  within  the  clod, 
Renewed  in  beauteous  birth ; 
The  soul  springs  up,  a  flower  of  prayer, 
Breathing  His  breath  out  on  the  air. 

In  Christ  I  touch  the  hand  of  God, 

From  His  pure  height  reached  down, 
By  blessed  ways  before  untrod, 

To  lift  us  to  our  crown ; 
/  Vict'ry  that  only  perfect  is 
m  Through  loving  sacrifice,  like  His. 

Holding  His  hand,  my  steadied  feet 

May  walk  the  air,  the  seas ; 
On  life  and  death  His  smile  falls  sweet, 

Lights  up  all  mysteries ; 
/  Stranger  nor  exile  can  I  be 
In  new  worlds  where  He  leadeth  me. 

m  Not  my  Christ  only ;  He  is  ours  : 

Humanity's  close  bond ; 
/  Key  to  its  vast,  unopened  powers, 

Dream  of  our  dreams  beyond. 
p  What  yet  we  shall  be  none  can  tell : 
m  Now  are  we  His,  and  all  is  well. 

Lucy  Larcom. 
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ra  0  LOVE  Divine,  that  stooped  to  share 
p  Our  sharpest  pang,  our  bitterest  tear, 
m  On  Thee  we  cast  each  earth-born  care : 
We  smile  at  pain  while  Thou  art  near  ! 

p  Though  long  the  weary  way  we  tread, 
And  sorrow  crown  each  lingering  year ; 

in  No  path  we  shun,  no  darkness  dread, 
Our  hearts  still  whispering,  Thou  art  near 

j>  When  drooping  pleasure  turns  to  grief, 
And  trembling  faith  is  changed  to  fear : 
The  murmuring  wind,  the  quivering  leaf, 

m  Shall  softly  tell  us,  Thou  art  near ! 

On  Thee  we  fling  our  burdening  woe, 
0  Love  Divine,  for  ever  dear ; 
Content  to  suffer,  while  we  know, 
/  Living  and  dying,  Thou  art  near  ! 

O.  W.  Holmes. 
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May  l)e  sung  to  Maryton,  No.  81. 

1  m  STRONG  Son  of  God.  immortal  Love, 

Whom  we,  that  have  not  seen  Thy  face, 
By  faith,  and  faith  alone,  embrace, 
Believing  where  we  cannot  prove ; 

2  p  Thou  wilt  not  leave  us  in  the  dust : 

Thou  niadest  man,  he  knows  not  why : 

He  thinks  he  was  not  made  to  die : 

And  Thou  hast  made  him :  Thou  art  just. 

3  -in  Thou  seemest  human  and  divine, 

The  highest,  holiest  manhood,  Thou : 
Onr  wills  are  ours,  we  know  not  how ; 
Our  wills  are  ours,  to  make  them  Thine. 

4  />  Our  little  systems  have  their  day ; 

They  have  their  day  and  cease  to  be : 

They  are  but  broken  lights  of  Thee, 

wi  And  Thou,  0  Lord,  art  more  than  they. 

5  j>  We  have  but  faith :  we  cannot  know ; 

For  knowledge  is  of  things  we  see ; 
m  And  yet  we  trust  it  comes  from  Thee ; 

A  beam  in  darkness :  let  it  grow. 
G        Let  knowledge  grow  from  more  to  more, 
p  But  more  of  reverence  in  us  dwell ; 
m  That  mind  and  soul,  according  well, 

May  make  one  music  as  before, 
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WE  would  see  Jesus  ;  for  the  shadows  lengthen 
Across  this  little  landscape  of  our  life : 

We  would  .see  J  esus,  our  weak  faith  to  strengthen 
For  the  last  weariness,  the  final  strife. 

2  p  We  would  see  Jesus ;  for  life's  hand  hath  rested 

With  its  dark  touch  upon  both  heart  and  brow ; 
And  though  our  souls  have  many  a  billow  breasted. 
Others  are  rising  in  the  distance  now. 

3  m  We  would  see  Jesus :  other  lights  are  paling, 

Which  for  long  years  we  have  rejoiced  to  see ; 
The^blessings  of  our  pilgrimage  are  failing, 
We  would  not  mourn  them,  for  we  go  to  Thee. 

4  We  would  see  Jesus ;  yet  the  spirit  lingers 

p      Round  the  dear  objects  it  has  loved  so  long, 

And  earth  from  earth  can  scarce  unclasp  its  fingers ; 
m      Our  love  to  Thee  makes  not  this  love  less  strong. 

5  /  We  would  see  Jesus,  the  great  rock  foundation 

Whereon  our  feet  were  set  by  sovereign  grace, 
Nor  life,  nor  death,  with  all  their  agitation, 
Can  thence  remove  us  if  we  see  His  face 

Ellen  Ellis. 
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F.  G.  BAKER. 
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1  p  HARK  the  glad  sound,  the  Saviour  comes, 

The  Saviour  promised  long ; 
m  Let  every  heart  prepare  a  throne, 
And  every  voice  a  song. 

2  On  Him  the  Spirit,  largely  poured, 

Exerts  its  sacred  fire, 
Wisdom  and  might  and  zeal  and  love, 
His  holy  breast  inspire. 

?>        He  comes  the  prisoners  to  release, 

In  Satan's  bondage  held : 
f  The  gates  of  brass  before  Him  burst, 
The  iron  fetters  yield. 

4  m  He  comes  from  thickest  films  of  vice 

To  clear  the  mental  ray, 
And  on  the  eye-balls  of  the  blind 
To  pour  celestial  day. 

5  p  He  comes  the  broken  heart  to  bind, 

The  bleeding  soul  to  cure, 
>>i  And  with  the  treasures  of  His  grace, 
To  enrich  the  humble  poor. 

6  /  Our  glad  hosannas,  Prince  of  Peace 

Thy  welcome  shall  proclaim ; 
And  heaven's  eternal  arches  ring 
With  Thy  beloved  name. 

P.  Doddridge. 
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1  p  THE  Lord  is  come !    On  Syrian  soil 

The  child  of  poverty  and  toil ; 

The  Man  of  Sorrows,  born  to  know 

Each  varying  shade  of  human  woe : 
'in  His  joy,  His  glory,  to  fulfil, 

In  earth  and  heaven,  His  Father's  will ; 

On  lonely  mount,  by  festive  board, 
p  On  bitter  cross,  despised,  adored. 

2  m  The  Lord  is  come !     Dull  hearts  to  wake, 

He  speaks,  as  never  man  yet  spake, 
The  truth  which  makes  His  servants  free, 
The  royal  law  of  liberty. 
/  Though  heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away, 
His  living  words  our  spirits  stay, 
And  from  His  treasures,  new  and  old, 
The  eternal  mysteries  unfold. 

3  m  The  Lord  is  come  !     In  Him  we  trace 

The  fulness  of  God's  truth  and  grace ; 

Throughout  those  words  and  acts  Divine 

Gleams  of  the  eternal  splendour  shine ; 

And  from  His  inmost  Spirit  flow, 

As  from  a  height  of  sunlit  snow, 

The  rivers  of  perennial  life, 

To  heal  and  sweeten  Nature's  strife. 

4  The  Lord  is  come !     In  every  heart 
Where  truth  and  mercy  claim  a  part ; 

/  In  every  land  where  right  is  might, 
And  deeds  of  darkness  shun  the  light ; 

in  In  every  Church  where  faith  and  love 
Lift  earthward  thoughts  to  things  above ; 
In  every  holy,  happy  home, 

/  We  bless  Thee,  Lord,  that  Thou  hast  come ! 

A.  P.  Stanley. 
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1  m  IT  came  upon  the  midnight  clear, 

That  glorious  song  of  old, 
From  angels  bending  near  the  earth, 

To  touch  their  harps  of  gold — 
'  Peace  on  the  earth,  good  will  to  men,' 

Prom  heaven's  all-gracious  King ; 
p  The  world  in  solemn  stillness  lay 

To  hear  the  angels  sing. 

2  m  Still  through  the  cloven  skies  they  come, 

With  peaceful  wings  unfurled, 
And  still  their  heavenly  music  floats 

O'er  all  the  weary  world ; 
p  Above  its  sad  and  lowly  plains 
They  bend  on  hovering  wing, 
And  ever  o'er  its  Babel-sounds 
/      The  blessed  angels  sing. 

3  in  Yet,  with  the  woes  of  sin  and  strife, 

The  world  has  suffered  long ; 
Beneath  the  angel-strain  have  rolled 

Two  thousand  years  of  wrong ; 
And  man,  at  war  with  man,  hears  not 

The  love-song  which  they  bring : 
p  0  hush  the  noise,  ye  men  of  strife, 

And  hear  the  angels  sing ! 

4  m  And  ye,  beneath  life's  crushing  load, 

Whose  forms  are  bending  low, 
Who  toil  along  the  climbing  way, 

With  painful  steps  and  slow, — 
/  Look  now !  for  glad  and  golden  hours 

Come  swiftly  on  the  wing : 
p  0  rest  beside  the  weary  road 

And  hear  the  angels  sing ! 

5  m  For  lo !  the  days  are  hastening  on, 

By  prophet-bards  foretold, 
When  with  the  ever-circling  years 

Comes  round  the  age  of  gold : 
When  peace  shall  over  all  the  earth 

Its  ancient  splendours  fling, 
/  And  the  whole  world  send  back  the  song 
Which  now  the  angels  sing. 

E.  H.  Sears. 

107  Orig.  Ed.  109 


ZTbe  Xorfc  3esus  Gbrist. 

ULVERSTONE.  8.6.8.6.6.6.6.0. 


87 

1  m  0  LOVELY  voices  of  the  sky, 

That  hymned  the  Saviours  birth ! 
Are  ye  not  singing  still  on  high, 
Ye  that  sang  '  Peace  on  earth '  ? 
To  us  yet  speak  the  strains 
Wherewith  in  days  gone  by 
Ye  blessed  the  Syrian  swains, 
/     0  voices  of  the  sky ! 

2  in  0  clear  and  shining  light,  whose 

beams 

A  heavenly  glory  shed 
Around  the   palms,  and  o'er  the 

streams, 

And  on  the  shepherds'  head ! 
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Be  near  through  life  and  death, 
As  in  that  holiest  night 
Of  hope,  and  joy,  and  faith, 
0  clear  and  shining  light ! 

0  star  which  led  to  Him,  whose 

love 

Brought  hope  and  mercy  free ! 
Where  art  thon '(    'Mid  the  host 

above 

May  we  still  gaze  on  thee  ? 
In  heaven  thou  art  not  set, 
Thy  rays  earth  might  not  dim ; 
Send  them  to  guide  us  yet, 
0  star  which  led  to  Him ! 

Felicia  1).  He/nans. 
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'//<  ANGELS,  from  the  realms  of  glory,  /«  Sages,  leave  your  contemplations, 

Wing  your  flight  o'er  all  the  earth,  Brighter  visions  beam  afar  ; 

Ye,  who  sang  creation's  story,  Seek  the  great  Desire  of  nations, 

/     Now  proclaim  Messiah's  birth.  Ye  have  seen  His  polar  star. 

p             Come  and  worship,                   j  p  Come  and  worship, 
/     Worship  Christ,  the  new-born  King.    /     Worship  Christ,  the  new  -born  King. 


'in  Shepherds  in  the  fields  abiding,  />  Saints,  before  the  altar  bending, 

Watching  o'er  your  flocks  by  night,  Watching  long  in  hope  and  fear  ; 

God  with  man  is  now  residing,  \  f  Suddenly,  the  Lord  descending, 

Yonder  shines  the  Infant  Light  :  In  His  Temple  shall  appear  ; 


p  Come  and  worship, 

f     Worship  Christ,  the  new -born  King. 


p  Come  and  worship, 

f     Worship  Christ,  the  new-born  King. 
«7.  Montgomery. 
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Xorfc  3esus  Cbrist 

6.6.6.6. 


0.  M.  PEILDEN. 


112  Orig.  Ed. 


GOD  from  on  high  hath  heard, 
Let  sighs  and  sorrows  cease ; 
The  skies  unfold,  and  lo ! 
Descends  the  gift  of  Peace. 

2  p  Hark !  on  the  midnight  air 

Celestial  voices  swell ; 
f  The  hosts  of  heaven  proclaim 
'  God  comes  on  earth  to  dwell ! ' 

3  m  Haste  with  the  shepherds ;  see 

The  Mystery  of  Grace ; 

p  A  manger  bed,  a  Child 

Is  all  the  eye  can  trace. 

4  Is  this  the  eternal  Son? 
Who  on  the  starry  throne, 
Before  the  worlds  begun, 
Was  with  the  Father  one? 

5  m  Yea,  faith  can  pierce  the  cloud 

Which  shrouds  His  glory  now ; 
/  And  hails  Him  God,  and  Lord, 
To  whom  all  creatures  bow. 

6  p  0  Child !  Thy  silence  speaks, 

And  bids  us  not  refuse, 

To  bear  what  flesh  would  shun, 

To  spurn  what  flesh  would  choose. 

7  m  Fill  us  with  holy  love, 

Heal  Thou  our  earthly  pride ; 
Born  in  each  lowly  heart, 
For  ever  there  abide ! 

Latin  of  C.  Coffin,  tr.  J.  R.  Woodford. 
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ADESTE  FIDELES. 


1bis  Hfcvent, 

Irregular. 


I/O   come, all   ye     faith-ful,    Joy-ful  and  tri  -  umphant.mO      come   ye,  O 
2/     Sing.choirsof      an  -  gels,  Sing  in    ex  -  ult  -  a  -  tion,  Sing,    all  ye 

3m     Yea.Lord,  we  greet  Thee,  Born  this  hap-py  morn-ing;  Je  -    sus.to 


come  ye  to  Beth  -  le  -  hem ; 
cit-i-zens  of  heaven  a-  bove: 
Thee  be  .  .  glo  -  ry  given ; 


Come  and  be  -  hold  Him 
'  Glo  -  ry  to  God  .  . 
Word  of  the  Fa  -  ther, 


I        "  'v 
Born  the  King  of     an  -  gels ;  j 

In    .    .     the  ..    highest':  Ip 0  come, let  us  a  -  dore  Him,    O    come,letus   a 
Now  in  flesh  ap  -  pear-ing ; ) 

«•  j  .J.  A 


I    -&-'        ^  -G>- 

dore  Him,     O   come  let  us  a    -      dore     Him,     m  Christ     the  Lord.        A -men. 

>-  -&>-  -&-    I      I 
3-  -^do_ 
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Latin  of  B&naventuni,  tr.  F.  Oakeley. 


Xorfc  Sesus  Cbrist. 


10.10.10.10.10.10.      J.  WAIN-WRIGHT,  Mus.  Doc. 
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1bi5  H5>vent. 

91  ^^^£-^/^i___.;l'!YH " 

1  in  (.'HKISTIAXS,  awake,  .salute  the  happy  morn, 

Whereon  the  Saviour  of  the  world  was  born ; 
Rise  to  adore  the  mystery  of  love, 
/  Which  hosts  of  angels  chanted  from  above ; 
With  them  the  joyful  tidings  first  begun 
( )f  God  Incarnate  and  the  Virgin's  Son. 

2  m  Then  to  the  watchful  shepherds  it  was  told, 

Who  heard  the  angelic  herald's  voice,  '  Behold, 
I  bring  good  tidings  of  a  Saviour's  birth 
To  you  and  all  the  nations  upon  earth : 
/  This  day  hath  God  fulfilled  His  promised  word, 
This  day  is  born  a  Saviour,  Christ  the  Lord/' 

3  He  spake ;  and  straightway  the  celestial  choir 
In  hymns  of  joy,  unknown  before,  conspire : 
The  praises  of  redeeming  love  they  sang, 
And  heaven's  whole  orb  with  Alleluias  rang : 
God's  highest  glory  was  their  anthem  still, 

'  Peace  upon  earth,  and  unto  men  good  will.' 

4  in  O  may  we  keep  and  ponder  in  our  mind 

God's  wondrous  love  in  saving  lost  mankind ; 
p  Trace  we  the  Babe,  who  has  retrieved  our  loss, 

From  His  poor  manger  to  His  bitter  cross ; 
m  Tread  in  His  steps,  assisted  by  His  grace, 

Till  man's  first  heavenly  state  again  takes  place. 

f>    /  Then  may  we  hope,  the  angelic  hosts  among, 
To  sing,  redeemed,  a  glad  triumphal  song : 
He  that  was  born  upon  this  joyful  day, 
Around  us  all  His  glory  shall  display; 
Saved  by  His  love,  incessant  we  shall  sing 
Eternal  praise  to  heaven's  Almighty  King. 

J.  Byrom. 
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Xorfc  Sesus  cbrist. 


CHRISTMAS  HYMN. 


7.7.7.7.  D. 


MENDELSSOHN. 

7.  H.  CUMMINGS,  Mus.  Doc. 
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Hark!  the  he-raid  angels  sing       Glo  -  ry    to  the  new-born  King.  A-men. 


Organ  Ptdal. 
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1  /  HARK  !  the  herald-angels  sing 
C  Glory  to  the  new-born  King, 

p  Peace  on  earth,  and  mercy  mild, 

God  and  sinners  reconciled. 
f  Joyful,  all  ye  nations,  rise, 
Join  the  triumph  of  the  skies  ; 
With  the  angelic  host  proclaim, 
'  Christ  is  born  in  Bethlehem.' 
Hark  !  the  herald-angels  sing 
Glory  to  the  new-born  King. 

2  /  Christ,  by  highest  heaven  adored, 

Christ,  the  Everlasting  Lord, 
m  Late  in  time  behold  Him  come, 

Offspring  of  a  virgin's  womb. 
p  Veiled  in  flesh  the  Godhead  see  ! 

Hail,  the  Incarnate  Deity  ! 

Pleased  as  Man  with  men  to  dwell, 
m  Jesus,  our  Emmanuel. 

3  /  Hail,  the  heaven-born  Prince  of  Peace  ! 

Hail,  the  Sun  of  Righteousness  ! 

Light  and  life  to  all  He  brings, 

Risen  with  healing  in  His  wings. 
m  Mild,  He  lays  His  glory  by  ; 

Born,  that  man  no  more  may  die  ; 
/  Born,  to  raise  the  sons  of  earth  ; 

Born,  to  give  them  second  birth. 

4  m  Come,  Desire  of  nations,  come, 

Fix  in  us  Thy  humble  home  ; 
/  Rise,  the  woman's  conquering  seed, 

Bruise  in  us  the  serpent's  head  ! 

Now  display  Thy  saving  power, 

Ruined  nature  now  restore, 
m  Now  in  mystic  union  join 

Thine  to  ours,  and  ours  to  Thine  ! 

C.  Wesley. 
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EPIPHANY   HYMN. 
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J.  F.  THRUPP. 


-& — &-& 


-H ! l-.-'^-PQ.S-! 

S»-    e>     O    O  \ 

\        I 


:tA=Q- 


!       I 


HOOrig.  Ed. 


1    m  BRIGHTEST  and  best  of  the  sons  of  the  morning ! 
Dawn  on  our  darkness,  and  lend  us  thine  aid : 
Star  of  the  East,  the  horizon  adorning, 
Guide  where  our  infant  Redeemer  is  laid. 

'2    p  Gold  on  His  cradle  the  dewdrops  are  shining, 

Low  lies  His  head  with  the  beasts  of  the  stall ; 
/  Angels  adore  Him  in  slumber  reclining, 
Maker,  and  Monarch,  and  Saviour  of  all. 

3  m  Say,  shall  we  yield  Him  in  costly  devotion, 

Odours  of  Edom  and  oft' 'rings  divine, 
Gems  of  the  mountain,  and  pearls  of  the  ocean, 
Myrrh  from  the  forest,  or  gold  from  the  mine  ? 

4  Vainly  we  offer  each  ample  oblation ; 

Vainly  with  gifts  would  His  favour  secure : 
r>  Richer,  by  far,  is  the  heart's  adoration : 

Dearer  to  God  are  the  prayers  of  the  poor. 

5  m  Brightest  and  best  of  the  sons  of  the  morning, 

Dawn  on  our  darkness,  and  lend  us  thine  aid : 
/  Star  of  the  East,  the  horizon  adorning, 
Guide  where  our  infant  Redeemer  is  laid. 

£.  Heber. 


MAINZER. 


Bfcvent. 

L.M. 


J.  MAINZER,  Ph.  Doc. 
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10-21  Orig.  FA. 


1  p  '  WHAT  menns  this  glory  round  our  feet,' 

The  Magi  mused,  '  more  bright  than  morn  ? ' 
f  And  voices  chanted  clear  and  sweet, 
'  To-day  the  Prince  of  Peace  is  born.' 

2  m  '  What  means  that  star,'  the  shepherds  said, 

'  That  brightens  through  the  rocky  glen  ? ' 
/  And  angels,  answering  overhead, 

Sang, '  Peace  on  earth,  good- will  to  men.' 

3  p  'Tis  eighteen  hundred  years  and  more 

Since  those  sweet  oracles  were  dumb ; 
We  wait  for  Him,  like  them  of  yore ; 
Alas !  He  seems  so  slow  to  come. 

4  ni  But  it  was  said  in  words  of  gold, 

No  time  or  sorrow  e'er  shall  dim, 
That  little  children  might  be  bold, 
In  perfect  trust  to  come  to  Him. 

5  All  round  about  our  feet  shall  shine 
A  light  like  that  the  wise  men  saw, 
If  we  our  willing  hearts  incline 

To  that  sweet  Life  which  is  the  Law. 

6  So  shall  we  learn  to  understand 
The  simple  faith  of  shepherds  then, 
And,  kindly  clasping  hand  in  hand, 
Sing,  '  Peace  on  earth,  good- will  to  men.3 

7  For  they  who  to  their  childhood  cling, 
And  keep  their  natures  fresh  as  morn, 

f  Once  more  shall  hear  the  angels  sing, 
'  To-day  the  Prince  of  Peace  is  born.' 

,/.  R.  Lowell. 
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1022  Orig.  Ed. 


By  permission  of  Novello  and  Company,  Limited. 


1  p  As  shadows  cast  by  cloud  and  sun, 

Flit  o'er  ths  summer  grass, 
So,  in  Thy  sight,  Almighty  One  ! 
Earth's  generations  pass. 

2  And  while  the  years,  an  endless  host, 

Come  pressing  swiftly  on, 
in  The  brightest  names  that  earth  can  boast 
Just  glisten,  and  are  gone. 

3  Yet  doth  the  Star  of  Bethlehem  shed 

A  lustre  pure  and  sweet  ; 
And  still  it  leads,  as  once  it  led, 
To  the  Messiah's  feet. 

4  m  0  Father,  may  that  holy  Star 

Grow  every  year  more  bright, 
f  And  send  its  glorious  beams  afar 
To  fill  the  world  with  light. 

If.  (.'.  Bryant. 
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By  permission  of  Novello  and  Company,  Limited. 


1  m        Two  thousand  troubled  years 

Time's  weary  brow  have  worn, 
Since  that  strange  star  to  shepherds  told 
The  Prince  of  Peace  was  born. 

2  p        Two  thousand  years  of  gloom— 

Of  groping  toward  the  light — 
Of  prophets  scorned  and  martyrs  slain — 
m        And  battle  done  for  right. 

3  /       But  year  by  year  the  bells 

The  old  glad  tidings  bring, 
m  And  men  forget  their  strife, — to  keep 
The  birthday  of  the  King. 

4  Christ's  kingdom  yet  will  come, 
And  good  prevail  o'er  ill, 

p  Though  often  with  a  crown  of  thorns 
We  mock  the  Master  still : 

5  tn        But  He  will  not  forsake 

The  world  for  which  He  died, 

Till  all  mankind  be  gathered  home 

At  the  great  Christmastide. 

A.  Hayes. 
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Jesus  Cbrist. 


REDHEAD,  No.  47. 


R.  BEDHEAD. 
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1  p  CAN  I  see  another's  woe 

And  not  be  in  sorrow  too? 
Can  I  see  another's  grief, 
And  not  seek  for  kind  relief? 

2  ]>  Can  I  see  a  falling  tear, 

And  not  feel  my  sorrow's  share? 
Can  a  father  see  his  child 
Weep,  nor  be  with  sorrow  filled  ? 

3  in  God  doth  give  His  joy  to  all : 

He  becomes  an  Infant  small, 
p  He  becomes  a  Man  of  woe, 
He  doth  feel  the  sorrow  too. 

4  Think  not  thou  canst  sigh  a  sigh, 
And  thy  Maker  is  not  by : 
Think  not  thou  canst  weep  a  tear, 
And  thy  Maker  is  not  near. 

5  in  Oh !  He  gives  to  us  His  joy, 

That  our  griefs  He  may  destroy: 
Till  our  grief  is  fled  and  gone 
p  He  doth  sit  by  us  and  moan. 

W.  Blake. 
122 


DIX. 


C.   KOCHT.R. 


1  »i  As  with  gladness  men  of  old 

Did  the  guiding  star  behold, 
As  with  joy  they  hailed  its  light, 
Leading  onward,  beaming  bright ; 
j)  So,  most  gracious  Lord,  may  we 
Evermore  be  led  to  Thee. 

2  m  As  with  joyful  steps  they  sped, 

Saviour,  to  Thy  lowly  bed, 
There  to  bend  the  knee  before 
Thee  whom  heaven  and  earth  adore : 
p  So  may  we  with  willing  feet 
Ever  seek  the  mercy-seat. 


:Q: 


3  m  As  they  offered  gifts  most  rare 

At  Thy  cradle  rude  and  bare ; 
So  may  we  with  holy  joy, 
Pure,  and  free  from  sin's  alloy, 
./'All  our  costliest  treasures  bring, 
Christ,  to  Thee,  our  Heavenly  King. 

4  in  Holy  Jesus,  every  day 

Keep  us  in  the  narrow  way ; 
j)  And,  when  earthly  things  are  past. 

Bring  our  ransomed  souls  at  last 
./'  Where  they  need  no  star  to  guide, 

Where  no  clouds  Thy  glory  hide. 


llTOvig.  Ed. 


m  In  the  heavenly  country  bright 
Need  they  no  created  light ; 
Thou,  its  Light,  its  Joy,  its  Crown, 
Thou,  its  Sun  which  goes  not  down ; 
/  There  for  ever  may  we  sing 
Hallelujahs  to  our  King. 

W.  C.  Die. 
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A.  Lows. 
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REFRAIN. 


/Light    of    Life    that     shi 


-Q-          -O-  P        P"          ^    1 

|  I  ,  ^1 

neth,      Ere    the  worlds  be     -    gan. 


Draw  Thou  near,  and    light  -en        Ev  -  'ry  heart  of        man.         A-inen. 


2  HI  There  their  Lord  and  Saviour, 

Meek  and  lowly  lay, 
Wondrous  light  that  led  them 

Onward  on  their  way, 
Ever  now  to  lighten 

Nations  from  afar, 
As  they  journey  homeward 

By  that  guiding  star. 

3  p  Thou  who  in  a  manger 

Once  hast  lowly  lain, 
/Who  dost  now  in  glory 

O'er  all  kingdoms  reign, 
Gather  in  the  heathen, 

Who  in  lands  afar 
Ne'er  have  seen  the  brightness 

Of  Thy  guiding  star. 

118  Orig.  Ed. 


4  p  Onward  through  the  darkness 

Of  the  lonely  night, 
Shining  still  before  them 

With  Thy  kindly  light, 
m  Guide  them,  Jew  and  Gentile, 

Homeward  from  afar, 
Young  and  old  together, 

By  Thy  guiding  star. 

5  f  Until  every  nation, 

Whether  bond  or  free, 
'Neath  Thy  starlit  banner, 

Jesu,  follows  Thee 
O'er  the  distant  mountains 
m      To  that  heavenly  home, 
Where  nor  sin  nor  sorrow 
Evermore  shall  come. 

G.  Thriny. 
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KENT. 


J.  STANLEY,  Mus.  Bac. 
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in  DEAR  Friend !  whose  presence  in  the  house, 

Whose  gracious  word  benign, 
Could  once,  at  Cana's  wedding-feast, 
Change  water  into  wine,— 

Come,  visit  us,  and  when  dull  work 

Grows  weary,  line  on  line, 

/  Revive  our  souls,  and  make  us  see 

Life's  water  glow  as  wine. 

m  Gay  mirth  shall  deepen  into  joy, 

Earth's  hopes  shall  grow  divine, 
When  Jesus  visits  us,  to  turn 
Life's  water  into  wine. 

m  The  social  talk,  the  evening  fire, 
The  homely  household  shrine, 
Shall  glow  with  angel-visits  when 
The  Lord  pours  out  the  wim-. 

For  when  self-seeking  turns  to  love, 
Which  knows  not  mine  and  thine, 
The  miracle  again  is  wrought, 
And  water  changed  to  wine. 

J.  F.  Clarke. 
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ST.  AELRED. 
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J.  B.  DYKKS,  Mus.  Doc. 
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1  /  FIERCE  raged  the  tempest  o'er  the  deep, 
•m.  Watch  did  Thine  anxious  servants  keep, 

But  Thou  Avast  wrapped  in  guileless  sleep, 
p  Calm  and  still. 

2  /  '  Save,  Lord,  we  perish,'  was  their  cry : 

10  save  us  in  our  agony !' 
Thy  word  above  the  storm  rose  high, — 
Peace,  be  still!' 

3  p  The  wild  winds  hushed ;  the  angry  deep 

Sank  like  a  little  child  to  sleep, 
The  sullen  billows  ceased  to  leap, 
At  Thy  will. 

4  m  80,  when  our  life  is  clouded  o'er, 

And  storm- winds  drift  us  from  the  shore, 
Say,  lest  we  sink  to  rise  no  more, 
jj  'Peace,  be  still!' 

G.  Thrinij. 
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1  m  LOKU,  it  is  good  for  us  to  be 

High  on  the  mountain  here  with  Thee, 
Where  stand  revealed  to  mortal  gaze 
The  great  old  saints  of  other  days. 
Who  once  received,  on  Horeb's  height, 
The  eternal  laws  of  truth  and  right, 
p  Or  caught  the  still  small  whisper,  higher 
Than  storm,  than  earthquake,  or  than  fire. 

2  in  Lord,  it  is  good  for  us  to  be 

With  Thee,  and  with  Thy  faithful  three, 

Here,  where  the  Apostle's  heart  of  rock 

Is  nerved  against  temptation's  shock ; 

Here,  where  the  Son  of  Thunder  learns 

The  thought  that  breathes,  the  word  that  burns 

Here,  where  on  eagle's  wings  we  move 

With  him  whose  last,  best  creed  is  Love. 

3  Lord,  it  is  good  for  us  to  be 

p  Entranced,  enwrapt,  alone  with  Thee, 
Watching  the  glistening  raiment  glow 
Whiter  than  Hermon's  whitest  snow, 
The  human  lineaments  that  shine 
Irradiant  with  a  light  Divine ; 

m  Till  we  too  change  from  grace  to  grace, 
Gazing  on  that  transfigured  face. 

4  Lord,  it  is  good  for  us  to  be 

Here  on  the  Holy  Mount  with  Thee ; 

p  When  darkling  in  the  depths  of  night, 
When  dazzled  with  excess  of  light, 
We  bow  before  the  heavenly  Voice 
That  bids  bewildered  souls  rejoice : 
Though  love  wax  cold,  and  faith  be  dim, 

f  '  This  is  my  Son !  0  hear  ye  Him ! ' 

A.  P.  Stanley. 
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1/0  WHERE  is  He  that  trod  the  sea, 

0  where  is  He  that  spake, 
m  And  demons  from  their  victims  flee, 

The  dead  their  slumbers  break  : 
The  palsied  rise  in  freedom  strong, 

The  dumb  men  talk  and  sing, 
And  from  blind  eyes,  benighted  long, 
Bright  beams  of  morning  spring  ? 

2  f  0  where  is  He  that  trod  the  sea, 

0  where  is  He  that  spake, 
And  piercing  words  of  liberty 

The  deaf  ears  open  shake  ; 
m  And  mildest  words  arrest  the  haste 

Of  fever's  deadly  fire, 
And  strong  ones  heal  the  weak  who  waste 

Their  life  in  sad  desire  1 

3  0  where  is  He  that  trod  the  sea  ? 

;Tis  only  He  can  save  ; 
m  To  thousands  hungering  wearily 

A  wondrous  meal  He  gave  ; 
Full  soon,  celestially  fed, 

Their  rustic  fare  they  take  ; 
'Twas  springtide  when  He  blest  the  bread, 

And  harvest  when  He  brake. 

*   p  0  where  is  He  that  trod  the  sea  ? 

My  soul  !  the  Lord  is  here  : 
Let  all  thy  fears  be  hushed  in  thee  ; 
'in      To  leap,  to  look,  to  hear 

Be  thine  :  thy  needs  He  '11  satisfy, 

Art  thou  diseased  or  dumb, 
Or  dost  thou  in  thine  hunger  cry  ? 
/      '  I  come,'  saith  Christ,  '  I  come.' 

T.  T.  Lynch. 
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1   m         BIRDS  have  their  quiet  nest, 

Foxes  their  holes,  and  man  his  peaceful  bed ; 

All  creatures  have  their  rest, 
But  Jesus  had  not  where  to  lay  His  head. 

And  yet  He  came  to  give 
The  weary  and  the  heavy-laden  rest ; 

To  bid  the  sinner  live, 
And  soothe  our  griefs  to  slumber  on  His  breast. 

3  p          I  who  once  made  Him  grieve, 

\  who  once  bid  His  gentle  spirit  mourn ; 

Whose  hand  essay'd  to  weave 
For  His  meek  brow  the  cruel  crown  of  thorn : — 

4  0  why  should  I  have  peace  ? 

m  Why— but  for  that  unchanged,  undying  love 

Which  would  not,  could  not  cease, 
Until  it  made  me  heir  of  joys  above  ? 

5  Yes,  but  for  pardoning  grace, 
I  feel  I  never  should  in  glory  see 

The  brightness  of  that  face, 
p  Which  once  was  pale  and  agonized  for  me ! 

6  m          Let  the  birds  seek  their  nest, 

Foxes  their  holes,  and  man  his  peaceful  bed ; 

Come,  Saviour,  in  my  breast 
Deign  to  repose  Thine  oft-rejected  head ! 

7  Come !  give  me  rest,  and  take 

The  only  rest  on  earth  Thou  lov'st,— within 
Very  slowly.  \p  _       A  heart,  that  for  Thy  sake 


Lies  bleeding,  broken,  penitent  for  sin. 

J.  S.  B.  Monsell. 
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1  j-  ALL  glory,  laud,  and  honour, 

To  Thee,  Redeemer  King ! 
m  To  whom  the  lips  of  children 

Made  sweet  hosannas  ring. 
/  Thou  art  the  King  of  Israel, 

Thou  David's  Royal  Son, 
Who  in  the  Lord's  name  comest, 

The  King  and  Blessed  One. 

2  The  company  of  angels 

Are  praising  Thee  on  high : 
And  mortal  men,  and  all  things 
Created,  make  reply. 

131  Orig.  Ed. 
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The  people  of  the  Hebrews 
With  palms  before  Thee  went ; 

Our  praise, and  prayer, and  anthems, 
Before  Thee  we  present. 

3  m  To  Thee  before  Thy  Passion, 

They  sang  their  hymns  of  praise : 
/  To  Thee,  now  high  exalted, 

Our  melody  we  raise ! 
m  Thou  didst  accept  their  praises ; 

Accept  the  praise  we  bring, 
Who  in  all  good  delightest, 
Thou  good  and  gracious  King. 
S.  Theodulph,  tr.  J.  M.  Nealc. 
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m  DESCEND  to  Thy  Jerusalem,  O  Lord, 
Her  faithful  children  cry  with  one  accord ; 
Come,  ride  in  triumph  on ;  behold,  we  lay 
Our  guilty  lusts  and  proud  wills  in  Thy  way. 
Thy  road  is  ready,  Lord ;  Thy  paths  made  straight, 
In  longing  expectation  seem  to  wait 
The  consecration  of  Thy  beauteous  feet, 
And  hark,  hosannas  loud  Thy  footsteps  greet. 

ite 


Wel-come,  O    wel  -  come 
ILn  -  ter  and  chase  them 
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/  Welcome,  0  welcome  to  our  hearts,  Lord,  here 
Thou  hast  a  temple  too,  and  full  as  dear 

p  As  that  in  Zion,  and  as  full  of  sin ; 

How  long  shall  thieves  and  robbers  dwell  therein? 

r&  Enter  and  chase  them  forth,  and  cleanse  the  floor ; 
Destroy  their  strength,  that  they  may  never  more 
Profane  with  traffic  vile  that  holy  place 
Which  Thou  hast  chosen,  there  to  set  Thy  face. 
And  then,  if  our  stiff  tongues  shall  silent  be 
In  praises  of  Thy  finished  victory, 

f  The  temple  stones  shall  cry,  and  loud  repeat 
'Hosanna!'  and  Thy  gracious  footsteps  greet. 

134  Jeremy  Taylor. 
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1  m  RIDE  on !  ride  on  in  majesty ! 

Hark,  all  the  tribes  Hosanna  cry ! 
0  Saviour  meek,  pursue  Thy  road, 
With  palms  and  scattered  garments  strewed ! 

2  /  Ride  on,  ride  on  in  majesty ! 
p  In  lowly  pomp  ride  on  to  die : 

/  0  Christ,  Thy  triumphs  now  begin 
O'er  captive  death  and  conquer'd  sin ! 

3  m  Ride  on,  ride  on  in  majesty ! 

The  winged  squadrons  of  the  sky 
p  Look  down  with  sad  and  wondering  eyes 
To  see  the  approaching  Sacrifice ! 

4  m  Ride  on,  ride  on  in  majesty ! 

Thy  last  and  fiercest  strife  is  nigh: 
The  Father  on  His  sapphire  throne 
Awaits  His  own  anointed  Son ! 

5  /  Ride  on,  ride  on  in  majesty! 
p  In  lowly  pomp  ride  on  to  die ; 

Bow  Thy  meek  Head  to  mortal  pain, 
/  Then  take,  0  God,  Thy  power  and  reign ! 

H.  H.  Milman. 
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COME  and  mourn  with  me  awhile, 
0  come  ye  to  the  Saviour's  side ; 
0  come,  together  let  us  mourn, 
Jesus;  our  Lord,  is  crucified. 

2  Have  we  no  tears  to  shed  for  Him, 
While  soldiers  scoff  and  Jews  deride  ? 
Ah !  look  how  patiently  He  hangs ; 
Jesus,  our  Lord,  is  crucified. 

3  m  What  was  Thy  crime,  my  dearest  Lord  ? 

By  earth,  by  heaven,  Thou  hast  been  tried, 
And  guilty  found  of  too  much  love ; 
Jesus,  our  Lord,  is  crucified. 

4  Found  guilty  of  excess  of  love, 

It  was  Thine  own  sweet  will  that  tied 
Thee  closer  far  than  helpless  nails ; 
Jesus,  our  Lord,  is  crucified. 
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{>   p  0  break,  0  break,  hard  heart  of  mine; 
Thy  weak  self-love  and  guilty  pride, 
His  Pilate  and  His  Judas  were ; 
Jesus,  our  Lord,  is  crucified. 

b        A  broken  heart,  a  fount  of  tears, 
Ask  and  they  will  not  be  denied ; 
A  broken  heart  love's  cradle  is ; 
Jesus,  our  Lord,  is  crucified. 

7  'in  0  love  of  God !  0  sin  of  man ! 

In  this  dread  act  your  strength  is  tried, 
/  And  victory  remains  with  love ; 
p  For  He,  our  Lord,  is  crucified. 

F.  W.  Faber. 

109 

1  p  A  VOICE  upon  the  midnight  air, 

Where  Kedron's  moonlit  waters  stray, 
Weeps  forth,  in  agony  of  prayer, 
'0  Father,  take  this  cup  away !' 

2  Ah,  Thou,  who  sorrowest  unto  death, 
/  We  conquer  in  Thy  mortal  fray  ; 

p  And  Earth  for  all  her  children  saith, 
'0  God,  take  not  this  cup  away!' 

3  0  Lord  of  sorrow !  meekly  die ; 

rm  Thou'lt  heal  or  hallow  all  our  woe ; 
j>  Thy  Name  :  efresh  the  mourner's  sigh, 
Thy  peace  revive  the  faint  and  low. 

4  /  Great  Chief  rf  faithful  souls !  arise ; 

None  else  can  lead  the  martyr-band, 
Who  teach  the  brave,  how  peril  flies, 
When  Faith  unarmed  uplifts  the  hand, 

5  0  King  of  earth !  the  cross  ascend ; 
O'er  climes  and  ages  'tis  Thy  throne ; 

in  Where'er  Thy  fading  eye  may  bend 
The  desert  blooms,  and  is  Thine  own. 

6  p  Thy  parting  blessing,  Lord,  we  pray : 

Make  but  one  fold  below,  above ; 
And  when  we  go  the  last  lone  way, 
m  Oh,  give  the  welcome  of  Thy  love ! 

J.  Martineau. 
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m  Go  to  dark  Gethsemane, 

Ye  that  feel  the  tempter's  power, 

Your  Redeemer's  conflict  see ! 

Watch  with  Him  one  bitter  hour : 

Turn  not  from  His  griefs  away : 

Learn  of  Jesus  Christ  to  pray. 

Follow  to  the  judgment-hall : 

View  the  Lord  of  life  arraigned. 
p  0  the  wormwood  and  the  gall ! 

0  the  pangs  His  soul  sustained ! 
m  Shun  not  suffering,  shame,  or  loss : 

Learn  of  Him  to  bear  the  cross. 
p  Calvary's  mournful  mountain  climb  • 

There,  adoring  at  His  feet, 

Mark  that  miracle  of  time, — 

God's  own  sacrifice  complete. 

'It  is  finished!'  hear  Him  cry: 

Learn  of  Jesus  Christ  to  die. 

Early  hasten  to  the  tomb, 

Where  they  laid  His  breathless  clay, 

All  is  solitude  and  gloom : 

Who  hath  taken  Him  away  ? 
f  Christ  is  risen ; — He  seeks  the  skies : 

Saviour,  teach  us  so  to  rise. 

13$  J.  Montgomery. 
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1  p  IT  is  finished !  Man"  of  Sorrows  ! 

From  Thy  cross  our  frailty  borrows 
/      Strength  to  bear  and  conquer  thus. 

2  p  While  extended  there  we  view  Thee, 

Mighty  Sufferer !  draw  us  to  Thee, 
/     Sufferer  victorious ! 

3  m  Not  in  vain  for  us  uplifted, 

Man  of  Sorrows,  wonder  gifted, 
May  that  sacred  emblem  be ; 

4  /  Lifted  high  amid  the  ages, 

Guide  of  heroes,  saints,  and  sages, 
May  it  guide  us  still  to  Thee ! 

5  p  Still  to  Thee !  whose  love  unbounded, 

Sorrow's  depths  for  us  hath  sounded, 
Perfected  by  conflicts  sore. 

6  /  Honoured  be  Thy  cross  for  ever ; 

Star  that  points  our  high  endeavour 
Whither  Thou  hast  gone  before ! 

F.  H.  Hedge. 
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May  be  sung  to  .Sherlxirnt',  Xo.  113. 
1. 

/i  WHEN  on  Sinai's  top  I  see 
God  descend  in  majesty 
To  proclaim  His  holy  law, 

p  All  my  spirit  sinks  with  awe. 

o. 

n  When,  in  ecstacy  sublime, 
Tabor's  glorious  steep  I  climb, 
At  the  too  transporting  light, 
Darkness  rushes  o'er  my  sight. 
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p  When  on  Calvary  I  rest, 
God  in  flesh  made  manifest, 

m  Shines  in  my  Redeemer's  face, 
Full  of  beauty,  truth,  and  grace. 

4. 
p  Here  I  would  for  ever  stay, 

Weep  and  gaze  my  soul  away  : 
m  Thou  art  heaven  on  earth  to  me, 
Lovely,  mournful  Calvary. 

J.  Montgomery. 
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1  m  NEVER  further  than  Thy  cross, 

Never  higher  than  Thy  feet ; 
Here  earth's  precious  things  seem 
dross,  [sweet. 

Here   earth's  bitter  things  grow 

2  p  Gazing  thus  our  sin  we  see, 

Learn  Thy  love  while  gazing  thus ; 
Sin  which  laid  the  cross  on  Thee, 
Love  which  bore  the  cross  for  us. 

3  m  Here  we  learn  to  serve  and  give, 

And,  rejoicing,  self  deny ; 
Here  we  gather  love  to  live, 
Here  we  gather  faith  to  die. 

4  Symbols  of  our  liberty 
And  our  service  here  unite ; 
Captives,  by  Thy  cross  set  free, 
Soldiers  of  Thy  cross,  we  fight. 

5  Pressing  onwards  as  we  can, 
Still  to  this  our  hearts  must  tend ; 
Where  our  earliest  hopes  began, 
There  our  last  aspirings  end. 

6  /  Till  amid  the  Hosts  of  Light, 

We  in  Thee  redeemed,  complete, 
Through  Thy  cross  made  pure  and 

white, 

Cast  our  crowns  before  Thy  feet. 
Elizabeth  Charles. 
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love  to   Christ   grows 


1  m  WHEN  my 

weak, 

When  for  deeper  faith  I  seek, 
Then  in  thought  I  go  to  thee, 
Garden  of  Gethsemane ! 

2  There  I  walk  amid  the  shades, 
While  the  lingering  twilight  fades, 

p  See  that  Suffering,  Friendless  One, 
Weeping,  praying  there  alone. 

3  m  When  my  love  for  man  grows  weak, 

When  for  stronger  faith  I  seek, 
p  Hill  of  Calvary !     I  go 

To  thy  scenes  of  fear  and  woe ; — 

4  There  behold  His  agony, 
Suffered  on  the  bitter  Tree ; 
See  His  anguish,  see  His  faith, 

/  Love  triumphant  still  in  death. 

5  m  Then  to  life  I  turn  again, 

Learning  all  the  worth  of  pain, 
Learning  all  the  might  that  lies 
In  a  full  self-sacrifice. 

6  /  Sing  we  then  to  God  above 

Praise  eternal  as  His  love ; 
Praise  Him,  all  ye  heavenly  host, 
Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 
J.  R.  Wreford,S.  Longfellow^  and 

C.  Wesley. 
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LORD,  as  to  Thy  dear  cross  we  flee, 
And  plead  to  be  forgiven, 

So  let  Thy  life  our  pattern  be, 
And  form  our  souls  for  heaven. 
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m  Help  us,  through  good  report  and  ill, 

Our  daily  cross  to  bear ; 
Like  Thee,  to  do  our  Father's  will, 
Our  brethren's  griefs  to  share. 

3. 

Let  grace  our  selfishness  expel, 

Our  earthliness  refine ; 
And  kindness  in  our  bosoms  dwell, 

As  free  and  true  as  Thine. 

4. 

Kept  peaceful  in  the  midst  of  strife, 

Forgiving  and  forgiven ; 
0  may  we  lead  the  pilgrim's  life, 
And  follow  Thee  to  heaven. 

J.  H.  Gurney. 
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1  wi  WE  sing  the  praise  of  Him  who  died, 

Of  Him  who  died  upon  the  Cross ; 
The  sinner's  hope  let  men  deride, 
For  this  we  count  the  world  but  loss. 

2  Inscribed  upon  the  Cross  we  see, 
In  shining  letters,  GOD  is  LOVE, 
He  bears  our  sins  upon  the  tree, 
He  brings  us  mercy  from  above. 

3  The  Cross !  it  takes  our  guilt  away, 
It  holds  the  fainting  spirit  up, 

It  cheers  with  hope  the  gloomy  day, 
And  sweetens  every  bitter  cup. 

4  /It  makes  the  coward  spirit  brave, 

And  nerves  the  feeble  arm  for  fight ; 
It  takes  its  terror  from  the  grave, 
p  And  gilds  the  bed  of  death  with  light. 

5  m  The  balm  of  life,  the  cure  of  woe, 

The  measure  and  the  pledge  of  love ; 
The  sinner's  refuge  here  below, 
/  The  angels'  theme  in  heav'n  above. 

T.  Kelly. 
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May  be  sung  to  St.  Fulbert,  No.  53. 

1  7^  COME,  let  us  join  our  cheerful  songs 

With  angels  round  the  throne ; 
/  Ten  thousand  thousand  are  their  tongues, 
But  all  their  joys  are  one. 

2  Worthy  the  Lamb  that  died,  they  cry, 

To  be  exalted  thus : 
Worthy  the  Lamb,  our  lips  reply, 
p      For  He  was  slain  for  us. 

3  m  Jesus  is  worthy  to  receive 

Honour  and  power  divine ; 
And  blessings  more  than  we  can  give 
Be,  Lord,  for  ever  Thine. 

4  /  Let  all  that  dwell  above  the  sky, 

And  air  and  earth  and  seas, 
Conspire  to  lift  Thy  glories  high, 
And  speak  Thine  endless  praise. 

5  /  The  whole  creation  join  in  one, 

To  bless  the  sacred  name 
Of  Him  that  sits  upon  the  throne, 
And  to  adore  the  Lamb. 


/.  Watts. 


US  Orig.  Ed. 
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COURLAND. 


1bis  Cross. 

6.6. 10.6.6. 10.     Iambic. 


II.  BAUMER. 


THOTT  who  didst  stoop  below 
To  drain  the  cup  of  woe, 
Wearing  the  form  of  frail  mortality ; 

Thy  blessed  labours  done, 
/         Thy  crown  of  victory  won, 
Hast  passed  from  earth,  passed  to 
Thy  home  on  liigh. 

2  m         Our  eyes  behold  Thee  not, 
Yet  hast  Thou  not  forgot 
Those  who  have  placed  their  hope, 

their  trust  in  Thee, 
Before  Thy  Father's  face 
Thou  hast  prepared  a  place, 
That  where  Thou  art,  there  they 
may  also  be. 

5  p 


3  p        It  was  no  path  of  flowers, 

Which,  through  this  world  of  ours, 
Beloved  of  the  Father,  Thou  didst 

And  shall  we  in  dismay  [tread ; 

Shrink  from  the  narrow  way, 
When  clouds  and  darkness  are  around 
it  spread? 

4  /       0  Thou,  who  art  our  life, 

Be  with  us  through  the  strife ; 
p  Thy   holy   head   by    earth's    tierce 

storms  was  bowed : 
m        Raise  Thou  our  eyes  above, 

To  see  a  Father's  love 
Beam,  like  the  bow  of  promise,  thro' 
the  cloud. 
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And  0,  if  thoughts  of  gloom 
Should  hover  o'er  the  tomb, 
/  That  light  of  love  our  guiding  star  shall  be : 
p  Our  spirits  shall  not  dread 

The  shadowy  path  to  tread, 
/  Friend,  Guardian,  Saviour,  which  doth  lead  to  Thee. 

Sarah  E.  Miles. 
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RANGE  LINGUA. 


8.7.8.7. 


Christ. 

ETTS'  Cantica  Sacra,  1840. 


ISO  Orig.  Ed. 


1  m  IN  the  Cross  of  Christ  I  glory : 

Towering  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time, 
All  the  light  of  sacred  story 
Gathers  round  its  head  sublime. 

2  p  When  the  woes  of  life  o'ertake  me, 

Hopes  deceive,  and  fears  annoy, 
/  Never  shall  the  Cross  forsake  me : 
Lo  !  it  glows  with  peace  and  joy. 

3  m  When  the  sun  of  bliss  is  beaming 

Light  and  love  upon  my  way: 
f  From  the  Cross  the  radiance  streaming 
Adds  more  lustre  to  the  day. 

4  m  Bane  and  blessing,  pain  and  pleasure, 

By  the  Cross  are  sanctified ; 
Peace  is  there,  that  knows  no  measure, 
Joys,  that  through  all  time  abide. 

5  /  In  the  Cross  of  Christ  I  glory ; 

Towering  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time, 
All  the  light  of  sacred  story 
Gathers  round  its  head  sublime. 

Sir  J.  Bo  wring. 
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ROCKINGHAM. 


Cross* 

L.M. 


E.  MILLER,  Mus.  Doc. 
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WHEN  I  survey  the  wondrous  Cross 
On  which  the  Prince  of  Glory  died, 
My  richest  gain  I  count  but  loss, 
And  pour  contempt  on  all  my  pride. 

2  Forbid  it.  Lord,  that  I  should  boast, 
Save  in  the  Cross  of  Christ  my  God  : 
All  the  vain  things  that  charm  me  most, 
I  sacrifice  them  to  His  blood. 

3  p  See  from  His  head,  His  hands,  His  feet, 

Sorrow  and  love  flow  mingled  down  : 
Did  e'er  such  love  and  sorrow  meet, 
Or  thorns  compose  so  rich  a  crown  « 

4  m  Were  the  whole  realm  of  nature  mine, 

That  were  a  present  far  too  small  ; 
/  Love  so  amazing,  so  divine, 

Demands  my  soul,  my  life,  my  all  ! 
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ST.  ALBINUS. 


Xorfc  Sesus  Cbrist. 
1bis  IResurrection. 

7.8.7.8.,  with  Alleluia.  H.  J.  GAUNTLETT,  Mus.  Doc. 


r~c»...    g- _i  _~ — rq" 
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1  /      JESUS  lives !  no  longer  now 

Can  thy  terrors,  Death,  appal  us : 

Jesus  lives !  by  this  we  know 
Thou,  0  grave,  canst  not  enthral  us. 

2  Jesus  lives !  henceforth  is  death 
But  the  gate  of  life  immortal ; 

m      This  shall  calm  our  trembling  breath, 
When  we  pass  its  gloomy  portal. 

3  Jesus  lives  !  for  us  He  died : 
Then,  alone  to  Jesus  living, 

Pure  in  heart  may  we  abide, 
/  Praise  to  Him  and  glory  giving. 

4  m      Jesus  lives !  our  hearts  know  well 

Naught  from  us  His  love  shall  sever ; 
Life,  nor  death,  nor  powers  of  hell, 
Part  us  now  from  Christ  for  ever. 

5  /      Jesus  lives !  to  Him  the  throne 

High  o'er  heaven  and  earth  is  given : 

May  we  go  where  He  is  gone, 
Rest  and  reign  with  Him  in  heaven. 

C.  F.  Gellert,  tr.  F.  E.  Cox. 
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Ibis  "Resurrection. 

8.8.8.4. 
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From  PALESTRINA. 
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A  -    men. 


2  HI  The  powers  of  death  have  done  their  worst, 

And  Jesus  hath  His  foes  dispersed ; 
f  Let  shouts  of  praise  and  joy  outburst— 

3  m  On  that  third  morn  He  rose  again, 

In  glorious  majesty  to  reign ; 
/  0  let  us  swell  the  joyful  strain — 

4  p  Lord,  by  the  stripes  which  wounded  Thee, 

From  death's  dread  sting  Thy  servants  free, 
f  That  we  may  live  and  sing  to  Thee — 

Latin  Hymn,  tr,  F.  Pott. 
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EASTER  HYMN. 


OLorD  5esus  Cbrist. 

7.7.7.7.,  with  Refrain.  Lyra  Davidica. 
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1  /  Christ  the  Lord,  is    risen  to  -  day,         Al 
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fMs  Iftesurrectfotu 


2  m  Love's  redeeming  work  is  done ; 

/  Fought  the  fight,  the  battle  won; 
p  Lo !  our  Sun's  eclipse  is  o'er : 
Lo  !  He  sets  in  blood  no  more. 

3  Vain  the  stone,  the  watch,  the  seal, 
/  Christ  hath  burst  the  gates  of  hell  j 

Death  in  vain  forbids  Him  rise ; 
Christ  hath  opened  Paradise. 

4  Lives  again  our  glorious  King ; 
Where,  0  Death,  is  now  thy  sting? 

p  Once  He  died  our  souls  to  save : 
/  Where 's  thy  victory,  0  Grave  ? 

6  in  Soar  we  now  where  Christ  hath  led, 
Following  our  exalted  Head : 
Made  like  Him,  like  Him  we  rise : 
Ours  the  cross,  the  grave,  the  skies. 

6   /  Hail !  the  Lord  of  earth  and  heaven : 
Praise  to  Thee  by  both  be  given. 
Thee  we  greet  triumphant  now : 
Hail !  the  Resurrection,  Thou ! 

C.  Wesley 
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2lor6  Jesus  Christ. 
•J24  ii.ii.ii.ii.ii. 

'WELCOME,  HAPPY  MORNING.'  Sir  A.  S.  SULLIVAX,  Mus.  Doc. 
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HMs  iResurrection. 
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2  m  Earth  her  joy  confesses,  clothing  her  for  Spring, 

All  good  gifts  returned  with  her  returning  King : 

Bloom  in  every  meadow,  leaves  on  every  bough, 

Speak  His  sorrows  ended,  hail  His  triumph  now. 

/  Hell  to-day  is  vanquished  ;  heaven  is  won  to-day ! 

3  m  Months  in  due  succession,  days  of  lengthening  light, 

Hours  and  passing  moments  praise  Thee  in  their  flight ; 
Brightness  of  the  morning,  sky  and  fields  and  sea, 
Vanquisher  of  darkness,  bring  their  praise  to  Thee. 
f  '  Welcome,  happy  morning  ! '  age  to  age  shall  say. 

4  ut  Maker  and  Redeemer,  Life  and  Health  of  all, 

Thou  from  heaven  beholding  human  nature's  fall, 
Of  the  Father's  Godhead  true  and  only  Son, 
Manhood  to  deliver,  manhood  didst  put  on. 
/  Hell  to-day  is  vanquished  ;  heaven  is  won  to-day  ! 

5  p  Thou  of  Life  the  Author,  death  didst  undergo, 

Trod  the  path  of  darkness,  saving  strength  to  show ; 
/  Come,  then,  True  and  Faithful,  now  fulfil  Thy  word ; 
'Tis  Thine  own  Third  Morning !  Rise,  0  buried  Lord ! 
'  Welcome,  happy  morning  ! '  age  to  age  shall  say. 

6  m  Loose  the  souls  long  prisoned,  bound  with  Satan's  chain ; 

All  that  now  is  fallen  raise  to  life  again ; 
/  Show  Thy  face  i-n  brightness,  bid  the  nations  see; 
Bring  again  our  daylight :  day  returns  with  Thee ! 
Hell  to-day  is  vanquished  ;  heaven  is  won  to-day  ! 
Fortunatus,  tr.  J.  Ellerton. 
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LANCASHIRE. 


ZTbe  Xovfc  5esus  Cbrist. 

7.6.7.6.  D. 


H.  SMART. 
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May  be  sung  to  Aurelia,  Xo.  453. 


1  /  THE  Day  of  Resurrection ! 

Earth !  tell  it  out  abroad ! 
The  Passover  of  gladness ! 

The  Passover  of  God ! 
m  From  Death  to  Life  Eternal, 

From  this  world  to  the  sky, 
/  Our  Christ  hath  brought  us 'over, 

With  hymns  of  victory. 

2  m  Our  hearts  be  pure  from  evil, 

That  we  may  see  aright 
The  Lord  in  rays  eternal 
Of  Resurrection-Light; 

1570rig.  Ed.  J54 


p  And,  listening  to  His  accents, 
May  hear  so  calm  and  plain, 
His  own  All  hail !  and  hearing, 
/     May  raise  the  victor  strain ! 

3    Now  let  the  heav'ns  be  joyful ! 

Let  earth  her  song  begin ! 
Let  the  round  world  keep  triumph, 

And  all  that  is  therein 
Invisible  and  visible, 

Their  notes  let  all  things  blend, — 
For  Christ  the  Lord  is  risen, — 

Our  Joy  that  hath  no  end. 
St.  John  Damascene,  tr.  J.  M,  Neale. 


Ibis  ascension. 


VIA  LUCIS. 


10.6.10.6. 


G.  LOMAS,  Mus.  Bac. 
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1  m  ETE  hath  not  seen  Thy  glory :  Thou  alone 

The  path  of  light  hast  trod ; 
/  And  in  Thy  kingdom,  on  the  Father's  throne 
Thou  reignest,  Son  of  God. 

2  m  Yet  Thou  abidest  with  us,  King  of  kings, 

Thy  loveliness  we  see ; 

And  through  the  hallowed  veil  of  earthly  things 
Hold  communing  with  Thee. 

3  Thou  livest  in  us :  from  the  tomb  of  earth 

To  heaven  with  Thee  we  rise, 
And  through  the  portals  of  our  second  birth 
Behold  the  eternal  prize. 

4  /  The  door  in  heaven  is  opened  :  Jesus,  Lord, 

The  crown  is  on  Thy  brow ; 
'Mid  the  immortal  hosts  of  light  adored 
In  glory  dwellest  Thou. 

E.  W.  Eddis. 
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Xorfc  3esus  Cbrist. 


STANLEY. 


7.7.7.7.  D. 


Sir  J.  Goss,  Mus.  Doc. 
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Small  notes  for  verse  1. 
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Ibis  Hscension. 
127 

1  iii  UK  is  gone — beyond  the  skies, 

A  cloud  receives  Him  from  our  eyes : 
/  Gone  beyond  the  highest  height 

Of  mortal  gaze  or  angels'  flight; 
p  Through  the  veils  of  time  and  space, 

Pass'd  into  the  Holiest  Place ; 

All  the  toil,  the  sorrow  done, 
/  All  the  battle  fought  and  won. 

2  m  He  is  gone — towards  their  goal 

World  and  Church  must  onward  roll  : 
Far  behind  we  leave  the  past, 
Forwards  are  our  glances  cast : 
Still  His  words  before  us  range 
Through  the  ages  as  they  change: 
/  Wheresoe'er  the  Truth  shall  lead, 
lie  will  give  whate'er  we  need. 

3  m  He  is  gone — but  we  once  more 

Shall  behold  Him  as  before, 
In  the  heaven  of  heavens  the  same, 
As  on  earth  He  went  and  came. 
In  the  many  mansions  there, 
Place  for  us  He  will  prepare : 
In  that  world,  unseen,  unknown, 
He  and  we  may  yet  be  one. 

4  He  is  gone — but  not  in  vain 
Wait  we  till  He  comes  again  ; 
He  is  ris'n,  He  is  not  here, 
Far  above  this  earthly  sphere ; 
Evermore  in  heart  and  mind, 
Where  our  peace  in  Him  we  find, 

/  To  our  own  eternal  Friend, 
Thitherward  let  us  ascend. 

A.  P.  Stanley. 
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ZTbe  Xotft  Sesus  Cbrist. 


ST.  SAVIOUR. 


F.  G.  BAKEK. 
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1  /  THE  golden  gates  are  lifted  up, 

The  doors  are  open'd  wide  ; 
The  King  of  Glory  is  gone  in 
Unto  His  Father's  side. 

2  in  Thou  art  gone  up  before  us,  Lord, 

To  make  for  us  a  place, 
That  we  may  be  where  now  Thou  art, 
And  look  upon  God's  face. 

3  And  ever  on  our  earthly  path, 

A  gleam  of  glory  lies ; 
A  light  still  breaks  behind  the  cloud, 
That  veil'd  Thee  from  our  eyes. 

4  /  Lift  up  our  hearts,  lift  up  our  minds, 
m      Let  Thy  dear  grace  be  given, 

That  while  we  wander  here  below, 
Our  treasure  be  in  heaven. 

5  That,  where  Thou  art,  at  God's  right  hand, 

Our  hope,  our  love  may  be ; 
Dwell  Thou  in  us,  that  we  may  dwell 
For  evermore  in  Thee. 

Cecil  Frances  Alexander. 
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Ibis  ascension. 


ST.  SEPULCHRE. 


L.M. 
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1  >n  WHERE  high  the  heavenly  temple  stands, 

The  house  of  God  not  made  with  hands, 
A  great  High  Priest  our  nature  wears ; 
The  Guardian  of  mankind  appears. 

2  Though  now  ascended  up  on  high, 
He  bends  on  earth  a  Brother's  eye ; 

.    '    Partaker  of  the  human  name, 

He  knows  the  frailty  of  our  frame. 

3  p  Our  Fellow-Sufferer  yet  retains 

A  fellow-feeling  of  our  pains ; 
And  still  remembers,  in  the  skies, 
His  tears,  His  agonies  and  cries. 

4  In  every  pang  that  rends  the  heart, 
The  Man  of  Sorrows  had  a  part : 
He  sympathizes  with  our  grief, 
And  to  the  sufferer  sends  relief. 

5  /  With  boldness,  therefore,  at  the  throne,, 
in  Let  us  make  all  our  sorrows  known, 

And  ask  the  aid  of  heavenly  power, 
To  help  us  in  the  evil  hour. 

M.  Bruce. 
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TRIUMPH 


Xorfc  3e6us  Cbrist. 

8.7.8.7.4.7. 


H.  J.  GAITNTLETT,  Mus.  Doc. 
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1  m  LOOK,  ye  saints,  the  sight  is  glorious : 

See  the  Man  of  Sorrows  now, 
/  From  the  fight  returned  victorious 
Every  knee  to  Him  shall  bow. 

Crown  Him,  crown  Him : 
Crowns  become  the  Victor's  brow. 

2  m  Crown  the  Saviour,  angels  crown  Him ; 

Rich  the  trophies  Jesus  brings ; 
/  In  the  seat  of  power  enthrone  Him, 
While  the  vault  of  heaven  rings. 

Crown  Him,  crown  Him : 
Crown  the  Saviour,  King  of  kings ! 

3  p  Sinners  in  derision  crowned  Him, 

Mocking  thus  the  Saviour's  claim  ; 
/  Saints  and  angels  crowd  around  Him, 
Own  His  title,  praise  His  name. 

Crown  Him,  crown  Him : 
Spread  abroad  the  Victor's  fame. 

4  I  lark,  those  bursts  of  acclamation ! 

Hark,  those  loud  triumphant  chords  •' 
Jesus  takes  the  highest  station : 
O  what  joy  the  sight  affords ! 

Crown  Him,  crown  Him, 
King  of  kings,  and  Lord  of  lords ! 
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Ibis  Bscension. 


BEDFORD. 


W.  WHEALL. 


1  in  WITH  joy  we  meditate  the  grace 

Of  our  High  Priest  above ; 

His  heart  is  made  of  tenderness, 

His  spirit  yearns  with  love. 

2  p  Touched  with  a  sympathy  within, 

He  knows  our  feeble  frame ; 
He  knows  what  sore  temptations  mean, 
For  He  has  felt  the  same. 

3  in  But  spotless,  innocent,  and  pure, 

The  great  Redeemer  stood, 
While  Satan's  fiery  darts  He  bore, 
And  did  resist  to  blood. 

4  p  He,  in  the  days  of  feeble  flesh, 

Poured  out  His  cries  and  tears ; 
And  in  His  measure  feels  afresh 
What  every  member  bears. 

5  -in  He'll  never  quench  the  smoking  flax, 

But  raise  it  to  a  flame ; 
The  bruised  reed  He  never  breaks, 
Nor  scorns  the  meanest  name. 

6  /  Then  let  our  humble  faith  address 

His  mercy  and  His  power ; 
We  shall  obtain  delivering  grace 
In  the  distressing  hour. 

/.  Watts. 

108  Grig.  Ed.  ]til 


DIADEMATA. 


Xorfc  Sesus  Cbrist 

S.M.  D.  Sir  G.  J.  ELVEV,  Mus.  Doc. 
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1  /      CROWX  Him  with  many  crowns, 

The  Lamb  upon  His  Throne ;  p 

Hark!   how  the  heavenly  anthem     m 

drowns 

All  music  but  its  own  : 
Awake,  my  soul,  and  sing 
p      Of  Him  who  died  for  thee, 
/And  hail  Him  as  thy  matchless 
Through  all  eternity.          [  King 

2  m     Crown  Him  the  Lord  of  peace,      !    / 
/     Whose  power  a  sceptre  sways        |    m, 

From  pole  to  pole,  that  wars  may     / 

cease, 

And  all  be  prayer  and  praise : 
171  Orig.  Ed.,  verse  added.  162 


His  reign  shall  know  no  end, 

And  round  His  pierced  Feet 

Fair  flowers  of  Paradise  extend 

Their  fragrance  ever  sweet. 

Crown  Him  the  Lord  of  heaven, 
One  with  the  Father  known, 

And  the  blest  Spirit  through  Him 

given 

From  yonder  triune  throne : 
All  hail,  Redeemer,  hail, 
For  Thou  hast  died  for  me ; 

Thy  praise  shall  never,  never  fail 
Throughout  eternity. 

M.  Bridges. 


ASCENSION. 

VOICES  IN  UNISON. 


1FMs  Hscension. 

8.M.  I).  H.  J.  GAUNTLETT,  Mus.  Doc. 


Pause  for  2nd  and  3rd  verses. 


I/ 


THOU  art  gone  up  on  high 

To  mansions  in  tne  skies ; 
And  round  Thy  throne  unceasingly 

The  songs  of  praise  arise. 
p      But  we  are  lingering  here, 

With  sin  and  care  oppressed ; 
m  Lord,  send  Thy  promised  Comforter,  j 

And  lead  us  to  our  rest. 


2         Thou  art  gone  up  on  high ; 
p      But  Thou  didst  first  come  down, 
Through  earth's  most  bitter  agony, 
To  pass  unto  Thy  crown ; 

173  Orig.  Ed.  163 


And  girt  with  griefs  and  fears 
Our  onward  course  must  be ; 
But  only  let  that  path  of  tears 
Lea,d  us  at  last  to  Thee ! 

3  m     Thou  art  gone  up  on  high ; 
But  Thou  shalt  come  again, 
With  all  the  bright  ones  of  the  sky 
Attendant  in  Thy  train. 
0,  by  Thy  saving  power, 
So  make  us  live  and  die,     [hour 
That  we  may  stand  in  that  dread 
At  Thy  right  hand  on  high. 

Emma  Toke. 


ST.  CECILIA. 


Xorfc  Jesus  Cbrist. 

6.6.6.6.  L.  G.  HAYNE,  Mus.  Doc. 
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1  m  THOU  hast  gone  up  again, 

Thou  who  didst  first  come  down, 
Thou  hast  gone  up  to  reign, 
Gone  up  from  cross  to  crown. 

2  m  Beyond  the  opening  sky 

No  more  Thy  face  we  see ; 
Yet  draw  our  souls  on  high, 
That  we  may  dwell  with  Thee. 

3  Up  to  those  regions  blest 
Where  faith  has  fullest  sway, 
Up  to  Thine  endless  rest, 
Up  to  Thy  cloudless  day; 

4  /  Up  to  that  glowing  life, 
m  Up  to  that  perfect  peace, 

Unvexed  by  doubt  or  strife, 
Where  care  and  conflict  cease, 

5  p  Up,  up  to  where  Thou  art, 

Fount  of  n  n wasting  Love, 
Up  to  that  mighty  Heart, 
All  its  great  power  to  prove. 

6  m  Not  now  for  distant  heaven 

Or  future  life  we  pray : 
Lord,  let  Thy  grace  be  given 
To  make  us  Thine  to-day. 

7  Here,  hold  us  in  Thy  hand, 
Here,  by  Thy  Spirit  guide, 
So  shall  our  hearts  ascend, 
And  still  with  Thee  abide. 

Eliza  Scudder. 
164 


Spirit 


ST.  ANDREW. 


S.M. 


Sir  J.  BARNEY. 


WHERE  is  thy  God,  my  soul? 
Is  He  within  thy  heart ; 
Or  ruler  of  a  distant  realm 
In  which  thou  hast  no  part  ? 

2  Where  is  thy  God,  my  soul  ? 
Only  in  stars  and  sun ; 

Or  have  the  holy  words  of  truth 
His  light  in  every  one '( 

3  Where  is  thy  God,  my  soul  ? 
Confined  to  Scripture's  page ; 

Or  does  His  Spirit  check  and  guide 
The  spirit  of  each  age  ? 

4/0  Ruler  of  the  sky, 

Rule  Thou  within  my  heart : 
0,  great  Adorner  of  the  world, 
Thy  light  of  life  impart. 

5  m      Giver  of  holy  words, 

Bestow  Thy  holy  power, 
And  aid  me,  whether  work  or  thought 
Engage  the  varying  hour. 

6  /      In  Thee  have  I  my  help, 

As  all  my  fathers  had ; 
p  I'll  trust  Thee  when  I'm  sorrowful, 
/      And  serve  Thee  when  I'm  glad. 

T.  T.  Lynch. 
177  Orig.  Ed.  165 
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AMBLESIDE. 


Spirit 

6.5.  12  lines. 
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^  Spirit. 


RKPKAIN. 
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Hearts,  as    well    as       voi    -     ces,  m  Mingling  prayer  and  praise.      A-inen. 


2  AY  lieu  the  sun  ariseth 

In  a  cloudless  sky, 
May  we  feel  Thy  presence, 

Holy  Spirit,  nigh ; 
Shed  Thy  radiance  o'er  us, 

Keep  it  cloudless  still, 
Through  the  day  before  us, 

Perfecting  Thy  will. 

3  p  When  the  fight  is  fiercest 

In  the  noontide  heat, 
Bear  us,  Holy  Spirit, 

To  our  Saviour's  feet, 
There  to  find  a  refuge 

Till  our  work  is  done, 
/  There  to  fight  the  battle 

Till  the  battle's  won. 

176  Orisr.  Ed. 


p  If  the  day  be  falling 

Sadly  as  it  goes, 
Slowly  in  its  sadness 

Sinking  to  its  close, 
m  May  Thy  love  in  mercy 

Kindling,  ere  it  die, 
Cast  a  ray  of  glory 
O'er  our  evening  sky. 

m  Morning,  noon,  and  evening, 

Whensoe'er  it  be, 
Grant  us,  gracious  Spirit, 

Quickening  life  in  Thee ; 
/  Life,  that  gives  us,  living, 

Life  of  heavenly  love, 
Life,  that  brings  us,  dying, 
Life  from  heaven  above. 

G.  Thring. 
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Ube 


Spirit. 


HERRICK. 


H.  BAKER,  Mns.  Bac. 


fe  Td. 


Copyright,  lu,3,  by  W.  Uarrett  Border. 

1  TO  IN  the  hour  of  my  distress, 

When  temptations  me  oppress, 
And  when  I  my  sins  confess, 
p      Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 

2  m  When  I  lie  within  my  bed, 

Sick  in  heart,  and  sick  in  head, 
.  And  with  doubts  discomforted, 
p  Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 

3  When  the  house  doth  sigh  and  weep, 
And  the  world  is  drowned  in  sleep, 
Yet  mine  eyes  the  watch  do  keep, 

Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 

4  TO  When  God  knows  I'm  tossed  about, 

Either  with  despair  or  doubt, 
Yet,  before  the  glass  be  out, 
p      Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 

5  m  When  the  tempter  me  pursu'th 

With  the  sins  of  all  my  youth, 
And  condemns  me  for  untruth, 
p      Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 

6  TO  When  the  judgment  is  revealed, 

And  that  opened  which  was  sealed ; 
When  to  Thee  I  have  appealed, 
p      Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 

R.  Herrick. 
168 


TTbe  1bol£  Spirit. 


REDHEAD,  No.  76. 

-n 


R.  REDHEAD. 


1  m  GRACIOUS  Spirit,  dwell  with  me, — 

I  myself  would  gracious  be, 

And,  with  words    that    help    and 

heal, 

Would  Thy  life  in  mine  reveal ; 
/  And,  with  actions  bold  and  meek, 
Would  for  Christ  my  Saviour  speak. 

2  m  Truthful  Spirit,  dwell  with  me, — 

I  myself  would  truthful  be ; 
And,  with  wisdom  kind  and  clear, 
Let  Thy  life  in  mine  appear ; 
And,  with  actions  brotherly, 
Speak  my  Lord's  sincerity. 

£  p  Tender  Spirit,  dwell  with  rne,— 
I  myself  would  tender  be ; 
Shut  my  heart  up  like  a  flower 
in  temptation's  darksome  hour, 
m  Open  it  when  shines  the  sun, 
And  His  love  by  fragrance  own. 


178  Grig.  Ed. 
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4  p  Silent  Spirit,  dwell  with  me, — 

I  myself  would  quiet  be, 
Quiet  as  the  growing  blade, 
Which  through  earth  its  way  hath 

made 

Silently,  like  morning  light, 
Putting  mists  and  chills  to  Might. 

5  /  Mighty  Spirit,  dwell  with  me, — 

I  myself  would  mighty  be, 
Mighty  so  as  to  prevail 
Where  unaided  man  must  fail ; 
Ever  by  a  mighty  hope, 
Pressing  on  and  bearing  up. 

6  m  Holy  Spirit,  dwell  with  me,— 

I  myself  would  holy  be, 
Separate  from  sin,  I  would 
Choose  and  cherish  all  things  good ; 
/  And  whatever  I  can  be, 
Give  to  Him  who  gave  me  Thee. 
T.  T.  Lynch. 


Spirit, 


BRECON. 


N.  HEINS. 


179  Orig.  Ed. 


m  SPIRIT  Divine,  attend  our  prayers, 
And  make  this  house  Thy  home ; 
Descend  with  all  Thy  gracious  powers, — 
/      0  come,  great  Spirit  come ! 

m  Come  as  the  light — to  us  reveal 

Our  emptiness  and  woe ; 
And  lead  us  in  those  paths  of  life 
Where  all  the  righteous  go. 

Come  as  the  fire — and  purge  our  hearts 

Like  sacrificial  flame ; 
Let  our  whole  soul  an  offering  be 

To  our  Redeemer's  name. 

•p  Come  as  the  dew — and  sweetly  bless 

This  consecrated  hour ; 
m  May  barrenness  rejoice  to  own 

Thy  fertilizing  power. 

p  Come  as  the  dove — and  spread  Thy  wings, 

The  wings  of  peaceful  love ; 
And  let  Thy  Church  on  earth  become 
Blest  as  the  Church  above. 

f  Come  as  the  wind — with  rushing  sound, 

And  pentecostal  grace ; 
That  all  of  woman  born  may  see 
The  glory  of  Thy  face. 

m  Spirit  Divine,  attend  our  prayers, 

Make  a  lost  world  Thy  home ; 
/  Descend  with  all  Thy  gracious  powers, — 
0  come,  great  Spirit,  come ! 

A.  Reed. 
170 


ST.  FAITH. 


Spirit. 

L.M.  Bamberg  Hymn  Book,  1732. 
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1  p  HATH  not  thy  heart  within  thee  burned 

At  evening's  calm  and  holy  hour, 
As  if  its  inmost  depths  discerned 
The  presence  of  a  loftier  Power  1 

2  m  Hast  thou  not  heard  'mid  forest  glades, 

While  ancient  rivers  murmured  by, 
A  voice  from  fortli  the  eternal  shades, 
That  spake  a  present  Deity  ? 

3  p  And  as  upon  the  sacred  page, 

Thine  eye  in  rapt  attention  turned 

O'er  records  of  a  holier  age, 

Hath  not  thy  heart  within  thee  burned  ? 

4  It  was  the  voice  of  God,  that  spake 
In  silence  to  thy  silent  heart ; 

m  And  bade  each  holier  thought  awake, 
And  every  dream  of  earth  depart. 

5  Voice  of  our  God,  0  yet  be  near ! 

p  In  low,  sweet  accents  whisper  peace ; 
m  Direct  us  on  our  pathway  here ; 

Then  bid  in  heaven  our  wanderings  cease. 

S.  G.  Bulfinch. 
171 


QUAM  DILECTA. 


Spirit. 

6.6.6.6.  Bishop  H.  L.  TENNER. 


182  Orig.  Ed. 


1    p  GOD  sets  a  still  small  voice 

Deep  every  soul  within ; 
m  It  guide th  to  the  right, 
And  warneth  us  of  sin. 

•2        If  we  that  voice  obey, 

Clearer  its  tones  will  be, 

/  Till  all  God's  will  for  us 

Clear  as  noonday  we  see. 

3  p  If  we  that  voice  neglect, 

Fainter  will  be  its  tone ; 
If  still  unheeded,  it 
Will  leave  us  quite  alone. 

4  0  grief !  to  be  allowed 
To  go  our  own  wild  way ; 

m  Lord,  hold  Thy  children  back, 
Lest  we  so  sadly  stray. 

5  And  help  us  to  attend 

To  Thy  sweet  voice  divine ; 
/  Then  in  the  judgment  day, 
Own  us,  good  Lord,  as  Thine. 

172 


Esther  Wiglesworth. 


Ztbe 


Spirit 

6.6.4.6.6.6.4.  G.  LOMAS,  Mus.  Bac. 
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1  m  COME,  Holy  Ghost  in  love,  3 

Shed  on  us  from  above 

Thine  own  bright  ray ! 
Divinely  good  Thou  art ; 
Thy  sacred  gifts  impart 
To  gladden  each  sad  heart : 

0  come  to-day ! 

2  Come,  tenderest  Friend,  and  best, 
Our  most  delightful  Guest, 

With  soothing  power : 
p  Rest  which  the  weary  know, 

Shade,  'mid  the  noontide  glow, 

Peace,  when  deep  griefs  o'errlow, 
m      Cheer  us,  this  hour ! 

5    /'  Come,  all  the  faithful  bless ; 
Let  all  who  Christ  confess, 

His  praise  employ : 
Give  virtue's  rich  reward ; 
Victorious  death  accord, 
And,  with  our  glorious  Lord, 
Eternal  joy ! 

Robert  II.  of  France,  tr.  Ray  Palmer. 
183  Grip.  Ed.  173 


p  Come,  Light  serene,  and  still. 
Our  inmost  bosoms  fill, 

Dwell  in  each  breast ; 
We  know  no  dawn  but  Thine, 
Send  forth  Thy  beams  divine, 
On  our  dark  souls  to  shine, 

And  make  us  blest ! 

/  Exalt  our  low  desires ; 

Extinguish  passion's  fires ; 
m      Heal  every  wound : 

Our  stubborn  spirits  bend ; 

Our  icy  coldness  end ; 

Our  devious  steps  attend, 
While  heavenward  bound. 


WAVERTON. 


tlbe  Ifools  Spirit 

6.6.6.6.8.8. 


R.  JACKSON. 
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1     «i  OLOKD!  'with  one  accord,' 

We  gather  round  Thy  throne, 
p  To  hear  Thy  holy  word, 
To  worship  Thee  alone. 
/  Now   send   from  heaven   the   Holy 

Ghost, 
Be  this  another  Pentecost ! 


3     m  Where  is  the  mighty  wind 
That  shook  the  holy  place, 
That  gladdened  every  mind, 
And  brightened  every  face, 
And  where  the  cloven  tongues  of  flame 
That  marked  each  follower  of  the 
Lamb? 


2     p  We  have  no  strength  to  meet         4 
The  storms  that  round  us  lower, 
Keep  Thou  our  trembling  feet 
In  every  trying  hour , 

f  More  than  victorious  shall  we  be 
If  girded  with  Thy  panoply. 


There  is  no  change  in  Thee, 
Lord  God  the  Holy  Ghost, 
Thy  glorious  Majesty, 
Is  as  at  Pentecost  ! 

f  0  may  our  loosened  tongues  proclaim, 
That  Thou,  0  God,  art  still  the  same  I 


184  Orlg.  Ed. 


m  And  may  that  living  wave, 
That  issues  from  on  high, 
Whose  golden  waters  lave 
Thy  throne  eternally, 
Flow  down  in  power  on  us  to-day, 
And  none  shall  go  unblessed  away ! 

W.  Pennef cither. 
174 


FAVERSHAM. 


Ube  1bols  Spirit 

C.M. 


W.  C.  FlLBY. 
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1  f  OUR  God !  our  God !  Thou  shinest  here, 

Thine  own  this  latter  day : 
To  us  Thy  radiant  steps  appear : 
We  watch  Thy  glorious  way. 

2  m  Not  only  olden  ages  felt 

The  presence  of  the  Lord ; 

Not  only  with  the  fathers  dwelt 

Thy  Spirit  and  Thy  word. 

,3       Doth  not  the  Spirit  still  descend 
And  bring  the  heavenly  fire  ? 
Doth  not  He  still  Thy  Church  extend, 
And  waiting  souls  inspire  ? 

4    /  Come,  Holy  Ghost !  in  us  arise ; 

Be  this  Thy  mighty  hour ! 
m  And  make  Thy  willing  people  wise 
To  know  Thy  day  of  power ! 

o    /  Pour  down  Thy  fire  in  us  to  glow, 

Thy  might  in  us  to  dwell ; 
m  Again  Thy  works  of  wonder  show, 
Thy  blessed  secrets  tell ! 

6  /  Bear  us  aloft,  more  glad,  more  strong. 

On  Thy  celestial  wing, 
m  And  grant  us  grace  to  look  and  long 
For  our  returning  King. 

7  He  draweth  near,  He  standeth  by, 

He  fills  our  eyes,  our  ears ; 
/  'Come,  King  of  grace,'  Thy  people  cry, 
'  And  bring  the  glorious  years ! ' 

T.  H.  Gill, 
185  Orig.  Ed.,  u  2  omitted.  175 


ST.  CUTHBERT. 
-jj 


Spirit 

8.6.8.4.  J.  B.  DYKES,  Mus.  Doc. 
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OUR  blest  Redeemer,  ere  He  breathed 

His  tender  last  farewell, 
A  Guide,  a  Comforter  bequeathed, 
With  us  to  dwell. 

2  p  He  came  in  semblance  of  a  dove, 

With  sheltering  wings  outspread, 
The  holy  balm  of  peace  and  love 
On  each  to  shed. 

3  m  He  came  in  tongues  of  living  fire 

To  teach,  convince,  subdue ; 
/  All-powerful  as  the  wind  He  came— 
p  As  viewless  too. 

4  m  He  came  sweet  influence  to  impart, 

A  gracious,  willing  Guest, 
While  He  can  find  one  humble  heart 
j>  Wherein  to  rest. 

5  And  His  that  gentle  voice  we  hear, 

Soft  as  the  breath  of  even, 
That  checks  each  fault,  that  calms  each  fear, 
And  speaks  of  Heaven. 

6  m  And  every  virtue  we  possess, 
./'     And  every  conquest  won, 

m  And  every  thought  of  holiness, 
p  Are  His  alone. 

7  m  Spirit  of  purity  and  grace, 

Our  weakness  pitying  see ; 
/  0  make  our  hearts  Thy  dwelling-place, 
And  worthy  Thee. 

Harriet  Auler. 
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Spirit. 


ST.  FLAVIAN. 


DAY'S  Psalter,  1562. 


1  /  WHEN  God  of  old  came  down  from 

heaven, 

In  power  and  wrath  He  came ; 

Before  His  feet  the  clouds  were  riven, 

Half  darkness  and  half  flame. 

2  m  But  when  He  came  the  second  time, 

He  came  in  power  and  love ; 
p  Softer  than  gale  at  morning  prime 

Hover'd  His  Holy  Dove. 
'3  /  The  fires  that  rushed  on  Sinai  down 

In  sudden  torrents  dread, 
p  Now  gently  light,  a  glorious  crown, 

On  every  sainted  head. 

4  /  And,  as  on  Israel's  awestruck  ear, 

The  voice  exceeding  loud,   [hear, 

The  trump,  that  angels  quake  to 

ThrilPd  from  the  deep  dark  cloud ; 

5  m  So,  when  the  Spirit  of  our  God 

Came  down  His  flock  to  find, 
f  A  voice  from   heaven  was  heard 
A  rushing,  mighty  wind,  [abroad, 
Cm  It  fills  the  Church  of  God,  it  fills 

The  sinful  world  around  ; 
p  Only  in  stubborn  hearts  and  wills 
No  place  for  it  is  found. 

7  m  To  other  strains  our  souls  are  set : 

A  giddy  whirl  of  sin 
Fills  ear  and  brain,  and  will  not  let 
Heaven's  harmonies  come  in. 

8  /  Come,  Lord  ;  come,  Wisdom,  Love, 

and  Power, 

Open  our  ears  to  hear ; 
Let  us  not  miss  th'  accepted  hour ; 
Save,  Lord,  by  love  or  fear. 
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1  m  ENDURING  Soul  of  all  our  life, 

In  whom  all  beings  blend,  [strife. 
Unchanging  Peace  mid  storm  and 
Our  Parent,  Home,  and  End. 

2  /  Through  Thee  the  worlds,  with  all 

they  bear, 

Their  mighty  courses  run ; 
Through    Thee    the    heavens    are 

passing  fair, 
And  splendour  clothes  the  sun. 

3  m  Where'er  the  living  soul  looks  out 

From  eyes  of  beast  or  bird, 
p  Or  tendril  yearns  in  time  of  drought, 
Or  forest  leaf  is  stirred — 

4  Thy  Spirit  breathes,  Thy  way  is  seen, 
m      0  Fount  of  living  force, 

Who  art,  and  hast  for  ever  been, 
The  world's  eternal  Source. 

5  The  thoughts  that  move  the  heart  of 

And  lift  his  soul  on  high ;     [man 
The  skill  that  teaches  him  to  plan 
With  wondrous  subtlety;  [Mind, 

6  m  These  are  Thy  thoughts,  Almighty 

This  skill  is  Thine,  0  Lord, 

p  Who  dost  by  hidden  influence  bind 

All  powers  in  sweet  accord. 

7  m  No  noble  work  was  e'er  begun 

Which  came  not  first  from  heaven  ; 
No  living  deed  was  ever  done 

Without  Thine  impulse  given. 
8/0  fill  us  now,  Thou  living  Power, 

With  energy  divine ;  [hour 

m  Thus  shall  our  wills  from  hour  tu 

Become  not  ours,  but  Thine. 
.  E.  S.  Oakley. 
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May  be  sung  to  Cape  Town,  No.  149. 

1  '/»  COME  to  our  poor  nature's  night, 

With  Thy  blessed  inward  light, 
Holy  Ghost,  the  Infinite; 
p         Comforter  Divine. 

2  m  We  are  sinful — cleanse  us,  Lord, 

Sick  and  faint — Thy  strength  afford, 
Lost, — until  by  Thee  restored, 
p         Comforter  Divine. 

3  m  Orphans  are  our  souls,  and  poor, 

Give  us  from  Thy  heavenly  store, 
Faith,  love,  joy,  for  evermore, 
p         Comforter  Divine. 

4  m  Like  the  dew  Thy  peace  distil ; 

Guide,  subdue  our  wayward  will, 
Things  of  Christ  unfolding  still, 
p         Comforter  Divine. 

5  Gentle,  awful,  holy  Guest, 
Make  Thy  temple  in  each  breast ; 
There  Thy  presence  be  confessed, 

Comforter  Divine. 

6  With  us,  for  us,  intercede, 

And  with  voiceless  groauings  plead 
Our  unutterable  need, 
Comforter  Divine. 

7  m  In  us  'Abba,  Father,'  cry, 

Earnest  of  the  bliss  on  high : 
Seal  of  immortality, 
p          Comforter  Divine. 

8  /  Search  for  us  the  depths  of  God ; 

Upwards  by  the  starry  road, 
Bear  us  to  Thy  high  abode, 
p         Comforter  Divine. 
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ra  GRACIOUS  Spirit,  Holy  Ghost, 
Taught  by  Thee,  we  covet  most 
Of  Thy  gifts  at  Pentecost, 

p         Holy,  heavenly  Love. 

2  /  Faith,  that  mountains  could  remove, 

Tongues  of  earth  or  heaven  above, 
Knowledge  —  all  things  —  empty  prove, 
p         Without  heavenly  Love. 

3  m  Though  I  as  a  martyr  bleed, 

Give  my  goods  the  poor  to  feed, 
p  All  is  vain  —  if  Love  I  need  ; 
/         Therefore,  give  me  Love. 

4  m  Love  is  kind,  and  suffers  long  ; 

Love  is  meek,  and  thinks  no  wrong  ; 
Love  than  death  itself  more  strong  ; 
/         Therefore,  give  us  Love. 

5  m  Prophecy  will  fade  away, 

Melting  in  the  light  of  day  ; 

Love  will  ever  with  us  stay  : 

/         Therefore,  give  us  Love. 

6  TO  Faith  will  vanish  into  sight  ; 

Hope  be  emptied  in  delight  ; 
Love  in  heaven  will  shine  more  bright  ; 
/         Therefore,  give  us  Love. 

7  m  Faith  and  Hope  and  Love  we  see 

Joining  hand  in  hand  agree  ; 
/  But  the  greatest  of  the  three, 
And  the  best,  is  Love. 

C,  Wordsworth. 

193  Grig.  Ed.,  v.  8  omitted.  179 


Ube  1bol£  Spirit 

CREATOR  SPIRITUS.  8.8.8.8.8.8.  Sir  J.  STAINER,  Mus.  Doc. 


150 


By  permission  of  Novello  and  Company,  Limited. 

1  f  CREATOR  Spirit !  by  whose  aid 

The  world's  foundations  first  were  laid, 
m  Come,  visit  every  humble  mind ; 
Come,  pour  Thy  joys  on  all  mankind : 
From  sin  and  sorrow  set  us  free, 
And  make  us  temples  worthy  Thee. 

2  f  Thou  Strength  of  His  Almighty  hand, 

Whose  power  does  heaven  and  earth  command, 
Thrice  holy  Fount,  thrice  holy  Fire, 
m  Our  hearts  with  heavenly  love  inspire : 
Come,  and  Thy  sacred  unction  bring, 
To  sanctify  us  while  we  sing. 

3  /  Plenteous  of  grace,  descend  from  high, 

Rich  in  Thy  sevenfold  energy ; 
m  Give  us  Thyself,  that  we  may  see 
The  Father  and  the  Son  by  Thee : 
Make  us  eternal  truths  receive, 
And  practise  all  that  we  believe. 

4  /  Immortal  honour,  endless  fame, 

Attend  the  Almighty  Father's  name : 
The  Saviour  Son  be  glorified, 
p  Who  for  lost  man's  redemption  died : 
/  And  equal  adoration  be, 

Eternal  Paraclete,  to  Thee !  A  ttributed  to 
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/  COME,  Holy  Ghost,  our  hearts  inspire  ; 

Let  us  Thine  influence  prove, 
Source  of  the  old  prophetic  fire, 
Fountain  of  light  and  love. 

2. 

m  Come,  Holy  Ghost,  for  moved  by  Thee 

The  prophets  wrote  and  spoke ; 
Unlock  the  truth,  Thyself  the  key, 
Unseal  the  sacred  book. 

3. 
p  Expand  Thy  wings,  celestial  Dove, 

Brood  o'er  our  nature's  night ; 
On  our  disordered  spirits  move, 
And  let  there  now  be  light. 

4. 
m  God,  through  Himself,  we  then  shall  know, 

If  Thou  within  us  shine, 
/  And  sound,  with  all  Thy  saints  below, 
The  depths  of  love  divine. 

C.  Weslfj. 
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1  f)  SAT  not  the  Word 

Is  hidden  from  thee,  or  afar  removed ; 
wi  That  Word  is  heard 

Whene'er  within  its  voice  is  sought  and  loved. 

2  w  Soar  not  on  high, 

Nor  ask  who  thence  shall  bring  it  down  to  earth ; 

That  vaulted  sky 
Hath  no  such  star,  didst  thou  but  know  its  worth. 

3  Nor  launch  thy  bark 

In  search  thereof  upon  a  shoreless  sea, 

Which  has  no  ark, 
Nor  dove  to  bring  the  olive-branch  to  thee 

4  Then  do  not  roam 

In  search  of  that  which  wandering  cannot  win . 

At  home,  at  home, 
That  word  is  placed,  thy  mouth,  thy  heart  within 

5  0  seek  it  there ! 

Turn  to  its  teachings  with  devoted  will ; 

Watch  unto  prayer, 
And  in  the  power  of  faith  this  law  fulfil. 

B.  Barton. 
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1  TO  0  LOVE  Divine  !  —  whose  constant  beam 

Shines  on  the  eyes  that  will  not  see, 
And  waits  to  bless  us,  while  we  dream 
Thou  leav'st  us  when  we  turn  from  Thee  ! 

2  All  souls  that  struggle  and  aspire, 
All  hearts  of  prayer  by  Thee  are  lit  ; 
And,  dim  or  clear,  Thy  tongues  of  fire 
On  dusky  tribes,  and  centuries  sit. 

3  /  Nor  bounds,  nor  clime,  nor  creed  Thou  know'st, 

Wide  as  our  need  Thy  favours  fall  ; 
p  The  white  wings  of  the  Holy  Ghost 
Stoop  unseen  o'er  the  heads  of  all. 

4  m  Truth  which  the  sage  and  prophet  saw, 

Long  sought  without,  but  found  within, 
The  law  of  love  beyond  all  law, 
The  life  o'erflooding  death  and  sin  ! 

5  /  Shine,  Light  of  God  !—  make  broad  Thy  scope, 

To  all  who  sin  and  suffer  ;  more 
And  better  than  we  dare  to  hope 
Make  with  Thy  love  our  longings  poor. 

J.  G.  Whittier. 
183 


i/    dbe  1bol£  Spirit. 

Brt«?.ATH  OF  GOD.  S.M.  H- BAKER,  Mus.  Bac- 


b£:-^g-        E£ 


1039  Orig.  Ed. 
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^      BREATHK  on  me,  Breath  of  God, 
m      Fill  me  with  life  anew, 

That  I  may  love  what  Thou  dost  love, 
And  do  what  Thou  wouldst  do. 

2. 

p      Breathe  on  me,  Breath  of  God, 
m      Until  my  heart  is  pure, 
Until  with  Thee  I  will  one  will, 
To  do  or  to  endure. 

3. 

p      Breathe  on  me,  Breath  of  God, 
m      Till  I  am  wholly  Thine, 

Till  all  this  earthly  part  of  me 
/      Glows  with  Thy  fire  divine. 

4. 

p      Breathe  on  me,  Breath  of  God, 
m      So  shall  I  never  die, 
/  But  live  with  Thee  the  perfect  life 
Of  Thine  eternity. 

E.  Hatch. 
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m  0  SPIRIT,  whose  name  is  the  Saviour, 

Come,  enter  this  spirit  of  mine, 
And  make  it  for  ever  Thy  dwelling, 
A  home  wherein  all  things  are  Thine  ! 

2  0  Son  of  the  Father  Eternal, 

Once  with  us,  a  Friend  and  a  Guest, 
Abide  in  Thine  own  human  mansion, 
Its  Joy  and  its  Hope  and  its  Rest ! 

3  Leave  in  me  no  darkness  unlighted, 

Unwarmed  by  Thy  truth's  holy  fire ; 
No  thought  which  Thou  canst  not  inhabit, 
No  purpose  Thou  dost  not  inspire ! 

4  p  Shut  in  unto  silence,  my  midnight 

Is  dawn,  if  Thy  presence  I  see ; 

*     J 
m  When  I  open  my  doors  to  Thy  coming, 

Lo !  all  things  are  radiant  with  Thee. 

5  m  Oh,  what  is  so  sweet  as  to  love  Thee, 

And  live  with  Thee  always  in  sight  ? 
/  Lord,  enter  this  house  of  my  being, 
And  fill  every  room  with  Thy  light ! 

Lucy  Larcom. 
185 


TOULON. 


Ube  1bols  Spirit. 

10.10.10.10.  Genevan  Pmlter,  1635. 

a 


THOU  Life  within  my  life,  than  self  more  near, 
Thou  veiled  Presence  infinitely  clear, 
m  From  all  illusive  shows  of  sense  I  flee, 
To  find  my  centre  and  my  rest  in  Thee. 

2  m  Below  all  depths  Thy  saving  mercy  lies, 

Through  thickest  gloom  I  see  Thy  light  arise, 
Above  the  highest  heaven  Thou  art  not  found 
More  surely  than  within  this  earthly  round. 

3  /  Take  part  with  me  against  those  doubts  that  rise 

And  seek  to  throne  Thee  far  in  distant  skies ! 
Take  part  with  me  against  this  self  that  dares 
m  Assume  the  burden  of  these  sins  and  cares ! 

4  How  can  I  call  Thee  who  art  always  here, — 
How  shall  I  praise  Thee  who  art  still  most  dear, — 
What  may  I  give  Thee  save  what  Thou  hast  given, — 
And  whom  but  Thee  have  I  in  earth  or  heaven  ? 

Eliza  Scudder. 
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p  I  CANNOT  find  Thee.    Still  on  restless  pinion 

My  spirit  beats  the  void  where  Thou  dost  dwell  ; 
I  wander  lost  through  all  Thy  vast  dominion, 
And  shrink  beneath  Thy  light  ineffable. 

2  I  cannot  find  Thee.    E'en  when  most  adoring, 

Before  Thy  throne  I  bend  in  lowliest  prayer  ; 
Beyond  these  bounds  of  thought  my  thought  upsoaring, 
From  farthest  quest  comes  back  :  Thou  art  not  there. 

3  m  Yet  high  above  the  limits  of  my  seeing, 

2>      And  folded  far  within  the  inmost  heart, 

And  deep  below  the  deeps  of  conscious  being, 
m      Thy  splendour  shineth  :  there,  0  God  !  Thou  art. 

4  I  cannot  lose  Thee.    Still  in  Thee  abiding, 

The  end  is  clear,  how  wide  soe'er  1  roam  ; 
/  The  Hand  that  holds  the  worlds  my  steps  is  guiding, 
m      And  I  must  rest  at  last  in  Thee,  my  home. 

Eliza  Scudder. 
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m  COME,  gracious  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove, 
With  light  and  comfort  from  above ; 
Be  Thou   our  Guardian,  Thou   our 

Guide ; 
O'er  every  thought  and  step  preside. 

2. 

The  light  of  truth  to  us  display, 
And  make  us  know  and  choose  Thy 

way ; 

Plant  holy  fear  in  every  heart, 
That  we  from  God  may  ne'er  depart. 

3. 

Lead  us  to  holiness — the  road 
That  we  must    take   to   dwell  with 

God; 

Lead  us  to  Christ — the  living  Way, 
Nor  let  us  from  His  pastures  stray. 

4. 

Lead  us  to  God — our  final  rest, 
To  be  with  Him  for  ever  blest ; 
/Lead    us    to    heaven,   that  we  may 

share 
Fulness  of  joy  for  ever  there. 

S.  Browne. 
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1  m  COME,  Holy  Spirit,  kind  to  all, 

Arise  on  hearts  where  pride  is  slain, 
Inspire  the  weak  with  passion  high, 
And  break  in  light  o'er  seas  of  pain. 

2  p  Thou  wilt  have  mercy — that  1  know; 

I  dare  not  ask  Thy  special  care, 
m  But  lift  my  soul  to  Thy  good  power, 
p  And  melt  in    tears  my  wordless 
prayer. 

3  m  The  least  of  earth  who  turns  to  Thee 

Is  child  beloved  in  angels'  view ; 
The  present  Soul  of  Life,  unseen, 
Brings  gifts  of  grace  and  joy  most 
true. 

4  I  know  Thee  still,  the  Source  of 

might, 

I  crave  Thee  still,  the  perfect  Love ; 
Not  any  wandering  far  from  right 
Can    make   heaven's    blessed    law 

remove. 

5  mln  Thee,  0  Soul  of  every  good, 

Of  highest  beauty,  truth  revealed, 
/  We  live  and  move,  and  pierce  the  veil 
To  glory's  bright  and  boundless  field. 
R.  Russell. 


1044  Orig.  Ed. 


VOX  CELESTIS. 


1bols  Spirit. 

6.7.6.7.6.6.6.6. 


MTLES  B.  FOSTER. 


1  m     '  WHERE  is  your  God?;  they  say: 
/  Answer  them,  Lord  most  holy ! 

Show  them  Thy  secret  way 
Of  visiting  the  lowly : 

Not  wrapped  in  moving  cloud, 
Or  nightly-resting  tire : 
p         But  veiled  within  the  shroud 
Of  silent  high  desire. 

2  /     Come  not  in  flashing  storm, 

Or  bursting  frown  of  thunder : 
p     Come  in  the  viewless  form 
Of  wakening  love  and  wonder ; — 


3  m 


In  duty  grown  divine, 
The  restless  spirit  still ; 
In  sorrows  taught  to  shine, 
As  shadows  of  Thy  will. 

0  God !  the  pure  alone, — 
E'en  in  their  deep  confessing, — 

Can  see  Thee  as  their  own, 
And  find  the  perfect  blessing : 
Yet  to  each  waiting  soul 
Speak  in  Thy  still  small  voice, 
Till  broken  love's  made  whole, 
And  saddened  hearts  rejoice. 
J.  Martineau. 
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1  TO  COME,  Holy  Ghost,  our  souls  inspire, 

And  lighten  with  celestial  fire  ; 
Thou  the  anointing  Spirit  art, 
Who  dost  Thy  sevenfold  gifts  impart: 

2  Thy  blessed  unction  from  above 
Is  comfort,  life,  and  fire  of  love  ; 
Enable  with  perpetual  light 
The  dulness  of  our  blinded  sight  : 

3  Anoint  and  cheer  our  soiled  face 
With  the  abundance  of  Thy  grace  : 
Keep  far  our  foes,  give  peace  at  home  ; 
Where  Thou  art  Guide  no  ill  can  come. 

4  Teach  us  to  know  the  Father,  Son, 
And  Thee,  of  both,  to  be  but  One  ; 
That  through  the  ages  all  along 
This,  this  may  be  our  endless  song,  — 


me  -  rit, 
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0     Fa-ther,    Son,    and    Ho    -    ly   Spi-rit!        A 
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Latin,  tr.  Bishop  Cosin. 
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1  m  HOLY  Spirit,  Truth  Divine ! 

Dawn  upon  this  soul  of  mine ; 
Word  of  God,  and  inward  Light, 
Wake  my  spirit,  clear  my  sight. 

2  Holy  Spirit,  Love  Divine ! 
Glow  within  this  heart  of  mine ; 
Kindle  every  high  desire ; 
Perish  self  in  Thy  pure  fire ! 

3  /  Holy  Spirit,  Power  Divine! 

Fill  and  nerve  this  will  of  mine; 
By  Thee  may  I  strongly  live, 
Bravely  bear,  and  nobly  strive ! 

4  Holy  Spirit,  Right  Divine 

King  within  my  conscience  reign ; 
Be  my  Lord,  and  I  shall  be 
Firmly  bound,  for  ever  free. 

5  m  Holy  Spirit,  Peace  Divine ! 

p  Still  this  restless  heart  of  mine ; 
Speak  to  calm  this  tossing  sea, 
Stayed  in  Thy  tranquillity. 

6  /  Holy  Spirit,  Joy  Divine ! 

Gladden  Thou  this  heart  of  mine ; 
In  the  desert  ways  I'll  sing, 
Spring,  0  Well,  for  ever  spring ! 

S.  Longfellow. 
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COME,  0  come,  in  pious  lays 
Sound  we  God  Almighty's  praise : 
Hither  bring,  in  one  consent, 
Heart  and  voice  and  instrument. 

p  Let  those  things  which  do  not  live 
In  still  music  praises  give ; 

m  Nor  a  creature  dumb  be  found, 
That  hath  either  voice  or  sound. 

2  /  Come,  ye  sons  of  human  race, 
In  this  chorus  take  your  place ; 
And  amid  the  mortal  throng- 
Be  ye  masters  of  the  song. 
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Let,  in  praise  of  God,  the  sound 
Run  a  never-ending  round, 
That  our  song  of  praise  may  be 
Everlasting,  as  is  He. 

So  this  huge,  wide  orb  we  see 
Shall  one  choir,  one  temple  be, 
And  our  song  shall  overclimb 
All  the  bounds  of  space  and  time, 
And  ascend  from  sphere  to  sphere 
To  the  great  Almighty's  ear. 
Then,  O  come,  in  pious  lays 
Sound  we  God  Almighty's  praise. 
G.  Wither  (IB8S—IGVJ). 
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1  m     How  pleased  and  blest  was  I 

To  hear  the  people  cry, — 
f  Come,  let  us  seek  our  God  to-day ! 
Yes,  with  a  cheerful  zeal, 
We  haste  to  Zion's  hill, 
And  there  our  vows  and  honours  pay. 

2  Zion,  thrice  happy  place, 
Adorned  with  wondrous  grace, 

And  walls  of  strength  embrace  thee 

round ; 

In  thee  our  tribes  appear, 
m      To  pray,  and  praise,  and  hear 
The  sacred  gospel's  joyful  sound. 


3  f      There  David's  greater  Son 

Has  fixed  His  royal  throne ; 
m  He  sits  for  grace  and  judgment 

there : 

He  bids  the  saints  be  glad, 
p      He  makes  the  sinner  sad, 

And  humble  souls  rejoice  with  fear. 

4  m      May  peace  attend  thy  gate, 

And  joy  within  thee  wait, 
To  bless  the  soul  of  every  guest ! 
The  man  that  seeks  thy  peace, 
And  wishes  thine  increase, 
A  thousand  blessings  on  him  rest ! 


201  Orig.  Ed. 


/     My  tongue  repeats  her  vows, 

Peace  to  this  sacred  house ! 

For  there  my  friends  and  kindred  dwell ; 

And  since  my  glorious  God 

Makes  thee  His  blest  abode, 

My  soul  shall  ever  love  thee  well. 

/.  Watts. 
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S.M. 


Genevan  Psalter,  1551. 


197  Orig.  Ed. 


1  /     STAND  up  and  bless  the  Lord, 

Ye  people  of  His  choice  ; 
Stand  up  and  bless  the  Lord  your  God, 
With  heart  and  soul  and  voice. 

2  m      Though  high  above  all  praise, 

Above  all  blessing  high, 
Who  would  not  fear  His  holy  name, 
And  laud  and  magnify  ? 

3  f     O  for  the  living  flame 

From  His  own  altar  brought, 
To  touch  our  lips,  our  minds  inspire, 
And  wing  to  heaven  our  thought ! 

4  p      There,  with  benign  regard, 

Our  hymns  He  deigns  to  hear: 
Though  unrevealed  to  mortal  sense, 
The  spirit  feels  Him  near. 

5  /     God  is  our  strength  and  song, 

And  His  salvation  ours; 
m  Then  be  His  love  in  Christ  proclaimed 
With  all  our  ransomed  powers. 

6  /     Stand  up  and  bless  the  Lord, 

The  Lord  your  God  adore : 
Stand  up,  and  bless  His  glorious  name, 
Henceforth  for  evermore. 

./.  Montgomery. 
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m     YE  of  the  Father  loved, 
Ye  of  the  Saviour  sought, 
Whose  sins  He  hath  removed, 
Whose  raiment  He  hath  wrought ; 
f  Ye  who  have  known  the  Spirit's  might ; 
On  whom  hath  shone  the  Spirit's  light ! 

2. 

m     Ye  people  of  the  Lord 
Who  in  His  love  abide ; 
Your  treasure  do  not  hoard, 
Your  gladness  do  not  hide ! 
/  Together  bring  your  costly  store ! 
Together  sing  !  together  soar ! 


Glad  heart,  repeat  to  heart 
The  story  of  thy  peace : 
Each  dear  delight  impart ! 
Each  dear  delight  increase ! 
./  Thy  foes  o'erthrown,  thy  sins  forgiven. 
Thy  darkness  gone,  thy  fetters  riven  ! 

4. 

m     In  love,  together  meet ; 

/    For  joy,  together  sing ; 
With  mingled  voices  greet 
Each  triumph  of  your  King ; 

m  The  Lord's  clear  praise  together  speak ; 
The  Lord's  right  ways  together  seek ! 


5. 

f  Fix  your  enraptured  eyes : 
Lift  your  exulting  tongues  ! 
Mingle  your  endless  joys : 
Mingle  your  endless  songs ! 
Together  sing,  together  soar, 
While  smiles  your  King  for  evermore ! 


199  Orig.  Ed. 
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Copyright,  1905.  by  W.  Garrett  Horder. 

1  /  HOSANNA  to  the  living  Lord ! 

Hosanna  to  the  incarnate  Word ! 
To  Christ,  Creator,  Saviour,  King, 
Let  earth,  let  heaven,  hosanna  sing. 
Hosanna !  Lord !  Hosanna,  in  the  highest. 

2  Hosanna,  Lord !  Thine  angels  cry ; 
Hosanna,  Lord !  Thy  saints  reply ; 
Above,  beneath  us,  and  around, 
The  dead  and  living  swell  the  sound ; 

3  m  0  Saviour,  with  protecting  care, 

Return  to  this  Thy  house  of  prayer ; 
Assembled  in  Thy  sacred  name, 
Here  we  Thy  parting  promise  claim. 

4  But  chiefest,  in  our  cleansed  breast, 
Eternal !  bid  Thy  Spirit  rest, 

And  make  our  secret  soul  to  be 
A  temple  pure,  and  worthy  Thee ! 

5  p  So,  in  the  last  and  dreadful  day, 

When  earth  and  heaven  shall  melt  away, 
m  Thy  Hock,  redeemed  from  sinful  stain, 
/  Shall  swell  the  sound  of  praise  again. 

,  n_  R.  Heber. 

203  Orig.  Ed.  197 
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Geistliche  Gesange,  1625. 
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1  /  0  THOU,  to  whom  in  ancient  time 

The  lyre  of  Hebrew  bards  was  strung ; 
Whom  kings  adored  in  songs  sublime, 
And  prophets  praised  with  glowing  tongue 

2  m  Not  now  on  Z  ion's  height  alone, 

Thy  favoured  worshippers  may  dwell, 
p  Nor  where  at  sultry  noon  Thy  Son 
Sat  weary,  by  the  patriarch's  well : 

3  /  From  every  place  below  the  skies, 

The  grateful  song,  the  fervent  prayer, 
p  The  incense  of  the  heart,  may  rise 
To  heaven,  and  find  acceptance  there., 

4  m  To  Thee  shall  age  with  snowy  hair, 

And  strength  and  beauty,  bend  the  knee ; 
p  And  childhood  lisp  with  reverent  air, 
Its  praises  and  its  prayers  to  Thee. 

5/0  Thou,  to  whom,  in  ancient  time, 

The  lyre  of  prophet-bards  was  strung,— 
To  Thee,  at  last,  in  every  clime, 
Shall  temples  rise,  and  praise  be  sung. 

J.  Pierpont. 
198 
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WINCHESTER  NEW.  Hamburger  Mitsikalische*  Handbuch,  1690. 


JESUS,  where'er  Thy  people  meet, 
There  they  behold  Thy  mercy-seat : 
Where'er  they  seek  Thee,  Thou  art  found, 
And  every  place  is  hallowed  ground. 

o_ 

For  Thou,  within  no  walls  confined, 
Inhabitest  the  humble  mind ; 
Such  ever  bring  Thee  where  they  come, 
And  going,  take  Thee  to  their  home. 

3. 

Here  may  we  prove  the  power  of  prayer 
To  strengthen  faith,  and  sweeten  care ; 
To  teach  our  faint  desires  to  rise, 
And  bring  all  heaven  before  our  eyes. 

W.  Cowper. 


207  Orig.  Ed.,  last  verse  omitted. 


199 


SWABIA. 


public  Morsbip. 
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DAVID'S  ffarpffen-Spid.    J.  M.  SPIESS,  1745. 


1    /      COME,  we  that  love  the  Lord, 

And  let  our  joys  be  known ; 
Join  in  a  song  with  sweet  accord, 
And  thus  surround  the  throne. 

m      The  sorrows  of  the  mind 

Be  banished  from  the  place : 
Religion  never  was  designed 
To  make  our  pleasures  less. 

Let  those  refuse  to  sing 
That  never  knew  our  God  ; 
f  But  children  of  the  heavenly  King 
May  speak  their  joys  abroad. 

4  The  men  of  grace  have  found 
Glory  begun  below ; 

Celestial  fruits  on  earthly  ground, 
From  faith  and  hope  may  grow. 

5  m      The  hill  of  Zion  yields 

A  thousand  sacred  sweets, 
Before  we  reach  the  heavenly  fields, 
Or  walk  the  golden  streets. 

6  /     Then  let  our  songs  abound, 

And  every  tear  be  dry ; 
We're  marching  thro'  Immanuel's  ground, 
To  fairer  worlds  on  high. 

/.  Watts. 
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i. 

m  JESUS  !  stand  among  us 

In  Thy  risen  power, 
Let  this  time  of  worship 
p      Be  a  hallowed  hour. 

o 

Breathe  the  Holy  Spirit 

Into  ev^y  heart, 
m  Bid  the  fears  and  sorrows 
From  each  soul  depart. 


/  Thus,  with  quickened  footsteps, 

We'll  pursue  our  way, 
p  Watching  for  the  dawning 

Of  th'Eternal  Day  '. 

If.  Pennefather. 


A  -  men. 
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OLD  HUNDREDTH.  L.M.  Genevan  Psalter,  1551. 


1 1 L 1       1 1 1 1       lily. 


/ALL  people  that  on  earth  do  dwell, 
Sing  to  the  Lord  with  cheerful  voice ; 
Him  serve  with  mirth,  His  praise 

forth  tell ; 
Come  ye  before  Him  and  rejoice. 

2. 

m  Know  ye  the  Lord  is  God  indeed ; 
Without  our  aid  He  did  us  make ; 
We  are  His  flock,  He  doth  us  feed ; 
And  for  His  sheep  He  doth  us  take. 

3. 

/  0  enter,  then,  His  gates  with  praise, 
Approach  with  joy  His  courts  unto ; 
Praise,  laud,  and  bless  His    name 

always, 
For  it  is  seemly  so  to  do. 

4. 

m  For  why?  the  Lord  our  God  is  good, 

His  mercy  is  for  ever  sure ; 
f  His  truth  at  all  times  firmly  stood, 

And  shall  from  age  to  age  endure. 

W.  Kethe  (?}. 


1. 

/  BEFORE  Jehovah's  awful  throne 
Ye  nations  bow  with  sacred  joy ; 
Know  that  the  Lord  is  God  alone, 
He  can  create,  and  He  destroy. 

2.  [aid, 

m  His    sovereign   power,  without   our 

Made  us  of  clay,  and  formed  us  men : 

p  And  when,  like  wandering  sheep,  we 

'strayed, 
He  brought  us  to  His  fold  again. 

3. 

m  We  are  His  people,  we  His  care, 
Our  souls,  and  all  our  mortal  frame : 
What  lasting  honours  shall  we  rear, 
Almighty  Maker,  to  Thy  name? 

4.  [songs, 

/  We'll  crowd  Thy  gates  with  thankful 

High  as  the  heavens  our  voices  raise ; 

And  earth,  with  her  ten  thousand 

tongues  [praise. 

Shall  fill  Thy  courts  with  sounding 

5. 

Wide  as  the  world  is  Thy  command ; 
Vast  as  eternity  Thy  love ; 
Firm  as  a  rock  Thy  truth  must  stand, 
When  rolling  years  shall  cease  to  move. 
/.  Watts  and  C.  Wesley. 
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1  m  How  lovely  are  Thy  dwellings,  Lord, 

From  noise  and  trouble  free ! 
How  beautiful  the  sweet  accord 
Of  souls  that  pray  to  Thee ! 

2  They  pass  refreshed  the  thirsty  vale, 

The  dry  and  barren  ground, 
As  through  a  verdant,  fruitful  dale, 
Where  springs  and  showers  abound. 

3  /  They  journey  on  from  strength  to  strength, 

With  joy  and  gladsome  cheer ; 
Till  all  before  our  God  at  length 
In  Zion  do  appear. 

4  For  God  the  Lord,  both  sun  and  shield, 

Gives  grace  and  glory  bright : 
No  good  from  them  shall  be  withheld 

J.  Milton. 


ogo 

Whose  ways  are  just  and  right. 


men. 


m 
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GRACIOUS  Power,  the  world  pervading 
Blessing  all,  and  none  upbraiding, 
We  are  met  to  worship  Thee ; 

2  Not  in  formal  adorations, 
Nor  with  servile  deprecations, 

But  in  spirit  true  and  free. 

3  By  Thy  wisdom  mind  is  lighted, 
By  Thy  love  the  heart  excited, 

Light  and  love  all  flow  from  Thee ; 

4  And  the  soul  of  thought  and  feeling, 
/  In  the  voice  Thy  praises  pealing, 

Must  Thy  noblest  homage  be. 

5  m  Not  alone  in  our  devotion, 

In  all  being,  life,  and  motion, 
We  the  present  Godhead  see : 

6  Gracious  Power,  the  world  pervading, 
Blessing  all,  and  none  upbraiding, 

We  are  met  to  worship  Thee. 

W.  J.  Fox. 
204 
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C.M. 


Sir  J.  BARNEY. 


1   m  WHILE  Thee  I  seek,  protecting  Power, 
p      Be  my  vain  wishes  stilled ! 
And  may  this  consecrated  hour 
With  better  hopes  be  filled. 

'2  m  Thy  love  the  powers  of  thought  bestowed, 

To  Thee  my  thoughts  would  soar : 
Thy  mercy  o'er  my  life  has  flowed, 
That  mercy  I  adore. 

3  In  each  event  of  life  how  clear 

Thy  ruling  hand  I  see ; 
Each  blessing  to  my  soul  more  dear, 
Because  conferred  by  Thee. 

4  /  In  every  joy  that  crowns  my  days, 
p      In  every  pain  I  bear, 

in  My  heart  shall  find  delight  in  praise, 
Or  seek  relief  in  prayer. 

5  /'  When  gladness  wings  my  favoured  hour, 

Thy  love  my  thoughts  shall  fill ; 
p  Resigned,  when  storms  of  sorrow  lower, 
My  soul  shall  meet  Thy  will. 

6  My  lifted  eye,  without  a  tear, 

The  lowering  storm  shall  see, 
HI  My  steadfast  heart  shall  know  no  fear ; 
That  heart  at  rest  in  Thee. 

Helen  M.  Williams. 
217  Orig.  Ed.  205 
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WE  love  the  venerable  house 

Our  fathers  built  to  God: — 
p  In  heaven  are  kept  their  grateful  vows, 
Their  dust  endears  the  sod. 

2  in  Here  holy  thoughts  a  light  have  shed 

From  many  a  radiant  face, 
And  prayers  of  tender  hope  have  spread 
A  perfume  through  the  place. 

3  p  And  anxious  hearts  have  pondered  here 

The  mystery  of  life, 
And  prayed  the  eternal  Light  to  clear 
Their  doubts,  and  aid  their  strife. 

4  m  From  humble  tenements  around 

Came  up  the  pensive  train, 
And  in  the  Church  a  blessing  found, 
That  filled  their  homes  again ; 

5  For  faith,  and  peace,  and  mighty  love, 

That  from  the  Godhead  flow, 
Showed  them  the  life  of  Heaven  above 
Springs  from  the  life  below. 

6  p  They  live  with  God,  their  homes  are  dust ; 

Yet  here  their  children  pray, 
And  in  this  fleeting  life-time  trust 
To  find  the  narrow  way. 

7  m  On  him  who  by  the  altar  stands, 

On  him  Thy  blessing  fall ! 
Speak  through  his  lips  Thy  pure  commands, 
Thou  Heart,  that  lovest  all. 

R.  W.  Emerson. 
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By  permission  of  Novello  and  Company,  Limited. 

1  /  SWEET  is  the  work,  my  God,  my  King, 

To  praise  Thy  Name,  give  thanks  and  sing, 
To  show  Thy  love  by  morning  light, 
And  talk  of  all  Thy  truth  at  night. 

2  m  Sweet  is  the  day  of  sacred  rest, 

No  mortal  cares  shall  seize  my  breast ; 
0  may  my  heart  in  tune  be  found, 
Like  David's  harp  of  solemn  sound. 

3  /  My  heart  shall  triumph  in  my  Lord, 

And  bless  His  works,  and  bless  His  Avord ; 
Thy  works  of  grace,  how  bright  they  shine ! 
How  deep  Thy  counsels !  how  divine ! 

4  m  But  I  shall  share  a  glorious  part, 

When  grace  hath  well  refined  my  heart, 
And  fresh  supplies  of  joy  are  shed, 
Like  holy  oil  to  cheer  my  head. 

5  /  Then  shall  I  see  and  hear  and  know 

All  I  desired  or  wished  below ; 
And  every  power  find  sweet  employ 
In  that  eternal  world  of  joy. 

I.  Watts. 
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1  m      GOD  is  in  His  temple, 

The  Almighty  Father ! 
Round  His  footstool  let  us  gather  :— . 
Him  with  adoration 
Serve,  the  Lord  most  holy, 
Who  hath  mercy  on  the  lowly. 
/  Let  us  raise 

Hymns  of  praise, 
For  His  great  salvation : — 
j)      God  is  in  His  temple ! 

2  m      Christ  comes  to  His  temple : 

We,  His  word  receiving, 
Are  made  happy  in  believing. 
Lo !  from  sin  delivered ! 
He  hath  turned  our  sadness, 
Our  deep  gloom  to  light  and  gladness! 
/  Let  us  raise 

Hymns  of  praise, 
For  our  bonds  are  severed : — 
p      Christ  comes  to  His  temple ! 

3  m      Come,  and  claim  Thy  temple, 

Gracious  Holy  Spirit ! 
In  our  hearts  Thy  home  inherit : — 
Make  in  us  Thy  dwelling ; 
Thy  high  work  fulfilling, 
Into  ours  Thy  will  instilling; 
/  Till  we  raise 

Hymns  of  praise, 
Beyond  mortal  telling, 
In  the  eternal  temple ! 

W.  T.  Matson. 
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1  m  GOD  of  pity,  God  of  grace, 

When  we  humbly  seek  Thy  face, 
Bend  from  heaven,  Thy  dwelling-place : 
p  Hear,  forgive,  and  save. 

2  m  When  we  in  Thy  temple  meet, 

Spread  our  wants  before  Thy  feet, 
Pleading  at  the  mercy-seat  : 
p  Look  from  heaven  and  save. 

3  m  When  Thy  love  our  hearts  shall  fill, 

And  we  long  to  do  Thy  will, 
Turning  to  Thy  holy  hill : 
p  Lord,  accept  and  save. 

4  m  Should  we  wander  from  Thy  fold, 

And  our  love  to  Thee  grow  cold, 
With  a  pitying  eye  behold  : 
p  Lord,  forgive  and  save. 

5  Should  the  hand  of  sorrow  press, 
Earthly  care  and  want  distress, 

m  May  our  souls  Thy  peace  possess : 
p  Jesus,  hear  and  save. 

6  m  And  whate'er  our  cry  may  be, 

When  we  lift  our  hearts  to  Thee, 
From  our  burdens  set  us  free : 
p  Hear,  forgive,  and  save. 

Fanny  E.  Morris. 
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/  WITH  gladness  we  worship,  rejoice  as  we  sing, 
Free  hearts  and  free  voices  how  blessed  to  bring. 
The  old  thankful  story  shall  scale  Thine  abode, 
Thou  King  of  all  glory,  most  bountiful  God  ! 

2  m  Thy  right  would  we  give  Thee  —  true  homage  Thy  due, 

And  honour  eternal,  the  universe  through  : 
/  With  all  Thy  creation,  earth,  heaven,  and  sea, 
In  one  acclamation  we  celebrate  Thee. 

3  p  Renewed  by  Thy  Spirit,  redeemed  by  Thy  Son, 

Thy  children  revere  Thee  for  all  Thou  hast  done. 
m  0  Father  !  returning  to  love  and  to  light, 
Thy  children  are  yearning  to  praise  Thee  aright. 

4  Our  souls  mount  aspiring  to  reach  the  Divine  ; 
Partaking  Thy  nature—  in  Christ-^even  Thine  .' 
Ascending  and  soaring,  with  Him  in  accord, 
We  triumph  adoring,  we  joy  in  the  Lord. 

5  /  We  join  with  the  angels,  and  so  there  is  given, 

From  earth,  Hallelujah  in  answer  to  heaven. 
Amen  !  Be  Thou  glorious  below  and  above, 
Redeeming,  victorious,  and  infinite  Love  ! 

G.  Raivson. 
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182 

i. 

m  0  WORSHIP  the  Lord  in  the  beauty  of  holiness ! 

Bow  down  before  Him,  His  glory  proclaim ; 
With  gold  of  obedience,  and  incense  of  lowliness, 
Kneel  and  adore  Him,  the  Lord  is  His  Name! 

2. 

p  Low  at  His  feet  lay  thy  burden  of  carefulness, 

High  on  His  heart  He  will  bear  it  for  thee, 
Comfort  thy  sorrows,  and  answer  thy  prayerfulness. 
Guiding  thy  steps  as  may  best  for  thee  be. 

3. 

m  Fear  not  to  enter  His  courts  in  the  slenderness 

Of  the  poor  wealth  thou  wouldst  reckon  as  thine : 
Truth  in  its  beauty,  and  love  in  its  tenderness, 
These  are  the  offerings  to  lay  on  His  shrine. 

4. 

p  These,  though  we  bring  them  in  trembling  and  tearfulness, 

He  will  accept  for  the  Name  that  is  dear ; 
Mornings  of  joy  give  for  evenings  of  tearfulness, 
Trust  for  our  trembling  and  hope  for  our  fear. 

5. 
t  0  worship  the  Lord  in  the  beauty  of  holiness ! 

Bow  down  before  Him,  His  glory  proclaim ; 
With  gold  of  obedience,  and  incense  of  lowliness, 
Kneel  and  adore  Him,  the  Lord  is  His  Name ! 

J.  S.  B.  Monsell. 
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1  /  OPEN  now  thy  gates  of  beauty, 

Zion,  let  me  enter  there, 
Where  my  soul  in  joyful  duty 
Waits  for  Him  who  answers 

prayer : 

0  how  blessed  is  this  place, 
Fill'd  with  solace,  light,  andgrace! 

2  m  Yes,  my  God,  I  come  before  Thee, 

Come  Thou  also  down  to  me ; 
Where  we  find  Thee  and  adore  Thee, 
There  a  heaven  on  earth  must  be : 
To  my  heart,  0  enter  Thou, 
Let  it  be  Thy  temple  now. 


By  permission  of  Novello  and  Company,  Limited. 


3  /  Here  Thy  praise  is  gladly  chanted, 
m      Here  Thy  seed  is  duly  sown ; 

Let  my  soul,  where  it  is  planted, 
Bring  forth  precious  sheaves 

alone, 

So  that  all  I  hear  may  be 
Fruitful  unto  life  in  ine. 

4  Thou  my  faith  increase  and  quicken, 

Let  me  keep  Thy  gift  divine : 
Howsoe'er  temptations  thicken. 
May  Thy  word  still  o'er  me  shine,— 
As  my  pole-star  through  my  life, 
As  my  comfort  in  my  strife. 


227  Orig.  Ed. 


5  /  Speak,  0  God,  and  I  will  hear  Thee, 

Let  Thy  will  be  done,  indeed ; 
m  May  I  undisturbed  draw  near  Thee, 
While  Thou  dost  Thy  people  feed : 
Here  of  Life  the  fountain  flows, 
Here  is  balm  for  all  our  woes. 

B.  Schmolk,  tr.  C.  Winkworth. 
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Now  have  we  met  that  we  may  ask 
Recruited  vigour  for  the  task 

Of  living  as  we  would  : 
For  we  would  live  by  that  same  word 
Which  all  the  honoured  men  have  heard 

Who  by  their  faith  have  stood. 
Through  God  alone  can  man  be  strong  ; 
To  comfort  us  He  gave  this  song  —  • 

'  In  Jesus  Christ  we  stand  ; 
Death  held  Him  in  His  gloomy  prison, 
He  broke  the  chains  and  has  arisen, 

To  rule  the  deathless  land.' 
An  inner  light,  an  inner  calm, 
Have  they  who  trust  His  champion  arm, 

And  hearing  do  His  will  : 
For  things  are  not  as  they  appear, 
In  death  is  life,  in  trouble  cheer, 

So  faith  is  conqueror  still. 
Thus  would  we  live  ;  and  therefore  pray 
For  strength  renewed,  that  we  may  say 

Our  life,  it  upward  tends  ; 
If  we  who  sing  must  sometimes  sigh, 
Yet  life,  beginning  with  a  cry, 

In  Hallelujah  ends. 

215  T.  T.  Lynch. 
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How  honoured,  how  dear,  that  sacred  abode, 

Where  Christians  draw  near  their  Father  and  God ! 
p  'Mid  worldly  commotion,  my  wearied  soul  faints 
m  For  the  house  of  devotion,  the  home  of  Thy  saints. 
p      The  birds  have  their  home ;  they  fix  on  their  nest ; 

Wherever  they  roam,  they  return  to  their  rest ; 
m  From  them  fondly  learning,  my  soul  would  take  wing ; 

To  Thee  so  returning,  my  God  and  my  King. 
/      O  happy  the  choirs  who  praise  Thee  above ; 

What  joy  tunes  their  lyres ;  their  worship  is  love. 
m  Yet,  safe  in  Thy  keeping,  and  happy  they  be, 
p  In  this  world  of  weeping,    (/)  whose  strength  is  in  Thee. 
TO      Though  rugged  their  way,  they  drink  as  they  go, 

Of  springs  that  convey  new  life  as  they  flow : 
/  The  God  they  rely  on,  their  strength  shall  renew, 

Till  each,  brought  to  Zion,  His  glory  shall  view. 
m      Thou  Hearer  of  prayer,  still  grant  me  a  place, 

Where  Christians  repair  to  the  courts  of  Thy  grace. 
More  blest  beyond  measure  one  day  so  employed, 
Than  years  of  vain  pleasure  by  worldlings  enjoyed. 
/      The  Lord  is  a  sun ;  the  Lord  is  a  shield : 

What  grace  has  begun,  with  glory  is  sealed. 
p  He  hears  the  distressed,  He  succours  the  just, 
/  And  they  shall  be  blessed  who  make  Him  their  trust. 


231  Orig.  Ed. 


(*  Verses  2  and  5.) 
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598  Orig.  Ed. 


1  m  Now  let  us  see  Thy  beauty,  Lord, 

As  we  have  seen  before ; 
And  by  Thy  beauty  quicken  us 
To  love  Thee  and  adore. 

2  ;Tis  easy  when  with  simple  mind 

Thy  loveliness  we  see, 
To  consecrate  ourselves  afresh 
To  duty  and  to  Thee. 

3  p  Our  every  feverish  mood  is  cooled, 

And  gone  is  every  load, 
When  we  can  lose  the  love  of  self, 
And  find  the  love  of  God. 

4  m  'Tis  by  Thy  loveliness  we're  won 

To  home  and  Thee  again, 
And  as  we  are  Thy  children  true 
We  are  more  truly  men. 

5  Lord,  it  is  coming  to  ourselves 

When  thus  we  come  to  Thee; 
The  bondage  of  Thy  loveliness 
Is  perfect  liberty. 

6  So  now  we  come  to  ask  again, 

What  Thou  hast  often  given, 
Tho  vision  of  that  loveliness 
Which  is  the  life  of  heaven. 

B.  Wav.yh. 
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1  TO  STAY,  Master,  stay  upon  this  heavenly  hill  : 

A  little  longer,  let  us  linger  still ; 
With  all  the  mighty  ones  of  old  beside, 
Near  to  the  Awful  Presence  still  abide  ; 
p  Before  the  throne  of  light  we  trembling  stand, 
And  catch  a  glimpse  into  the  spirit-land. 

2  m  Stay,  Master,  stay !  we  breathe  a  purer  air ; 

This  life  is  not  the  life  that  waits  us  there: 
Thoughts,  feelings,  flashes,  glimpses  come  and  go ; 
13  We  cannot  speak  them— nay,  we  do  not  know: 
Wrapt  in  this  cloud  of  light  we  seem  to  be 
The  thing  we  fain  would  grow — eternally. 

3  m  '  No ."  saith  the  Lord,  '  the  hour  is  past,— we  go ; 

Our  home,  our  life,  our  duties  lie  below. 
While  here  we  kneel  upon  the  mount  of  prayer, 
The  plough  lies  waiting  in  the  furrow  there ! 
Here  we  sought  God  that  we  might  know  His  will ; 
There  we  must  do  it,— serve  Him,— seek  Him  still.' 

4  If  man  aspires  to  reach  the  throne  of  God, 
O'er  the  dull  plains  of  earth  must  lie  the  road. 
He  who  best  does  his  lowly  duty  here, 

Shall  mount  the  highest  in  a  nobler  sphere : 
At  God's  own  feet  our  spirits  seek  their  rest, 
And  he  is  nearest  Him  who  serves  Him  best. 

S.  Greg. 
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1    m  PLEASANT  are  Thy  courts  above 

In  the  land  of  light  and  love ; 
p  Pleasant  are  Thy  courts  below 

In  this  land  of  sin  and  woe : 
in  Oh,  my  spirit  longs  and  faints 
For  the  converse  of  Thy  saints, 
For  the  brightness  of  Thy  face, 
For  Thy  fulness,  God  of  grace. 


Happy  birds  that  sing  and  fly 
Round  Thy  altars,  0  Most  High ; 

p  Happier  souls  that  find  a  rest 
In  a  Heavenly  Father's  breast ; 
Like  the  wandering  dove  that  found 
No  repose  on  earth  around, 

m  They  can  to  their  ark  repair, 
And  enjoy  it  ever  there. 


Happy  souls,  their  praises  flow  • 
p  In  this  vale  of  sin  and  woe ; 
m  Waters  in  the  desert  rise, 

Manna  feeds  them  from  the  skies; 
f  On  they  go  from  strength  to  strength, 

Till  they  reach  Thy  throne  at  length, 
p  At  Thy  feet  adoring  fall, 
m  Who  hast  led  them  safe  through  all. 

Lord,  be  mine  this  prize  to  win, 
Guide  me  through  a  world  of  sin, 
Keep  me  by  Thy  saving  grace, 
Give  me  at  Thy  side  a  place ; 
/  Sun  and  shield  alike  Thou  art, 
m  Guide  and  guard  my  erring  heart ; 
/  Grace  and  glory  flow  from  Thee : 
Shower,  0  shower  them,  Lord,  on  me. 


H.  F.  Lyte. 


104fl  Orig.  lid. 
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L.M.  G.  JOSEPHI  (circa  1668). 


1045  Orig.  Ed. 


1  m  NOT  always  on  the  mount  may  we 

Rapt  m  the  heavenly  vision  be ; 

The  shores  of  thought  and  feeling  know 

The  Spirit's  tidal  ebb  and  flow. 

2  /  Lord,  it  is  good  abiding  here — 

We  cry,  the  heavenly  Presence  near ; 
p  The  vision  vanishes,  our  eyes 
Are  lifted  into  vacant  skies. 

3  m  Yet  hath  one  such  exalted  hour 

Upon  the  soul  redeeming  power, 
And  in  its  strength  through  after  days 
We  travel  our  appointed  ways ; 

4  p  Till  all  the  lowly  vale  grows  bright, 

Transfigured  in  remembered  light, 
m  And  in  untiring  souls  we  bear 
The  freshness  of  the  upper  air. 

5  The  mount  for  vision,— but  below 
The  paths  of  daily  duty  go, 

And  nobler  life  therein  shall  own 
The  pattern  on  the  mountain  shown. 

F.  L.  Hosmer. 
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1    /  ALL  from  the  sun's  uprise 

Unto  his  setting  rays, 
Resound  in  jubilees 

The  great  Jehovah's  praise. 
in          Him  serve  alone: 

In  triumph  bring 
Your  gifts,  and  sing 
Before  His  throne. 


Man  drew  from  man  his  birth ; 

But  God  his  noble  frame 
Built  of  the  ruddy  earth, 
Filled  with  celestial  Hame. 
His  sons  we  are, 

Sheep  by  Him  led, 
Preserved  and  fed 
With  tender  care. 


1047  Orig.  Ed. 


/  Oh,  to  His  portals  press 
In  your  divine  resorts ; 
With  thanks  His  power  profess, 

And  praise  Him  in  His  courts ! 
m          How  good !  how  pure ! 

His  mercies  last ! 
/         His  promise  passed 
For  ever  sure ! 

G.  Sandys  (1557—1643) 

223 


public  TTdlorsbfp. 


DALEHURST. 


A.  COTTMAN 


l^        I  I 1          I     i LL_ ' 1 

1  ' 


1048  Orig.  Ed. 


1  m  THOUSANDS  of  thousands  .stand  around 

Thy  throne,  0  God  most  high ; 
f  Ten  thousand  times  ten  thousand  sound 
m      Thy  praise :  but  who  am  I  ? 

2  Thy  brightness  unto  them  appears, 
p      While  I  Thy  footsteps  trace ; 

A  sound  of  God  comes  to  my  ears, 
But  they  behold  Thy  face. 

3  /  They  sing  because  Thou  art  their  Sun . 
m      Lord,  send  a  beam  on  me ! 

For  where  heaven  is  but  once  begun, 
There  hallelujahs  be. 

4  Enlighten  with  faith's  light  my  heart, 

Inflame  it  with  love's  fire  : 
/  Then  shall  I  sing  and  bear  a  part 
With  that  celestial  choir. 

5  p  I  shall,  I  fear,  be  dark  and  cold, 

With  all  my  fire  and  light ; 
m  Yet,  when  Thou  dost  accept  their  gold, 
p      Lord,  treasure  up  my  mite  ! 

J.  Mason. 
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1  p  WITH  weary  feet  and  sadden'd  heart, 

From  toil  and  care  we  flee, 

m  And  come,  0  dearest  Lord,  apart 

To  rest  awhile  with  Thee. 

2  p  The  courts  of  heaven  were  lost  to  view, 

The  world  had  come  between ; 
in  But  here  the  veil  is  rent  in  two ; 
We  see  the  things  unseen. 

3  p  Our  sins,  in  Thy  pure  light  descried, 

Stand  out  in  dread  array ; 
in  But  here  in  love's  absolving  tide 
Their  guilt  is  wash'd  away. 

4  p  With  strife  of  tongues  distraught  and  worn, 

Our  troublous  way  we  trod : 
m  But  cast  ourselves,  this  holy  morn, 
Into  the  peace  of  God. 

5  And  oh !  what  depth  of  joy,  as  thus 

We  bend  the  trembling  knee, 
To  know  that  Thou  art  one  with  us, 
And  we  are  one  with  Thee  ! 


W.  W.  How. 


1049  Orig.  Ed. 
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i. 

m  COME  ye  yourselves  apart  and  rest  awhile, 
p  Weary,  I  know  it,  of  the  press  and  throng, 

Wipe  from  your  brow  the  sweat  and  dust  of  toil, 
7>i  And  in  My  quiet  strength  again  be  strong. 


p  Come  ye  aside  from  all  the  world  holds  dear, 
For  converse  which  the  world  has  never  known, 
Alone  with  Me  and  with  My  Father  here, 
With  Me  and  with  My  Father  not  alone. 


3. 

m  Come,  tell  Me  all  that  ye  have  said  and  done, 
Your  victories  and  failures,  hopes  and  fears, 
I  know  how  hardly  souls  are  wooed  and  won : 
v  p  My  choicest  wreaths  are  always  wet  with  tears. 


Come  ye,  and  rest :  the  journey  is  too  great, 
And  ye  will  faint  beside  the  way  and  sink : 
m  The  bread  of  life  is  here  for  you  to  eat, 
And  here  for  you  the  wine  of  love  to  drink. 

5. 

Then,  fresh  from  converse  with  your  Lord,  return 
And  work  till  daylight  softens  into  even : 
The  brief  hours  are  not  lost  in  which  ye  learn 
More  of  your  Master  and  His  rest  in  heaven. 

E.  H.  Bickersteth. 

Services  for  Ministers  and  Fellow-Helpers  in  the  Kingdom  of  God. 
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2  »i  When  the  worldling,  sick  at  heart, 

Lifts  his  soul  above ; 
When  the  prodigal  looks  back 

To  his  Father's  love ; 
When  the  proud  man,  in  his  pride, 

Stoops  to  seek  Thy  face ; 
p  When  the  burdened  brings  his  guilt 

To  Thy  throne  of  grace : 

3  TO  When  the  stranger  asks  a  home, 

All  his  toils  to  end ; 
When  the  hungry  craveth  food, 

And  the  poor  a  friend ; 
When  the  sailor  on  the  wave 

Bows  the  suppliant  knee : 
When  the  soldier  on  the  field 

Lifts  his  heart  to  Thee : 


4  m  When  the  man  of  toil  and  care 

In  the  city  crowd ; 
When  the  shepherd  on  the  moor 

Names  the  Name  of  God : 
When  the  learned  and  the  high, 

Tired  of  earthly  fame, 
/Upon  higher  joys  intent, 

Name  the  blessed  Name : 

5  m  When  the  child,  with  grave  fresh  lip, 

Youth  or  maiden  fair ; 
p  When  the  aged,  weak,  and  grey, 

Seek  Thy  face  in  prayer ; 
When  the  widow  weeps  to  Thee, 

Sad  and  lone  and  low ; 
When  the  orphan  brings  to  Thee 
All  his  orphan-woe : 

H.  Bonar. 


723  Orig.  Ed.,  v.  6  omitted. 


229 


THE  CITY  OF  GOD. 


Christian  Xife, 

6.6.6.6.6.6. 


J.  TlLLEARD. 


^gAJ^L-qj=Eteg 


**- 


^ 


kJ  g> 


T 


P  k 
t* 


-p-.^- 

i    !      i  '•  J"N 

-fr-fr-J^-^gLg    ap  -g-  , — :_^_< 

ffiEEEH  ^o-gj  EFo=:p — < 


A-men. 


-e>- 


195 

1  in  0  THOU  not  made  with  hands, 

Not  throned  above  the  skies, 
Nor  walled  with  shining  walls, 
Nor  framed  with  stones  of  price, 
More  bright  than  gold  or  gem, 
/  God's  own  Jerusalem  ! 

2  p  Where'er  the  gentle  heart 

Finds  courage  from  above ; 
Where'er  the  heart  forsook 
Warms  with  the  breath  of  love ; 

m  Where  faith  bids  fear  depart, 

/  City  of  God !  thou  art. 
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3  />  Thou  art  where'er  the  proud 

In  humbleness  melts  down ; 
Where  self  itself  yields  up ; 
Where  martyrs  win  their  crown ; 
Where  faithful  souls  possess 
Themselves  in  perfect  peace. 

4  m  Where  in  life's  common  ways 

With  cheerful  feet  we  go ; 
Where  in  His  steps  we  tread 
Who  trod  the  way  of  woe ; 
Where  He  is  in  the  heart, 
/  City  of  God !  thou  art. 
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5  m  Not  throned  above  the  skies 
Nor  golden-walled  afar, 
But  where  Christ's  two  or  three 
In  His  name  gathered  are  ; 
/  Be  in  the  midst  of  them, 
God's  own  Jerusalem ! 

F.  T.  Palgrave. 
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WALKING  with  Thee,  my  God, 

Saviour  benign ; 
Daily  confer  on  me 

Converse  divine ; 
Jesus  in  Thee  restored, 
Brother  and  Holy  Lord, 

Let  it  be  mine ! 

2  p  Walking  with  Thee,  my  God, 

Like  as  a  child 
Leans  on  his  father's  strength, 

Crossing  the  wild ; 
And  by  the  way  is  taught 
Lessons  of  holy  thought, 

Faith  undenled. 

3  m  Darkness  and  earthly  mists, 

How  do  they  flee, 
Far  underneath  my  feet, 

Walking  with  Thee: 
/  Pure  is  that  upper  air, 
Cloudless  the  prospect  there, 

Walking  with  Thee. 
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4  m  Walking  in  reverence 

Humbly  with  Thee, 
Yet  from  all  abject  fear 

Lovingly  free : 

E'en  as  a  friend  with  friend, 
Cheered  to  the  journey's  end, 

Walking  with  Thee ! 

5  Then  Thy  companions  here 

Walking  with  Thee, 
Rise  to  a  higher  life, 

Soul  liberty. 

p  They  are  not,  here  to  love, 
But  to  the  home  above, 
Taken  by  Thee. 

6  m  Gently  translated,  they 

Pass  out  of  sight ; 
Gone !  as  the  morning  stars 

Flee  with  the  night : 
Taken  to  endless  day ! — 
p  So  may  I  fade  away 
Into  Thy  light. 

G.  Rawson. 
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1  m  THOUGH  lowly  here  our  lot  may  be, 

High  work  have  we  to  do, 
In  faith,  0  Lord,  to  follow  Thee, 
Whose  lot  was  lowly  too. 

2  p  Our  days  of  darkness  we  may  bear, 
m      Strong  in  our  Father's  love ; 

We  lean  on  His  almighty  arm, 
And  fix  our  hopes  above. 

3  Our  lives  enriched  with  gentle  thoughts 

And  loving  deeds  may  be, 
As  streams,  that  still  the  nobler  grow, 
The  nearer  to  the  sea. 

4  /  To  duty  firm,  to  conscience  true, 
m      However  tried  and  pressed, 

In  God's  clear  sight  high  work  we  do, 
If  we  but  do  our  best. 

5  Thus  may  we  make  the  lowliest  lot 

With  rays  of  glory  bright ; 
f  Thus  may  we  turn  a  crown  of  thorns 
Into  a  crown  of  light. 

W.  Gas/cell. 
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Cbristian  Xtfe. 

7.6.7.6.  D. 


1  m  LORD  !  when  through  sin  I  wander 

So  very  far  from  Thee, 
I  think  in  some  far  country 

Thy  sinless  home  must  be ; 
p  But  when  with  heartfelt  sorrow 

I  pray  Thee  to  forgive, 
m  Thy  pardon  is  so  perfect, 

That  in  Thy  heaven  I  live. 

2  m  That  heaven,  Lord,  so  surrounds  me, 

That  when  I  do  the  right, 
The  saddest  path  of  duty 
Is  lightened  by  its  light : 
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I  know  not  what  its  glories 
Before  Thy  throne  must  be, 

But  here  Thy  smiling  presence 
Is  heaven  on  earth  to  me. 

To  love  the  right  and  do  it, 

Is  to  my  heart  so  sweet, 
It  makes  the  path  of  duty 

A  shining  golden  street: 
Give  me  Thy  strength,  0  Father, 

To  choose  this  path  each  day, 
Then  heaven  within,  about  me, 

Shall  compass  all  my  way. 

C.  Smith. 
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TTbe  Cbristian  Xife. 
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1   m  To  Thee,  0  dear,  dear  Saviour, 

My  spirit  turns  for  rest, 
My  peace  is  in  Thy  favour, 
My  pillow  on  Thy  breast : 
p  Though  all  the  world  deceive  me, 

I  know  that  I  am  Thine, 
And  Thou  wilt  never  leave  me, 
0  blessed  Saviour  mine. 

'2    /  In  Thee  my  trust  abideth, 
On  Thee  my  hope  relies : 
0  Thou  whose  love  provideth 
For  all  beneath  the  skies : 
m  0  Thou  whose  mercy  found  me, 

From  bondage  set  me  free, 
And  then  for  ever  bound  me, 
With  threefold  cords  to  Thee. 

3  p  My  grief  is  in  the  dulness 

With  which  this  sluggish  heart 
Doth  open  to  the  fulness 

Of  all  Thou  wouldst  impart : 
/  My  joy  is  in  Thy  beauty 

Of  holiness  divine, 
My  comfort  in  the  duty 

That  binds  my  life  to  Thine. 

4  p  Alas,  that  I  should  ever 

Have  fail'd  in  love  to  Thee, 
The  only  one  who  never 

Forgot  or  slighted  me ! 
m  0  for  a  heart  to  love  Thee 

More  truly  as  I  ought, 
And  nothing  place  above  Thee 

In  deed,  or  word,  or  thought. 

5/0  for  that  choicest  blessing 

Of  living  in  Thy  love, 
And  thus  on  earth  possessing 
The  peace  of  heaven  above ; 
0  for  the  bliss  that  by  it 

The  soul  securely  knows, 
p  The  holy  calm  and  quiet 
Of  faith's  serene  repose. 

J.  S.  B.  MonseU. 
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Cbristian  Xife. 
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1  m  TEACH  me  to  live !    'Tis  easier  far  to  die— 
p  Gently  and  silently  to  pass  away— 
On  earth's  long  night  to  close  the  heavy  eye, 

/  And  waken  in  the  glorious  realms  of  day. 

2  m  Teach  me  that  harder  lesson — how  to  live, 

To  serve  Thee  in  the  darkest  paths  of  life : 
f  Arm  me  for  conflict  now,  fresh  vigour  give, 
And  make  me  more  than  conqueror  in  the  strife. 

3  m  Teach  me  to  live,  Thy  purpose  to  fulfil ; 

Bright  for  Thy  glory  let  my  taper  shine : 
Each  day  renew,  remould  the  stubborn  will ; 
p  Closer  round  Thee  my  heart's  affections  twine. 

4  m  Teach  me  to  live  for  self  and  sin  no  more ; 

But  use  the  time  remaining  to  me  yet ; 
Not  mine  own  pleasure  seeking  as  before, 
Wasting  no  precious  hours  in  vain  regret. 

5  Teach  me  to  live  !    No  idler  let  me  be, 
But  in  Thy  service  hand  and  heart  employ, 
Prepared  to  do  Thy  bidding  cheerfully— 
Be  this  my  highest  and  my  holiest  joy. 

(Q  p  Teach  me  to  live — my  daily  cross  to  bear, 

Nor  murmur  though  I  bend  beneath  its  load ; 
Only  be  with  me ;  let  me  feel  Thee  near ; 
in  Thy  smile  sheds  gladness  on  the  darkened  road. 

7  Teach  me  to  live  and  find  my  life  in  Thee, 
Looking  from  earth  and  earthly  things  away ; 
Let  me  not  falter,  but  untiringly 

/  Press  on,  and  gain  new  strength  and  power  each  day. 

8  m  Teach  me  to  live !  with  kindly  words  for  all, 

Wearing  no  cold  repulsive  brow  of  gloom, 
Waiting  with  cheerful  patience  till  Thy  call 
Summons  my  spirit  to  its  heavenly  home. 

Ellen  Elizabeth  Bunnan. 
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1  m  0  GOD  of  Truth,  whose  living  Wrord 

Upholds  whate'er  hath  breath, 
p  Look  down  on  Thy  creation,  Lord, 
Enslaved  by  sin  and  death. 

2  m  Set  up  Thy  standard,  Lord,  that  we, 

Who  claim  a  heavenly  birth, 
/  May  march  with  Thee  to  smite  the  lies 
That  vex  Thy  groaning  earth. 

'3    p  Ah !  would  we  join  that  blest  array, 

And  follow  in  the  might 
Of  Him  the  Faithful  and  the  True, 
In  raiment  clean  and  white ! 

4  We  fight  for  truth,  we  fight  for  God, 

Poor  slaves  of  lies  and  sin ! 
He  who  would  fight  for  Thee  on  earth 
Must  first  be  true  within. 

5  m  Then  God  of  truth,  for  whom  we  long, 

Thou  who  wilt  hear  our  prayer, 
/  Do  Thine  own  battle  in  our  hearts, 
And  slay  the  falsehood  there. 

6  m  Still  smite !  still  burn  !  till  naught  is  left 

But  God's  own  truth  and  love ; 
p  Then,  Lord,  as  morning  dew  come  down, 
Rest  on  us  from  above. 

7  'in  Yea,  come  !  then,  tried  as  in  the  fire, 

From  every  lie  set  free, 
/  Thy  perfect  truth  shall  dwell  in  us, 
And  we  shall  live  in  Thee. 

T.  Hughes. 
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1  m  IF  suddenly  upon  the  street 

My  gracious  Saviour  I  should  meet, 
And  He  should  say, '  As  I  love  thee, 
What  love  hast  thou  to  offer  Me?' 
p  Then  what  could  this  poor  heart  of  mine 
Dare  offer  to  that  Heart  Divine  ? 

2  m  His  eye  would  pierce  my  outward  show, 

His  thought  my  inmost  thoughts  would  know ; 
And  if  I  said,  '  I  love  Thee,  Lord,' 
p  He  would  not  heed  my  spoken  word, 
Because  my  daily  life  would  tell 
If  verily  I  'loved  Him  well. 

3  m  If  on  the  day,  or  in  the  place 

Wherein  He  met  me  face  to  face, 
My  life  could  show  some  kindness  done, 
Some  purpose  formed,  some  work  begun 
For  His  dear  sake,  then  it  were  meet 
Love's  gift  to  lay  at  Jesus'  feet. 

C.  F.  Richardson. 
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m  THOUGH  home  be  dear,  and  life  ])e  sweet, 
And  thankful  hearts  God's  bounty  greet, 
Yet  rings  at  times  the  message  clear, 
'  Our  souls'  true  city  is  not  here.' 

2. 

p  'Mid  changing  scenes  of  joy  and  pain, 
There  comes  again  and  yet  again, 
A  vision  of  the  changeless  rest, 
Where  God's  own  face  shall  make  us  blest. 

3. 

m  And  through  the  web  of  earthly  life, 
Its  grief  and  gladness,  work  and  strife, 
There  runs  a  thread  divine,  to  tie 
Our  Time-life  to  the  life  on  high. 

4. 

0  help  us,  Lord,  with  thankful  heart 
To  grasp  each  day's  eternal  part, 
And  build  our  home  on  that  calm  height 
Where  saints  do  walk  with  Thee  in  light. 

Ella  S.  Armitage. 
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1  tn  0  BLESSED  Life !  The  heart  at  rest, 

When  all  without  tumultuous  seems, 
That  trusts  a  Higher  Will,  and  deems 
That  Higher  Will,  not  ours,  the  best. 

2  0  blessed  Life !  The  mind  that' sees — 
Whatever  change  the  years  may  bring— 
A  mercy  still  in  everything, 

And  shining  through  all  mysteries. 

3/0  blessed  Life !  The  soul  that  soars, 
When  sense  of  mortal  sight  is  dim, 
Beyond  the  sense, — beyond,  to  Him 
Whose  love  unlocks  the  heavenly  doors. 

4  m  0  blessed  Life !  Heart,  mind,  and  soul 

From  self-born  aims  and  wishes  free, 

In  all  at  one  with  Deity 

And  loyal  to  the  Lord's  control. 

5  0  Life !  how  blessed !  how  divine ! 
High  life,  the  earnest  of  a  higher ! 

p  Saviour,  fulfil  my  deep  desire, 
And  let  this  blessfcd  Life  be  mine. 

W.  T.  Watson. 
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1   m  'TwixT  gleams  of  joy  and  clouds  of  doubt 

Our  feelings  come  and  go ; 
Our  best  estate  is  toss'd  about 

In  ceaseless  ebb  and  flow. 
No  mood  of  feeling,  form  of  thought, 

Is  constant  for  a  day ; 
/  But  Thou,  0  Lord !  Thou  changest  not : 
The  same  Thou  art  alway. 


I  grasp  Thy  strength,  make  it  mine  own, 
m      My  heart  with  peace  is  blest ; 
p  I  lose  my  hold,  and  then  come  down 

Darkness  and  cold  unrest. 
m  Let  me  no  more  my  comfort  draw 

From  my  frail  hold  of  Thee, — 
f  In  this  alone  rejoice  with  awe : 

Thy  mighty  grasp  of  me. 


Out  of  that  weak,  unquiet  drift, 

That  comes  but  to  depart, 
m  To  that  pure  Heaven  my  spirit  lift 

Where  Thou  unchanging  art. 
/  Lay  hold  of  me  with  Thy  strong  grasp, 

Let  Thy  Almighty  arm 
m  In  its  embrace  my  weakness  clasp, 
And  I  shall  fear  no  harm. 

Thy  purpose  of  eternal  good 
Let  me  but  surely  know ; 
On  this  I'll  lean,  let  changing  mood 
-  r     And  feeling  come  or  go  ; 
/  Glad  when  Thy  sunshine  fills  my  soul ; 
p      Not  lorn  when  clouds  o'ercast ; 
/  Since  Thou  within  Thy  sure  control 
Of  Love  dost  hold  me  fast. 

J.  C.  Shairp. 
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Contrition. 
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1  p  SAVIOUR,  when  in  dust  to  Thee 

Low  we  bow  th'  adoring  knee ; 
When,  repentant,  to  the  skies 
Scarce  we  lift  our  weeping  eyes ; 
0 !  by  all  Thy  pains  and  woe, 
Suffered  once  for  man  below, 
Bending  from  Thy  throne  on  high, 
Hear  our  solemn  litany. 

2  m  By  Thy  helpless  infant  years, 

By  Thy  life  of  want  and  tears, 
By  Thy  days  of  sore  distress 
In  the  savage  wilderness, 
p  By  the  dread  mysterious  hour 
Of  the  insulting  tempter's  power  •, 
Turn,  0  turn  a  favouring  eye, 
Hear  our  solemn  litany. 

3  p  By  the  sacred  grief  that  wept 

O'er  the  grave  where  Lazarus  slept ; 
By  the  boding  tears  that  flowed 
Over  Salem's  loved  abode ; 
By  the  anguished  sigh  that  told 
Treachery  lurked  within  Thy  fold ; 
m  From  Thy  seat  above  the  sky, 
Hear  our  solemn  litany. 

4  p  By  Thine  hour  of  dire  despair, 

By  Thine  agony  of  prayer ; 
By  the  cross,  the  nail,  the  thorn, 
Piercing  spear  and  torturing  scorn ; 
By  the  gloom  that  veiled  the  skies 
O'er  the  dreadful  sacrifice, 
m  Listen  to  our  humble  cry ; 
Hear  our  solemn  litany. 

5  p  By  Thy  deep  expiring  groan ; 

By  the  sad  sepulchral  stone ; 

By  the  vault  whose  dark  abode 

Held  in  vain  the  rising  God ! 
/  0 !  from  earth  to  heaven  restored, 

Mighty,  re-ascended  Lord, 
p  Listen,  listen  to  the  cry 

Of  our  solemn  litany. 

Sir  R.  Grant. 
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1  ?tt  0  LORD,  in  me  there  lieth  nought 
But  to  Thy  search  revealed  lies ; 
For  when  I  sit 
Thou  markest  it ; 
No  less  Thou  notest  when  I  rise : 
p  Yea,  closest  closet  of  my  thought 
Hath  open  windows  to  Thine  eyes. 


Copyright,  1903,  by  W.  Garrett  Horder. 


2  in  Thou  walkest  with  me  when  I  walk ; 
p  When  to  my  bed  for  rest  I  go, 
I  find  Thee  there, 
And  everywhere :      [grow, 
Not  youngest  thought  in  me  doth 
No,  not  one  word  I  cast  to  talk 
But,  yet  unuttered,  Thou  dost  know. 


1057  Orig.  Ed. 


3  m  If  forth  I  march,  Thou  goest  before  ; 

If  back  I  turn,  Thou  com'st  behind : 
So  forth  nor  back 
Thy  guard  I  lack : 

Nay,  on  me  too  Thy  hand  I  find. 

Well  I  Thy  wisdom  may  adore, 

But  never  reach  with  earthly  mind 


Do  thou  thy  best,  0  secret  night, 
In  sable  veil  to  cover  me ; 
Thy  sable  veil 
Shall  vainly  fall :          [be : 
With  day  unmasked  my  night  shall 
For  night  is  day  and  darkness  light, 
/O  Father  of  all  lights,  to  Thee. 
Mary  Sidney,  Countess  of  Pembroke  (1550?-1621). 
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1  TO  ROCK  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me, 

Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee : 
p  Let  the  water  and  the  blood, 

From  Thy  riven  side  which  flow'd, 
in  Be  of  sin  the  double  cure, — 

Cleanse  me  from  its  guilt  and  pow'r. 

2  Not  the  labours  of  my  hands 
Can  fulfil  Thy  law's  demands. 
Could  my  zeal  no  respite  know, 
Could  my  tears  for  ever  flow, 
All  for  sin  could  not  atone ; 

f  Thou  must  save,  and  Thou  alone. 
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3  m  Nothing  in  my  hand  I  bring ; 

Simply  to  Thy  cross  I  cling ; 
Naked,  come  to  Thee  for  dress ; 
Helpless,  look  to  Thee  for  grace ; 
Foul,  I  to  the  fountain  fly : 
Wash  me,  Saviour,  or  I  die. 

4  p  While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath, 

When  mine  eyes  shall  close  in  death, 
m  When  I  soar  to  realms  unknown, 

See  Thee  on  Thy  judgment  throne, 
/  Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me, 

Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee. 

A.  M.  Toplady. 
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Contrition. 

6.6.6.6. 


F.  SPINNET. 


1  m  WE  name  Thy  Name,  0  God, 

As  our  God  call  on  Thee, 
p  Though  the  dark  heart  meantime 
Far  from  Thy  ways  may  be. 

2  in  And  we  can  own  Thy  law, 

And  we  can  sing  Thy  songs, 
p  While  the  sad  inner  soul 
To  sin  and  shame  belongs. 

3  m  On  us  Thy  love  may  glow, 

As  the  pure  midday  fire 
p  On  some  foul  spot  looks  down ; 
And  yet  the  mire  be  mire. 

4  m  Then  spare  us  not  Thy  fires, 

The  searching  light  and  pain  ; 
Burn  out  our  sin ;  and,  last, 
With  Thy  love  heal  again. 


F.  T.  Palgrave. 
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WM.  BLOW. 
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1  p  JUST  as  I  am — without  one  plea, 

But  that  Thy  blood  was  shed  for  me, 
m  And  that  Thou  bidst  me  come  to  Thee, 
^  0  Lamb  of  God,  I  come. 

2  m  Just  as  I  am — and  waiting  not 

To  rid  my  soul  of  one  dark  blot ; 
To  Thee,  whose  blood  can  cleanse  each  spot, 
p  0  Lamb  of  God,  I  come. 

3  m  Just  as  I  am — though  tossed  about 

With  many  a  conflict,  many  a  doubt, 
Fightings  and  fears  within,  without — 
p  0  Lamb  of  God,  I  come. 

4  m  Just  as  I  am — poor,  wretched,  blind ; 

Sight,  riches,  healing  of  the  mind, 
/  Yea,  all  I  need,  in  Thee  to  find, 
p  0  Lamb  of  God,  I  come. 

5  f  Just  as  I  am — Thou  wilt  receive, 

Wilt  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse,  relieve ; 
Because  Thy  promise  I  believe, — 
p  0  Lamb  of  God,  I  come. 

6  /  Just  as  I  am — Thy  love  unknown 

Has  broken  every  barrier  down ; 
Now,  to  be  Thine,  yea,  Thine  alone; 
p  0  Lamb  of  God,  I  come. 

7  /  Just  as  I  am — of  that  free  love 

'  The  breadth,  length,  depth,  and  height'  to  prove 
Here  for  a  season,  then  above — • 
p  0  Lamb  of  God,  I  come. 

( 'htrlolte  Elliott. 
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1  p  WEARY  and  sad,  a  wanderer  from  Thee, 

By  grief  heart-broken,  and  by  sin  denied ; 
m  0  what  a  joy  in  sorrow  'tis  to  be 

Conscious  that  I  am  still,  0  God,  Thy  child. 

2  p  Strained  were  the  cords  of  love  by  my  sad  will, 

I  would  have  broke  them  had  I  had  my  way, 
m  But,  Lord,  it  was  Thy  love,  not  mine,  that  still 
Held  my  heart  back,  my  tott'ring  steps  did  stay. 

'3   p  And  now  the  crumbs  that  from  Thy  table  fall 

Are  all  I  ask,  more  than  is  meet  for  me ; 
/  Yet  kiss  and  banquet,  ring  and  robe,  are  all 
Waiting  me,  Father,  in  my  home  with  Thee. 

4  m  Back  to  the  door  which  ever  open  lay ; 

Back  to  the  table  where  the  feast  still  stood ! 
Back  to  the  heart  which  never,  night  or  day, 
Forgat  me  in  my  most  forgetful  mood. 

5  Drawn  by  Thy  love,  that  found  me  when  a  child, 
And  never  f  r  a  moment  let  me  go ; 

p  Still,  still  Thine  own,  though  soiled  and  sin  denied, 
I  come,  and  Thou  wilt  make  me  clean,  I  know. 
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6  m  There  feed  me  with  Thyself,  until  I  grow 

Into  the  stature  of  the  life  divine ; 
My  right  to  plead,  my  privilege  to  know, 
/  That  Christ  is  God's,  and  I,  0  Christ !  am  Thine. 

7  m  Feed  me  and  set  me  up  upon  the  Rock 

Higher  than  I,  my  shelter  and  my  stay 
/  Against  the  rudest  winter-tempest's  shock, 
Against  the  fiercest  sultry  summer's  day. 

8  m  Thus  let  my  life  in  ceaseless  progress  move, 

On  into  deeper  knowledge,  Lord,  of  Thee, 
/  The  length,  the  breadth,  the  height,  the  depth  of  Love, 
p  That  first  could  care  for,  then  did  stoop  to  me. 

J.  S.  B.  Monsell. 
May  be  sung  to  Dalkeith,  Xo.  49. 

1  p  WEARY  of  earth  and  laden  with  my  sin, 

I  look  at  heaven  and  long  to  enter  in, 
But  there  no  evil  tiling  may  find  a  home ; 
m  And  yet  I  hear  a  voice  that  bids  me  '  Come.' 

2  p  So  vile  I  am,  how  dare  I  hope  to  stand 

In  the  pure  glory  of  that  holy  land  ? 
Before  the  whiteness  of  that  throne  appear  ? 
m  Yet  there  are  hands  stretched  out  to  draw  me  near. 

3  p  The  while  I  fain  would  tread  the  heavenly  way, 

Evil  is  ever  with  me  day  by  day ; 
m  Yet  on  mine  ears  the  gracious  tidings  fall, 
/  '  Repent,  confess,  thou  shalt  be  loosed  from  all.' 

4  m  It  is  the  voice  of  Jesus  that  I  hear, 

His  are  the  hands  stretched  out  to  draw  me  near, 
And  His  the  blood  that  can  for  all  atone, 
And  set  me  faultless  there  before  the  throne. 

5  'Twas  He  who  found  me  on  the  deathly  wild, 
And  made  me  heir  of  heaven,  the  Father's  child, 
And  day  by  day,  whereby  my  soul  may  live, 
Gives  me  His  grace  of  pardon,  and  will  give. 

6  p  0  great  Absolver,  grant  my  soul  may  wear 

The  lowliest  garb  of  penitence  and  prayer, 

m  That  in  the  Father's  courts  my  glorious  dress 

May  be  the  garment  of  Thy  righteousness. 

7  Yea,  Thou  wilt  answer  for  me,  righteous  Lord ; 
Thine  all  the  merits,  mine  the  great  reward ; 
Thine  the  sharp  thorns,  and  mine  the  golden  crown-, 
Mine  the  life  won,  and  Thine  the  life  laid  down. 

8  p  Nought  can  I  bring,  dear  Lord,  for  all  I  owe, 
m  Yet  let  my  full  heart  what  it  can  bestow : 

Like  Mary's  gift  let  my  devotion  prove, 
Forgiven  greatly,  how  I  greatly  love. 

S-  J • 

May  he  sung  to  Dalkeith,  No.  49. 
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1  p  THOUGH  we  long,  in  sin-wrought  blindness, 

From  Thy  gracious  paths  have  strayed, 
Cold  to  Thee  and  all  Thy  kindness, 

Wilful,  reckless,  or  afraid ; 
Through  dim  clouds  that  gather  round  us 
m  Thou  hast  sought,  and  Thou  hast  found  us. 

2  p  Oft  from  Thee  we  veil  our  faces, 

Children-like,  to  cheat  Thine  eyes ; 
Sin,  and  hope  to  hide  the  traces ; 

From  ourselves,  ourselves  disguise ; 
'Neath  the  webs  enwoven  round  us 
•m  Thy  soul-piercing  glance  has  found  us. 

3  /  Sudden,  'midst  our  idle  chorus, 

O'er  our  sin  Thy  thunders  roll, 
p  Death  his  signal  waves  before  us, 

Night  and  terror  take  the  soul ; 
Till  through  double  darkness  round  us 
m  Looks  a  star, — and  Thou  hast  found  us. 

4  0  most  merciful,  most  holy, 

Light  Thy  wanderers  on  their  way ; 
Keep  us  ever  Thine,  Thine  wholly, 

Suffer  us  no  more  to  stray ! 
Cloud  and  storm  oft  gather  round  us : 
We  were  lost,  but  Thou  hast  found  us. 
2380rig.  Ed.  254  F.  T.  Palgrave. 
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m  BECAUSE  I  knew  not  when  my  life  was  good, 
And  when  there  was  a  light  upon  my  path, 
But  turned  my  soul  perversely  to  the  dark — 

p  0  Lord,  I  do  repent. 

2  m  Because  I  held  upon  my  selfish  road, 

And  left  my  brother  wounded  by  the  way, 
And  called  ambition  duty,  and  pressed  on, 
p  0  Lord,  I  do  repent. 

3  in  Because  I  spent  the  strength  Thou  gavest  me 

In  struggle  which  Thou  never  didst  ordain, 
And  have  but  dregs  of  life  to  offer  Thee — 
p  0  Lord,  I  do  repent. 

4  m  Because  I  was  impatient,  would  not  wait, 

But  thrust  my  impious  hand  across  Thy  threads, 
And  marred  the  pattern  drawn  out  for  my  life— 
p  0  Lord,  I  do  repent. 

5  m  Because  Thou  hast  borne  with  me  all  this  while, 

Hast  smitten  me  with  love  until  I  weep, 
Hast  called  me  as  a  mother  calls  her  child, 
p  O  Lord,  I  do  repent. 

Sarah  Williams 
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m  BECAUSE  I  knew  not  when  my  life  was  good, 
And  when  there  was  a  light  upon  my  path, 
But  turned  my  soul  perversely  to  the  dark- 

p  0  Lord,  I  do  repent. 

2  m  Because  I  held  upon  my  selfish  road, 

And  left  my  brother  wounded  by  the  way, 
And  called  ambition  duty,  and  pressed  on, 
p  0  Lord,  I  do  repent. 

3  m  Because  I  spent  the  strength  Thou  gavest  me 

In  struggle  which  Thou  never  didst  ordain, 
And  have  but  dregs  of  life  to  offer  Thee — 
p  0  Lord,  I  do  repent. 

4  m  Because  I  was  impatient,  would  not  wait, 

But  thrust  my  impious  hand  across  Thy  threads, 
And  marred  the  pattern  drawn  out  for  my  life — 
p  0  Lord,  I  do  repent. 

5  m  Because  Thou  hast  borne  with  me  all  this  while, 

Hast  smitten  me  with  love  until  I  weep, 
Hast  called  me  as  a  mother  calls  her  child, 
p  0  Lord,  I  do  repent. 

Sarah  Will-iains. 
256 


Consecration, 


LEOMiNSTER. 


S.M.  D.  G.  W-  MARTIN. 
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i     What  offering  can  I  make, 
Dear  Lord,  to  love  like  Thine  ? 

That  Thou,  the  Word,  didst  stoop  to 
A  human  form  like  mine !     [take 


By  permission  of  Novello  and  Company,  Limited. 

i,     I  GIVE  my  heart  to  Thee, 

0  Jesus  most  desired ! 
And  heart  for  heart  the  gift  shall  be, 

For  Thou  my  soul  hast  fired : 

Thou  hearts  alone  wouldst  move, 

Thou  only  hearts  dost  love ; 
I  would  love  Thee  as  Thou  lov'st  me, 

0  Jesus  most  desired ! 


Lord,  Thou  iny  heart  hast  Avon  ; 
I  would  love  Thee  as  Thou  lov'st  me, 
0  Jesus  most  desired ! 


!         Here  finds  my  heart  its  rest, 
Repose  that  knows  no  shock, 
The  strength  of  love  that  keeps  it 
In  Thee,  the  riven  Rock :     [blest 
/    My  soul,  as  girt  around, 
Her  citadel  hath  found : 
m  I  would  love  Thee  as  Thou  lov'st  me, 
0  Jesus  most  desired ! 

Latin  Hymn,  tr.  Ray  Palmer. 
The  Hymns  in  this  Section  are  suitable  for  reception  of  members  to  the  Church  or  the 
Baptism  of  Adults. 
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Consecration, 
217       | 

1  m  JESUS,  I  my  cross  have  taken, 

All  to  leave  and  follow  Thee. 
Destitute,  despised,  forsaken, 

Thou  from  hence  my  all  shalt  be. 
Perish  every  fond  ambition, 

All  I've  sought,  and  hoped,  and  known : 
^Yet  how  rich  is  my  condition — 

God  and  heaven  are  still  mine  own. 

2  /  Take,  my  soul,  thy  full  salvation ; 

Rise  o'er  sin,  and  fear,  and  care ; 
Joy  to  find,  in  every  station, 

Something  still  to  do  or  bear ! 
p  Think  what  Spirit  dwells  within  thee : 

What  a  Father's  smile  is  thine : 
What  a  Saviour  died  to  win  thee, — 

Child  of  heaven,  shoulclst  thou  repine  ? 

3  f  Haste  then  on  from  grace  to  glory, 

Armed  by  faith  and  winged  by  prayer, 
Heaven's  eternal  day 's  before  thee  : 

God's  own  hand  shall  guide  thee  there. 
p  Soon  shall  close  thy  earthly  mission : 
Soon  shall  pass  thy  pilgrim  days : 
/  Hope  soon  change  to  full  fruition, 
Faith  to  sight  and  prayer  to  praise. 

//.  F.  Lyte. 
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m  0  JESU,  I  have  promised 

To  serve  Thee  to  the  end ; 
Be  Thou  for  ever  near  me, 

My  Master  and  my  Friend ! 
/  I  shall  not  fear  the  battle 
If  Thou  art  by  my  side, 
m  Nor  wander  from  the  pathway 

If  Thou  wilt  be  my  Guide. 
2  m  0  let  me  hear  Thee  speaking 

In  accents  clear  and  still, 
Above  the  storms  of  passion, 

The  murmurs  of  self-will. 
0  speak !  to  reassure  me, 

To  hasten  or  control ; 
0  speak !  to  make  me  listen, 
Thou  Guardian  of  my  soul. 

May  be  sung  to 
£06  Orig.  EJ. 


3  0  let  me  see  Thy  features, 

The  look  that  once  could  make 
So  many  a  true  disciple 

Leave  all  things  for  Thy  sake, 
p  The  look  that  beamed  on  Peter, 

When  he  Thy  name  denied ; 
The  look  that,  draws  Thy  loved  ones 

Close  to  Thy  pierced  side. 

4  f  0  Jesu !  Thou  hast  promised, 

To  all  who  follow  Thee, 
That  where  Thou  art  in  glory, 
There  shall  Thy  servant  be ; 
m  And,  Jesu,  I  have  promised 
To  serve  Thee  to  the  end ; 
0  give  me  grace  to  follow 

My  Master  and  my  Friend ! 
Day  of  Rest,  No.  543.  J.  E.  Bode. 
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ST.  MARK. 


Consecration, 
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J.  \V.  ELLIOTT. 


1  m  0  Love,  who  formedst  me    to  wear    The    im-age  of  Thy  Godhead  here ; 


Who  soughtestme  with  tender  care.  Thro'  all  my  wanderings  wild  and  drear ; 


f  T  rT  ~r~ 

f  0  Love,  I  give  my  -  self  to  Thee,  Thine  ev  -  er,    on-  ly  Thine  to  be. 
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2  j>  0  Love,  who  once  in  time  wast  slain, 

Pierced  through  and  through  with  bitter  woe ; 
0  Love,  who  wrestling  thus  didst  gain 
That  we  eternal  joy  might  know ;  i 

3  m  0  Love,  of  whom  is  truth  and  light, 

The  Word  and  Spirit,  life  and  power, 
p  Whose  heart  was  bared  to  them  that  smite, 
To  shield  us  in  our  trial  hour ; 

4  m  0  Love,  who  thus  hast  bound  me  fast, 

Beneath  that  gentle  yoke  of  Thine ; 
Love  who  hast  conquered  me  at  last, 
And  rapt  away  this  heart  of  mine  ; 

5  m  0  Love,  who  soon  shalt  bid  me  rise 

From  out  this  dying  life  of  ours ; 
0  Love,  who  once  above  yon  skies 
Shall  set  me  in  the  fadeless  bowers  ; 
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?H.  0  LORD,  Thy  heavenly  grace  impart, 
And  fix  my  frail  inconstant  heart ; 
Henceforth  my  chief  desire  shall  be 
To  dedicate  myself  to  Thee, 

p         To  Thee,  my  God,  to  Thee. 

m  Whate'er  pursuits  my  time  employ, 
One  thought  shall  fill  my  soul  with  joy  : 
That  silent,  secret  thought  shall  be, 
That  all  my  hopes  are  fixed  on  Thee, 

p          On  Thee,  my  God,  on  Thee. 


Thy  glorious  eye  pervadeth  space ; 
Thou'rt  present,  Lord,  ii 


in  every  place ; 

And  wheresoe'er  my  lot  may  be, 
Still  shall  my  spirit  cleave  to  Thee, 
p         To  Thee,  my  God,  to  Thee. 

4  m  Renouncing  every  sinful  thing, 

Safe  'neath  the  covert  of  Thy  wing, 
My  sweetest  thought  henceforth  shall  be, 
That  all  I  want  I  find  in  Thee, 
p         In  Thee,  my  God,  in  Thee. 

J.  F.  Oberliii)  tr.  Lucy  Wilson, 
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1  m  TAKE  my  life,  and  let  it  he 

Consecrated,  Lord,  to  Thee ; 
Take  my  moments  and  my  days, 
Let  them  flow  in  ceaseless  praise. 

2  Take  my  hands,  and  let  them  move 
At  the  impulse  of  Thy  love  ; 
Take  my  feet,  and  let  them  be 
Swift  and  beautiful  for  Thee. 

3  /  Take  my  voice,  and  let  me  sing 

Always,  only  for  my  King ; 
Take  my  lips,  and  let  them  be 
Filled  with  messages  from  Thee. 

4  in  Take  my  silver  and  my  gold, 

Not  a  mite  would  I  withhold; 
Take  my  intellect,  and  use 
Every  power  as  Thou  shalt  choose. 

5  Take  my  will,  and  make  it  Thine ; 
It  shall  be  no  longer  mine 

Take  my  heart,  it  is  Thine  own ; 
It  shall  be  Thy  royal  throne. 

6  Take  my  love,  my  Lord,  I  pour 
At  Thy  feet  its  treasure-store ; 

J  Take  myself,  and  I  will  be 
Ever,  only.  ALL  for  Thee. 

Frances  R.  Havergal. 
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m  PURER  yet  and  purer 

I  would  be  in  mind, 
Dearer  yet  and  dearer 

Every  duty  find ; 
Hoping  still,  and  trusting 

God  without  a  fear, 
Patiently  believing 

He  will  make  all  clear. 
p  Calmer  yet  and  calmer 

In  the  hours  of  pain, 
Surer  yet  and  surer 

Peace  at  last  to  gain ; 
Suffering  still  and  doing, 

To  His  will  resigned, 
And  to  God  subduing 

Heart  and  will  and  mind. 


3  m  Higher  yet  and  higher 

Out  of  clouds  and  night, 
Nearer  yet  and  nearer 

Kising  to  the  light — 
p  Light  serene  and  holy, 

Where  my  soul  may  rest, 
Purified  and  lowly, 

Sanctified  and  blest. 

4  /  Swifter  yet  and  swifter 

Ever  onward  run, 
Firmer  yet  and  firmer 

Step  as  I  go  on ; 
m  Oft  these  earnest  longings 

Swell  within  my  breast, 
Yet  their  inner  meaning 

Ne'er  can  be  expressed. 
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1  m  ONE  thing  I  of  the  Lord  desire — 

For  all  my  way  hath  miry  been — 
p  Be  it  by  water  or  by  fire, 

0  make  me  clean ! 

2  m  If  clearer  vision  Thou  impart, 

Grateful  and  glad  my  soul  shall  be; 
But  yet  to  have  a  purer  heart 
Is  more  to  me. 

3  Yea,  only  as  the  heart  is  clean 
May  larger  vision  yet  be  mine, 
For  mirror'd  in  its  depths  are  seen 

The  things  divine. 

4  I  watch  to  shun  the  miry  way, 

And  stanch  the  spring  of  gujlty  thought; 
p  But,  watch  and  wrestle  as  I  may, 
Pure  1  am  not. 

5  m  So,  wash  Thou  me  without,  within, 

Or  purge  with  fire,  if  that  must  1  ><> : 
No  matter  how,  if  only  sin 
Die  out  in  me. 

W.  C.  Smith. 
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1  w  0  MAKE  me,  Lord,  Thy  statutes  learn ! 

Keep  in  Thy  ways  my  feet ! 
/  Then  shall  my  lips  divinely  burn ; 
Then  shall  my  songs  be  sweet. 

2  in  Each  sin  I  cast  away  shall  make 

My  soul  more  strong  to  soar ; 
Each  work  I  do  for  Thee  shall  wake 
A  strain  divine  the  more. 

3  My  voice  shall  more  delight  Thine  ear 

The  more  I  wait  on  Thee ; 
Thy  service  bring  my  song  more  near 
The  angelic  harmony. 

4  0  wherefore  swells  so  sweet  above 

The  everlasting  hymn  ? 
Thy  Will  they  work,  Thy  law  they  love, 
Those  tuneful  Seraphim ! 

5  p  0,  when  shall  perfect  holiness 

Make  my  poor  voice  divine, 

m  And  all  harmonious  Heaven  confess 

No  sweeter  sons;  than  mine  ? 


T.  H.  Gill. 
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1 7»  WHEN  Thy  soldiers  take  their  swords,  3  /  When  their  hearts  are  lifted  high 

p  When  they  speak  the  solemn  words,  With  success  or  victory, 

When  they  kneel  before  Thee  here,  |  When  they  feel  the  conqueror's  pride ; 

Feeling  Thee,  their  Father,  near ;      i  m  Lest  they  grow  self-satisfied, 

m     These  Thy  children,  Lord,  defend ;  !  These  Thy  children,  Lord,  defend ; 

To  their  kelp  Thy  Spirit  send.  Teach  their  souls  to  Thee  to  bend. 


2     When  the  world's  sharp  strife  is   4  p  When  the  vows  that  they  have  made, 

«:^.1,  \Vlion     f  lio     TM»Q  irora     fliaf:     f.VlPV     HA.VA 


nigh, 

/When  they  hear  the  battle-cry, 
When  they  rush  into  the  fight, 
m  Knowing  not  temptation's  might ; 
These  Thy  children,  Lord,  defend  ; 
To  their  zeal  Thy  wisdom  lend. 


When  the  prayers  that  they  have 

prayed, 

Shall  be  fading  from  their  hearts ; 
When  their  first  warm  faith  departs ; 

These  Thy  children,  Lord,  defend ; 

Keep  them  faithful  to  the  end. 


Through  life's  conflict  guard  us  all ; 
p  Or  if  wounded  some  should  fall 
Ere  the  victory  be  won ; 
For  the  sake  of  Christ  Thy  Son 
m      These  Thy  children,  Lord,  defend ; 
And  in  death  Thy  comfort  lend. 

Frances  M.  Owen. 
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1  /  FIGHT  the  good  fight  with  all  thy  might, 

Christ  is  thy  strengtli  and  Christ  thy  right ; 
m  Lay  hold  on  life,  and  it  shall  be 
Thy  joy  and  crown  eternally. 

2  f  Run  the  straight  race  through  God's  good  grace, 

Lift  up  thine  eyes  and  seek  His  face ; 
m  Life  with  its  way  before  thee  lies, 
Christ  is  the  path  and  Christ  the  prize. 

3  Cast  care  aside,  lean  on  thy  Guide ; 
His  boundless  mercy  will  provide ; 
Trust,  and  thy  trusting  soul  shall  prove 
Christ  is  its  life  and  Christ  its  love. 

4  f  Faint  not,  nor  fear,  His  arms  are  near, 

He  changeth  not  and  thou  art  dear ; 
m  Only  believe,  and  thou  shalt  see 
That  Christ  is  all  in  all  to  thee. 

J.  £  B.  Monsell. 
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1  m  THE  child  leans  on  its  parent's  breast, 

Leaves  there  its  cares,  and  is  at  rest ; 

The  bird  sits  singing  by  its  nest, 
/  And  tells  aloud 

His  trust  in  God,  and  so  is  blest 
p  'Neath  every  cloud. 

2  in  He  has  no  store,  he  sows  no  seed, 
/Yet  sings  aloud  and  doth  not  heed ; 

By  flowing  stream  or  grassy  mead 

He  sings  to  shame 
p  Men,  who  forget,  in  fear  of  need, 
A  Father's  Name. 

3  m  The  heart  that  trusts  for  ever  sings, 

And  feels  as  light  as  it  had  wings ; 
A  well  of  peace  within  it  springs ; 

Come  good  or  ill, 
Whate'er  to-day,  to-morrow  brings, 

It  is  His  will. 
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1  w  THINE  for  ever!  God  of  love, 

Hear  us  from  Thy  throne  above ; 
Thine  for  ever  may  we  be, 
Here  and  in  eternity. 

2  Thine  for  ever !  Lord  of  life 
Shield  us  through  our  earthly  strife ; 

/  Thou  the  Life,  the  Truth,  the  Way, 
Guide  us  to  the  realms  of  day. 

3  m  Thine  for  ever !  0  how  bless'd 

They  who  find  in  Thee  their  rest ! 
Saviour,  Guardian,  heavenly  Friend, 
0  defend  us  to  the  end ! 

4  Thine  for  ever !  Saviour,  keep 

p  Us,  Thy  frail  and  trembling  sheep ! 
Safe  alone  beneath  Thy  care, 
Let  us  all  Thy  goodness  share. 

5  /  Thine  for  ever !  Thou  our  guide, 

All  our  wants  by  Thee  supplied, 
p  All  our  sins  by  Thee  forgiven, 
f  Lead  us,  Lord,  from  earth  to  heaven. 

Mary  F.  Maude,. 
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1  m  0  LET  him,  whose  sorrow 

No  relief  can  find, 
Trust  in  God,  and  borrow 
Ease  for  heart  and  mind. 

2  p  Where  the  mourner  weeping 

Sheds  the  secret  tear, 
m  God  His  watch  is  keeping, 
Though  none  else  be  near. 

3  God  will  never  leave  thee, 

All  thy  wants  He  knows, 
Feels  the  pains  that  grieve  thee, 
Sees  thy  cares  and  woes. 

4  f  flaise  thine  eyes  to  heaven 

When  thy  spirits  quail, 
m  When,  by  tempests  driven, 
Heart  and  courage  fail. 


5  p  When  in  grief  we  languish, 

He  will  dry  the  tear, 
m  Who  His  children's  anguish 
Soothes  with  succour  near. 

6  p  All  our  woe  and  sadness, 

In  this  world  below, 
m  Balance  not  the  gladness 
We  in  heaven  shall  know. 

7  Jesu,  holy  Saviour, 

In  the  realms  above, 
/  Crown  us  with  Thy  favour, 
Fill  us  with  Thy  love. 

8  On  Thy  truth  relying 

In  the  mortal  strife, 
p  Lord,  receive  us  dying 
To  eternal  life. 
H.  S.  Oswald,  Jr.  F.  E.  Cox. 
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By  permission  of  Novello  and  Company,  Limited. 

1  iii  No  human  eyes  Thy  face  may  see ; 

No  human  thought  Thy  form  may  know  ; 
/  But  all  creation  dwells  in  Thee, 

And  Thy  great  life  through  all  doth  flow ! 

2  p  And  yet,  0  strange  and  wondrous  thought ! 

Thou  art  a  God  who  nearest  prayer, 
And  every  heart  with  sorrow  fraught 
To  seek  Thy  present  aid  may  dare. 

3  m  And  though  most  weak  our  efforts  seem 

Into  one  creed  these  thoughts  to  bind, 
And  vain  the  intellectual  dream, 
To  see  and  know  th'  Eternal  Mind ; 

4  Yet  Thou  wilt  turn  them  not  aside, 
Who  cannot  solve  Thy  life  divine, 
But  would  give  up  all  reason's  pride 

To  know  their  hearts  approved  by  Thine. 

5  p  So  though  we  faint  on  life's  dark  hill, 

And  thought  grow  weak  and  knowledge  flee, 
/  Yet  faith  shall  teach  us  courage  still, 
And  love  shall  guide  us  on  to  Thee. 

T,  W.  Higginson, 
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1  m  WHEN  up  to  nightly  skies  we  gaze, 

Where  stars  pursue  their  endless  ways, 
We  think  we  see,  from  earth's  low  clod, 
The  wide  and  shining  house  of  Gcd. 

2  But  could  we  rise  to  moon  or  sun, 
Or  path  where  planets  duly  run, 

p  Still  heaven  would  spread  above  us  far, 
And  earth  remote  would  seem  a  star. 

3  m  This  earth  with  all  its  dust  and  tears, 

Is  His,  no  less  than  yonder  spheres ; 
And  raindrops  weak,  and  grains  of  sand, 
Are  stamped  by  His  immediate  hand. 

4  The  rock,  the  wave,  the  little  flower, 
/'  All  fed  by  streams  of  living  power, 

That  spring  from  one  almighty  will, 
Whate'er  His  thought  conceives,  fulfil. 

5  m  And  is  this  all  that  man  can  claim  * 

Is  this  our  longing's  final  aim  ? 

To  be  like  all  things  round, — no  more 

Than  pebbles  cast  on  Time's  grey  shore. 

6  Not  this  our  doom,  Thou  God  benign  ! 
Whose  rays  on  us  unclouded  shine : 
Thy  breath  sustains  yon  fiery  dome ; 
But  man  is  most  Thy  favoured  home. 

7  We  view  those  halls  of  painted  air, 
And  own  Thy  presence  makes  them  fair ; 
But  dearer  still  to  Thee,  0  Lord, 

Is  he  whose  thoughts  to  Thine  accord. 

J.  Sterling. 
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1  TO  MY  heart  is  resting,  0  ray  God, 

I  will  give  thanks  and  sing ; 
My  heart  is  at  the  secret  source 

Of  every  precious  thing : 
p  Now  the  frail  vessel  Thou  hast  made 

No  hand  but  Thine  shall  fill ; 
For  the  waters  of  this  world  have 

And  I  am  thirsty  still.       [failed, 

2  TO  I  thirst  for  springs  of  heavenly  life, 

And  here  all  day  they  rise ; 
I  seek  the  treasure  of  Thy  love, 
And  close  at  hand  it  lies ; 
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/  And  a  new  song  is  in  my  mouth 

To  long-loved  music  set, 
Glory  to  Thee  for  all  the  grace 
I  have  not  tasted  yet. 

3  TO  My  heart  is  resting,  0  my  God, 

My  heart  is  in  Thy  care ; 
I  hear  the  voice  of  joy  and  health 

Resounding  everywhere :      [soul, 
/'Thou  art  my  portion,'  saith  my 

Ten  thousand  voices  say, 
And  the  music  of  their  glad  Amen 
Will  never  die  away. 

Anna  L.  Waring. 
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1  m  GOD  moves  in  a  mysterious  way 

His  wonders  to  perform : 
He  plants  His  footsteps  in  the  sea, 
And  rides  upon  the  storm. 

2  Deep  in  unfathomable  mines 

Of  never-failing  skill, 
He  treasures  up  His  bright  designs, 
And  works  His  sovereign  will. 

3  /  Ye  fearful  saints,  fresh  courage  take ; 

The  clouds  ye  so  much  dread 
Are  big  with  mercy,  and  shall  break 
In  blessings  on  your  head. 

4  m  Judge  not  the  Lord  by  feeble  sense 

But  trust  Him  for  His  grace; 
Behind  a  frowning  providence 
He  hides  a  smiling  face. 

5  His  purposes  will  ripen  fast, 

Unfolding  every  hour ; 
The  bud  may  have  a  bitter  taste, 
But  sweet  will  be  the  flower. 

6  Blind  unbelief  is  sure  to  err. 

And  scan  His  work  in  vain ; 
God  is  His  own  Interpreter, 
And  He  will  make  it  plain. 
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1  ??i  THROUGH  all  the  changing  scenes  of  life, 

In  trouble  and  in  joy, 
/  The  praises  of  my  God  shall  still 
My  heart  and  tongue  employ. 

2  Of  His  deliverance  I  will  boast, 

Till  all  that  are  distressed, 
m  From  mine  example  comfort  take, 
And  soothe  their  griefs  to  rest. 

3/0  magnify  the  Lord  with  me  ; 

With  me  exalt  His  name ; 
m  When  in  distress  to  Him  I  called, 
He  to  my  rescue  came. 

4  m  0  make  but  trial  of  His  love ; 

Experience  will  decide 
How  blest  are  they,  and  only  they, 
Who  in  His  truth  confide ! 

5  Fear  Him,  ye  saints,  and  you  will  then 

Have  nothing  else  to  fear ; 
/  Make  you  His  service  your  delight, 
He'll  make  your  wants  His  care. 

Tate  and  Brady. 
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1  m  FATHER  !  ))eneath  Thy  sheltering  wing 

In  sweet  security  we  rest, 

And  fear  no  evil  earth  can  bring, 

In  life,  in  death,  supremely  blest. 

2  For  life  is  good,  whose  tidal  flow 
The  motions  of  Thy  will  obeys ; 

p  And  death  is  good,  that  makes  us  know 
The  life  divine  that  all  things  sways. 

3  m  And  good  it  is  to  bear  the  cross, 

And  so  Thy  perfect  peace  to  win , 
And  naught  is  ill,  nor  brings  us  loss, 
Nor  works  us  harm,  save  only  sin. 

4  Redeemed  from  this,  we  ask  no  more, 
But  trust  the  love  that  saves  to  guide— 
The  grace  that  yields  so  rich  a  store, 
Will  grant  us  all  we  need  beside. 

W.  H.  Burleigh. 
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1  w  MY  Father,  it  is  good  for  me 

To  trust,  and  not  to  trace ; 
And  wait  with  deep  humility 
For  Thy  revealing  grace. 

2  Lord !  when  Thy  way  is  in  the  sea, 

And  strange  to  mortal  sense ; 
f  I  love  Thee  in  the  mystery, 
I  trust  Thy  providence. 

3  p  I  cannot  see  the  secret  things 

In  this  my  dark  abode; 
m  I  may  not  reach  with  earthly  wings 
The  heights  and  depths  of  God. 

4  So  faith  and  patience,  wait  awhile ! — 

Not  doubting ;  not  in  fear ; 
For  soon  in  heaven  my  Father's  smile 
Shall  render  all  things  clear. 

5  Then  shalt  Thou  end  Time's  short  eclipse, 

Its  short,  uncertain  night ; 
/  Bring  in  the  grand  Apocalypse, 
Reveal  the  perfect  Light. 

G.  Rawson. 
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1  m  STILL  will  we  trust,  though  earth  seem  dark  and  dreary, 
p      And  the  heart  faint  beneath  His  chastening  rod, 

Though  rousi'li  and  steep  our  pathway,  worn  and  weary, 
/  Still  will  we  trust  in  God ! 

2  m  Our  eyes  see  dimly  till  by  faith  anointed, 

And  our  blind  choosing  brings  us  grief  and  pain ; 
Through  Him  alone,  who  hath  our  way  appointed, 
We  find  our  peace  again. 

3  Choose  for  us,  God,  nor  let  our  weak  preferring 

Cheat  our  poor  souls  of  good  Thou  Last  designed ; 
Choose  for  us,  God ;  Thy  wisdom  is  unerring, 
p  And  we  are  fools  and  blind. 

4  m  So  from  our  sky  the  night  shall  furl  her  shadows, 
/      And  day  pour  gladness  through  her  golden  gates; 

Our  rough  path  leads  to  flower-enamelled  meadows. 
Where  joy  our  coming  waits. 

5  m  Let  us  press  on :  in  patient  self-denial, 

Accept  the  hardship,  shrink  not  from  the  loss ; 
Our  guerdon  lies  beyond  the  hour  of  trial, 
Our  crowu  beyond  the  cross. 

W.  H.  Burlei'jh. 
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1  /A  FOKTRESS  sure  is  God  our  King, 

A  Shield  that  ne'er  shall  fail  us, 
His  sAvord  alone  shall  succour  bring, 

When  evil  doth  assail  us  ; 
m          With  craft  and  cruel  hate 
Doth  Satan  lie  in  wait, 
And,  armed  with  deadly  power, 
Seeks  whom  he  may  devour ; 
On  earth  where  is  his  equal  ? 

2  m  0  who  shall  then  our  champion  be, 

Lest  we  be  lost  for  ever  ? 
/  One  sent  by  God, — from  sin  'tis  He 
The  sinner  shall  deliver : 

And  dost  thou  ask  His  Name  ? 

'Tis  Jesus  Christ, — the  Same 

Of  Sabaoth  the  Lord, 

The  Everlasting  Word,— 
'Tis  He  urns';  v/in  the  battb, 

c  m  God's  word  remaineth  ever  sure, 

(To  us  no  merit  owing,) 
The  Spirit's  gifts — of  sin  the  cure — 

Each  day  He  is  bestowing; 
p          Though  naught  we  love  be  left, 

Of  all,  e'en  life,  beref; ; 
/         Yet  what  shall  Satan  gain  ? 
God's  kingdom  doth  remain, 
And  shall  be  ours  for  ever. 

.]/.  Luther,  tr.  G.  Thriny. 
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1  TO  COMMIT  thou  all  thy  griefs 

And  ways  into  His  hands, 
To  His  sure  truth  and  tender  care, 
/  Who  heaven  and  earth  commands. 

2  Who  points  the  clouds  their  course, 
Whom  winds  and  seas  obey, 

He  shall  direct  thy  wandering  feet, 
He  shall  prepare  thy  way. 

3  m  Thou  on  the  Lord  rely, 

So  safe  shalt  thou  go  on  ; 
Fix  on  His  word  thy  steadfast  eye, 
So  shall  thy  work  be  done. 

4  No  profit  canst  thou  gain 
By  self-consuming  care ; 

To  Him  commend  thy  cause,  His  ear 
Attends  the  softest  prayer. 

5  /  Thou  everywhere  hast  sway, 

And  all  things  serve  Thy  might ; 
m  Thy  every  act  pure  blessing  is, 
Thy  path  unsullied  light. 

6  When  Thou  arisest,  Lord, 
What  shall  Thy  work  withstand? 

Whate'er  Thy  children  want,  Thou 
And  who  shall  stay  Thy  hand  ?  fgiv'st : 
P.  Gerhardt,  tr.  J.  Wesley. 
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1  m  GIVE  to  the  winds  thy  fears ; 

Hope,  and  be  undismayed :    [tears, 
p  God  hears  thy  sighs,  and  counts  thy 
???.  God  shall  lift  up  thy  head. 

2  Through  waves,  and  clouds,  and 
He  gently  clears  thy  way :  [storms, 

Wait  thou  His  time,  so  shall  the  night 
Soon  end  in  joyous  day. 

3  Leave  to  His  sovereign  sway 
To  choose  and  to  command ; 

So  shalt  thou  wondering  own  His  way, 
How  wise,  how  strong  His  hand. 

4  Far,  far  above  thy  thought 
His  counsel  shall  appear, 

When  fully  He  the  work  hath  wrought 
That  caused  thy  needless  fear ! 

5  p  Thou  seest  our  weakness,  Lord ; 

Our  hearts  are  known  to  Thee ; 
m  0  lift  Thou  up  the  sinking  hand, 
Confirm  the  feeble  knee ! 

G  /  Let  us  in  life,  in  death, 

Thy  steadfast  truth  declare, 
And  publish  with  our  latest  breath 
Thy  love  and  guardian  care. 

P.  Gerhardt,  tr.  J.  Wesley. 
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1  ^?  As  helpless  as  a  child  who  clings 

Fast  to  his  father's  arm, 
And    casts   his   weakness  on    the 

strength 

That  keeps  him  safe  from  harm ; 
m  So  I,  my  Father,  cling  to  Thee, 

And  thus  I  every  hour 
Would  link  my  earthly  feebleness 
/      To  Thine  almighty  power. 

2  p  As  trustful  as  a  child  who  looks 

Up  in  his  mother's  face, 
And  all  his  little  griefs  and  fears 

Forgets  in  her  embrace ; 
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m  So  I  to  Thee,  my  Saviour,  look, 

And  in  Thy  face  divine 
Can  read  the  love  that  will  sustain 
As  weak  a  faith  as  mine. 

3  p  As  loving  as  a  child  who  sits 
Close  by  his  parent's  knee, 
And  knows  no  want  while  lie  can 
That  sweet  society ;  [have 

m  So  sitting  at  Thy  feet,  my  heart 

Would  all  its  love  outpour, 
And  pray  that  Thou  wouldst  teach 

me,  Lord, 

To  love  Thee  more  and  more. , 
J.  D.  Burr/ 
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1  ?>i  0  THOU  by  long  experience  tried, 

Near  whom  no  grief  can  Lng  abide, 
My  Lord !  how  full  of  sweet  content 
My  years  of  pilgrimage  are  spent. 

2  All  scenes  alike  engaging  prove 

To  souls  impressed  with  sacred  love ; 
/  Where'er  they  dwe'l,  they  dwell  with  Thee, 
In  heaven,  in  earth,  or  on  the  sea. 

3  in  To  me  remains  nor  place  nor  time ; 

My  country  is  in  every  clime ; 
I  can  be  calm  and  free  from  care 
On  any  shore,  since  God  is  there. 

4  While  place  we  seek  or  place  we  shun, 
The  soul  finds  happiness  in  none ; 

/  But  with  my  God  to  guide  my  way, 
'Tis  equal  joy  to  go  or  stay. 

5  m  Could  I  be  cast  where  Thou  art  not, 

That  were,  indeed,  a  dreadful  lot: 
But  regions  none  remote  I  call, 
Secure  of  finding  God  in  all. 

6  Then  let  me. to  His  throne  repair, 
And  never  be  a  stranger  there : 

/  Then  love  divine  shall  be  my  guard, 
And  peace  and  safety  my  reward. 

Jeanne  M.  B.  Guion,  t> 
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1  /  WHEN  winds  are  raging  o'er  the  upper  ocean, 

And  billows  wild  contend  with  angry  roar, 

p  'Tls  said,  far  down  beneath  the  wild  commotion, 

That  peaceful  stillness  reigneth  evermore. 

2  Far,  far  beneath,  the  noise  of  tempests  dieth, 

And  silver  waves  glide  ever  peacefully, 
And  no  rude  storm,  how  fierce  soe'er  it  rlieth, 
Disturbs  the  sabbath  of  that  deeper  sea. 

3  m  So  to  the  heart  that  knows  Thy  love,  0  Purest ! 

There  is  a  temple,  sacred  evermore, 
And  all  the  babble  of  life's  angry  voices 
p      Dies  in  hushed  stillness  at  its  peaceful  door. 

4  m  Far,  far  away,  the  roar  of  passion  dieth, 

And  loving  thoughts  rise  calm  and  peacefully, 
And  no  rude  storm,  how  fierce  soe'er  it  rlieth, 
Disturbs  the  soul  that  dwells,  0  Lord,  in  Thee. 

5  0  Rest  of  rests !  0  Peace  serene,  eternal ! 

Thou  ever  livest,  and  Thou  changest  not; 
And  in  the  secret  of  Thy  presence  dwelleth 
Fulness  of  joy,  both  now  and  evermore. 

Harriet  B.  Stowe. 
285 


ALLHALLOWS. 


ft  be  Gbristian  Xife. 

8.6.8.6.8.6. 


A.  H.  BROWX. 


-j— ^=p^:v=j=zjrn — |-prJ  .     j     J     j~i n 

^ff         - 


& f^t    \    a Q 


-4^-J-jM-  -^ 
EBfezS 


244 

1  m  SWEET  is  the  solace  of  Thy  love, 

My  heavenly  Friend,  to  me, 
While  through  the  hidden  way  of  faith 

I  journey  home  with  Thee, 
Learning  by  quiet  thankfulness 

As  a  dear  child  to  be. 

2  p  Though  from  the  shadow  of  Thy  peace 

My  feet  would  often  stray, 
m  Thy  mercy  follows  all  my  steps, 

And  will  not  turn  away ; 
Yea,  Thou  wilt  comfort  me  at  last, 
As  none  beneath  Thee  may. 


May  be  sung  to  St.  Silas,  No.  245. 


3  0  there  is  nothing  in  the  world 

To  weigh  against  Thy  will ;  [most, 
p  E'en  the  dark  times  I  dread  the 

Thy  covenant  fulfil ;  [dawns, 
•HI  And  when  the  pleasant  morning 

I  find  Thee  with  me  still. 

4  m  Then  in  the  secret  of  my  soul, 

Though  hosts  my  peace  invade, 
Though  through  a  waste  and  weary 

My  lonely  way  be  made,      [land 
Thou,  even  Thou,  wilt  comfort  me — 

I  need  not  be  afraid. 
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5    p  Still  in  the  solitary  place 

I  would  awhile  abide, 
m  Till  with  the  solace  of  Thy  love 

My  heart  is  satisfied  ; 
And  all  my  hopes  of  happiness 
Stay  calmly  at  Thy  side. 

Anna  L.  Waring. 
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1  )/i  FATHER,  I  know  that  all  my  life 
Is  portioned  out  for  me ; 

The  changes  that  will  surely  come, 
I  do  not  fear  to  see ; 

I  ask  Thee  for  a  present  mind 
Intent  on  pleasing  Thee. 

2m  I  ask  Thee  for  a  thoughtful  love, 

Through  constant  watching,wise, 
To  meet  the  glad  with  joyful  smiles, 
p     And  wipe  the  weeping  eyes. 
A  heart  at  leisure  from  itself, 
To  soothe  and  sympathise. 

3m  I  would  not  have  the  restless  will 
That  hurries  to  and  fro, 

That  seeks  for  some  great  thing  to  do, 
Or  secret  thing  to  know ; 

I  would  be  treated  as  a  child, 
And  guided  where  I  go. 
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•4      Wherever  in  the  world  I  am, 
In  whatsoe'er  estate, 

I  have  a  fellowship  with  hearts 
To  keep  and  cultivate ; 

A  work  of  lowly  love  to  do 
For  Him  on  whom  I  wait. 

5      I  ask  Thee  for  the  daily  strength, 
To  none  that  ask  denied ; 

A  mind  to  blend  with  outward  life, 
While  keeping  at  Thy  side: 

Content  to  fill  a  little  space, 
If  Thou  be  glorified. 

0  p  Briers  beset  our  every  path, 

Which  call  for  patient  care ; 
There  is  a  cross  in  every  lot, 

A  constant  need  for  prayer : 
m  But  lowly  hearts  that  lean  on  Thee, 
Are  happy  everywhere. 

In  service  which  Thy  love  appoints 

There  are  no  bonds  for  me ; 
My  secret  heart  is  taught  the  truth 

That  makes  Thy  children  free : 
A  life  of  self-renouncing  love 

Is  one  of  liberty. 

0"  _        Anna  L.  Waring. 
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1  m  GOD  draws  a  cloud  over  each  gleaming  morn,— 

Wouldst  thou  ask  why  ? 
p  It  is  because  all  noblest  things  are  born 
In  agony. 

2  Only  upon  some  cross  of  pain  or  woe 

God's  Son  may  lie : 

Each  soul  redeemed  from  self  and  sin  must  know 
Its  Calvary. 

3  m  Yet  we  must  crave  neither  for  joy  nor  grief ; 

God  chooses  best : 

He  only  knows  our  sick  soul's  best  relief, 
And  gives  us  rest. 

4  More  than  our  feeble  hearts  can  ever  pine 

For  holiness, 

That  Father  in  His  tenderness  divine, 
Yearneth  to  bless. 

5  He  never  sends  a  joy  not  meant  in  love, 

Still  less  a  pain : 

Our  gratitude  the  sunlight  falls  to  prove ; 
Our  faith,  the  rain. 

6  In  His  hands  we  are  safe.    We  falter  on 

Through  storm  and  mire : 
Above,  beside,  around  us,  there  is  One 

Will  never  tire. 
1   p  What  though  we  fall, — and  bruised  and  wounded  lie 

Our  lips  in  dust ! 
f  God's  arm  shall  lift  us  up  to  victory ! 

In  Him  we  trust. 
3        i<  or  neither  life  nor  death,  nor  things  below, 

Nor  things  above, 

Can  ever  sever  us,  that  we  should  go 
From  His  great  love. 

'J88  Frances  Power  Colbe. 
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<-  •  '          1    y      BEGONE,  unbelief ;  my  Saviour  is  near, 

And  for  my  relief  will  surely  appear ; 
m  By  prayer  let  me  wrestle,  and  He  will  perform ; 
With  Christ  in  the  vessel,  I  smile  at  the  storm. 

2  p      Though  dark  be  my  way,  since  He  is  my  Guide, 

'Tis  mine  to  obey ;  "'tis  His  to  provide ; 
Though  cisterns  be  broken,  and  creatures  all  fail, 
/  The  word  He  hath  spoken  shall  surely  prevail. 

3  m      His  love  in  time  past  forbids  me  to  think, 

He'll  leave  me  at  last  in  trouble  to  sink : 
Each  sweet  Ebenezer  I  have  in  review, 
Confirms  His  good  pleasure  to  help  me  quite  through. 

4  m      Why  should  I  complain  of  want  or  distress, 

Temptation  or  pain  ?    He  told  me  no  less ; 
The  heirs  of  salvation,  I  know  from  His  word, 
Through  much  tribulation  must  follow  their  Lord. 

5  p      How  bitter  that  cup,  no  heart  can  conceive, 

Which  He  drank  quite  up,  that  sinners  might  live ! 
His  way  was  much  rougher  and  darker  than  mine ; 
Did  Jesus  thus  suffer,  and  shall  I  repine  ? 

6  m      Since  all  that  I  meet  shall  work  for  my  good, 

The  bitter  is  sweet,  the  medicine  is  food ; 
Though  painful  at  present,  'twill  cease  before  long ; 
/  And  then,  0  how  pleasant  the  conqueror's  song ! 
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1  m  I  WORSHIP  Thee,  sweet  Will  of  God ! 

And  all  Thy  ways  adore ; 
And  every  day  I  live,  I  long 
To  love  Thee  more  and  more. 

2  p  I  love  to  trace  each  print  where  Thou 

Hast  set  Thine  unseen  feet ; 
I  cannot  fear  Thee,  blessed  Will, 
Thine  empire  is  so  sweet. 

3  m  I  have  no  cares,  0  blessed  Will ! 

For  all  my  cares  are  Thine ; 
/  I  live  in  triumph,  Lord !  for  Thou 
Hast  made  Thy  triumphs  mine. 

4  m  Man's  weakness,  waiting  upon  God, 

Its  end  can  never  miss, 
For  men  on  earth  no  work  can  do 
More  angel-like  than  this. 

5  /  Ride  on,  ride  on  triumphantly, 

Thou  glorious  Will !  ride  on ; 
Faith's  pilgrim  sons  behind  Thee  take 
The  road  that  Thou  hast  gone. 

6  He  always  wins  who  sides  with  God, 

To  him  no  chance  is  lost ; 
p  God's  will  is  sweetest  to  him  when 
It  triumphs  at  his  cost. 

7  m  111,  that  He  blesses,  is  our  good, 

And  unblest  good  is  ill ; 
And  all  is  right  that  seems  most  wrong, 
If  it  be  His  sweet  Will ! 

F.  W.  Faber. 
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1  m  IMMORTAL  Love,  within  whose  righteous  will 

Is  always  peace ; 
p  0  pity  me,  storm-tossed  on  waves  of  ill, 

Let  passion  cease ; 

/  Come  down  in  power  within  my  heart  to  reign, 
p  For  I  am  weak,  and  struggle  has  been  vain. 

2  m  The  days  are  gone,  when  far  and  wide  my  will 

Drove  me  astray ; 
And  now  I  fain  would  climb  the  arduous  hill, 

That  narrow  way 

Which  leads  through  mist  and  rocks  to  Thine  abode ; 
Toiling  for  man  and  Thee,  Almighty  God. 

3  p  Whate'er  of  pain  Thy  loving  hand  allot; 

I  gladly  bear ; 
Only,  0  Lord,  let  peace  be  not  forgot, 

Nor  yet  Thy  care, 

m  Freedom  from  storms,  and  wild  desires  within, 
Peace  from  the  fierce  oppression  of  my  sin. 

4  p  So  may  I,  far  away,  when  evening  falls 

On  life  and  love, 
m  Arrive  at  last  the  holy,  happy  halls, 

With  Thee  above, 

Wounded  yet  healed,  sin-laden  yet  forgiven, 
And  sure  that  goodness  is  my  only  heaven. 

§.  A.  Brooke. 
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1  w  MY  faith  looks  up  to  Thee, 

Thou  Lamb  of  Calvary : 

Saviour  divine : 
p  Now  hear  me  while  I  pray, 

Take  all  my  guilt  away, 
/  0  let  me  from  this  day 
Be  wholly  Thine. 

2  m  May  Thy  rich  grace  impart 

Strength  to  my  fainting  heart, 

My  zeal  inspire : 
p  As  Thou  hast  died  for  me, 

0  may  my  love  to  Thee, 
/  Pure,  warm,  and  changeless  be, 
A  living  fire. 
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3  m  While  life's  dark  maze  1  tread, 

And  griefs  around  me  spread, 
f     Be  Thou  my  guide ; 

Bid  darkness  turn  to  day, 
p  Wipe  sorrow's  tears  away, 
m  Nor  let  me  ever  stray 
From  Thee  aside. 

4  p  When  ends  life's  transient  dream, 

When  death's  cold,  sullen  stream 

Shall  o'er  me  roll  ; 
m  Blest  Saviour,  then,  in  love, 

Pear  and  distrust  remove, 
/  0  bear  me  safe  above — 
A  ransomed  soul. 

Ray  Palmer. 
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1  p  FEEBLE,  helpless,  how  shall  I 

Learn  to  live  and  learn  to  die  ? 
Who,  0  God,  my  guide  shall  be  ? 
Who  shall  lead  Thy  child  to  Thee  ? 

2  m  Blessed  Father,  gracious  One, 

Thou  hast  sent  Thy  holy  Son ; 
He  will  give  the  light  I  need, 
He  my  trembling  steps  will  lead. 

3  Through  this  world,  uncertain,  dim, 
Let  me  ever  learn  of  Him ; 

From  His  precepts  wisdom  draw, 
Make  His  life  my  solemn  law. 

4  Thus  in  deed,  and  thoiight,  and  word, 
Led  by  Jesus  Christ  the  Lord, 

p  In  my  weakness,  thus  shall  I 
Learn  to  live  and  learn  to  die  :— 

5  m  Learn  to  live  in  peace  and  love, 

Like  the  perfect  ones  above  ;— 
p  Learn  to  die  without  a  fear, 
/  Feeling  Thee,  my  Father,  near. 


W.  H.  Funiess. 


298  Orig.  Ed. 


NARENZA. 


Ube  Cbrtstian  Xife, 

S.M. 


Cologne  Choralbuch. 

1 


252 


299  Orig.  Ed. 


1  m      BLEST  be  Thy  love,  dear  Lord, 

That  taught  us  this  .sweet  way, 
Only  to  love  Thee  for  Thyself, 
And  for  that  love  obey. 

2  /      0  Thou,  our  souls'  chief  hope  4 

We  to  Thy  mercy  fly ; 
AVhere'er  we  are,  Thou  canst  protect, 
What  e'er  we  need,  supply. 

3  m      Whether  we  sleep  or  wake, 

To  Thee  we  both  resign ; 
By  night  we  see,  as  well  as  day, 
It  Thy  light  on  us  shine. 

4  m      Whether  we  live  or  die, 

Both  we  submit  to  Thee ; 
In  death  we  live,  as  well  as  life, 
If  Thine  in  death  we  be. 

J.  Austin. 
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1  m  QUIET,  Lord,  my  froward  heart ; 

Make  me  teachable  and  mild, 
Upright,  simple,  free  from  art ; 
Make  me  as  a  weaned  child : 
From  distrust  and  envy  free, 
Pleased  with  all  that  pleases  Thee. 

2  What  Thou  shalt  to-day  provide, 
Let  me  as  a  child  receive ; 
What  to-morrow  may  betide 
Calmly  to  Thy  wisdom  leave ; 
'Tis  enough  that  Thou  wilt  care : 
Why  should  I  the  burden  bear  ? 

300  Orig.  Ed. 


3  p  As  a  little  child  relies 

On  a  care  beyond  his  own, 
Knows  he 's  neither  strong  nor  wise, 
Fears  to  stir  a  step  alone ; 
m  Let  me  thus  with  Thee  abide, 
As  my  Father,  Guard,  and  Guide. 

4  Thus  preserved  from  Satan's  wiles, 
Safe  from  dangers,  free  from  fears, 
May  I  live  upon  Thy  smiles, 

Till  the  promised  hour  appears, 
/When  the  sons  of  God  shall  prove 
All  their  Father's  boundless  love. 
J.  Newton. 
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1  m  GOD  is  love:  His  mercy  brightens 

All  the  path  in  which  we  rove ; 
Bliss  He  wakes,  and  woe  He  lightens : 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 

2  p  Chance  and  change  are  busy  ever ; 

Man  decays  and  ages  move ; 
f  But  His  mercy  waneth  never: 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 

3  m  E'en  the  hour  that  darkest  seemeth 

"Will  His  changeless  goodness  prove ; 
From  the  mist  His  brightness  streameth : 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 

4  He  with  earthly  cares  entwineth 

Hope  and  comfort  from  above ; 
/  Everywhere  His  glory  shineth : 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love ! 

Sir  J.  Bowring 
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ja  LONG  did  I  toil,  and  knew  no  earthly  rest  ; 

Far  did  I  rove,  and  found  no  certain  home  ; 
m  At  last  I  sought  them  in  His  sheltering  breast, 

Who  opes  His  arms,  and  bids  the  weary  come. 

With  Him  1  found  a  home,  a  rest  divine  ; 

And  I  since  then  am  His,  find  He  is  mine. 
/  Whate'er  may  change,  in  Him  no  change  is  seen  : 

A  glorious  Sun,  that  wanes  not,  nor  declines  ; 

Above  the  clouds  and  storms  H<  walks  serene, 

And  on  His  people's  inward  darkness  shines. 
p  All  may  depart  —  I  fret  not,  nor  repine, 
m  While  I  my  Saviour's  am,  while  He  is  mine. 

He  stays  me  falling,  lifts  me  up  when  down, 
Reclaims  me  wandering,  guards  from  every  foe  ; 
Plants  on  my  worthless  brow  the  victor's  crown, 
Which,  in  return,  before  His  feet  I  throw, 
Grieved  that  I  cannot  better  grace  His  shrine, 
Who  deigns  to  own  me  His,  as  He  is  mine. 
While  here,  alas  !  I  know  but  half  His  love, 
But  half  discern  Him,  and  but  half  adore  ; 
f  But  when  I  meet  Him  in  the  realms  above, 
I  hope  to  love  Him  better,  praise  Him  more, 
And  feel  and  tell,  amid  the  choir  divine, 
How  fully  I  am  His,  and  He  is  mine. 

297  F-  Q^rles  and  H.  F.  Lyte. 
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fO  LORD,  Thine  everlasting  grace 
Our  scanty  thought  surpasses  far  : 

p  Thineheartstillmelts  with  tenderness 
Thine  arms  of  love  still  open  are. 

m  Returning  sinners  to  receive, 

That  mercy  they  may  taste  and  live. 


/"By  faith  I  plunge  me  in  this  sea, 
Here  is  my  hope,  my  joy,  my  rest ; 

m  Hither,  when  hell  assails,  I  "flee, 
And  look  unto  my  Saviour's  breast ; 

f  Away,  sad  doubts  and  anxious  fear ! 

p  Mercy  is  all  that 's  written  here. 


306  Orig.  Ed. 
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m  Though  waves  and  storms  go  o'er  my 

head,  [be  gone ; 

p  Though  strength  and  heart  and  friends 

Though  joys  be  withered  all  and  dead, 

And  every  comfort  be  withdrawn, — 
f  On  this  my  steadfast  soul  relies, 

Jesus,  Thy  mercy  never  dies. 
4. 

Fixed  on  this  ground  will  I  remain, 
p  Though  my  heart  fail  and  flesh  decay, 

This  anchor  shall  my  soul  sustain 

When  earth's  foundations  melt  away ; 
m  Mercy's  full  power  I  then  shall  prove, 

Loved  with  an  everlasting  love. 

J.  A.  Rothe,  tr.J.  Wesley. 
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1  m  THOU  Lord  art  Love— and  everywhere 

Thy  name  is  brightly  shown, 
Beneath,  on  earth  Thy  footstool  fair, 
Above,  in  heaven  Thy  throne. 

2  Thy  word  is  Love — in  lines  of  gold 

There  mercy  prints  its  trace ; 

In  Nature  we  Thy  steps  behold, 

The  Gospel  shows  Thy  face. 

3  p  Thy  ways  are  Love— though  they  transcend 

Our  feeble  range  of  sight, 
They  wind  through  darkness  to  their  end. 
In  everlasting  light. 

4  m  Thy  thoughts  are  Love — and  Jesus  is 

The  living  voice  they  find ; 
His  love  lights  up  the  vast  abyss 
Of  the  Eternal  Mind. 

5  p  Thy  chastisements  are  Love — more  deep 

They  stamp  the  seal  divine ; 
And  by  a  sweet  compulsion  keep 
Our  spirits  nearer  Thine. 

6  Thy  heaven  is  the  abode  of  Love— 

0  blessed  Lord,  that  we 
May  there,  when  time's  dim  shades  remove 
Be  gathered  home  to  Thee : 

7  m  There  with  Thy  resting  saints  to  fall 

Adoring  round  Thy  throne ; 
Where  all  shall  love  Thee,  Lord,  and  all 
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1  p  I  VEXKD  me  with  a  troubled  thought, 

That  God  might  be 
A  God  whose  mercy  must  be  bought 
With  misery. 

2  m  But  there 's  no  wrath  to  be  appeased 

In  heaven  above ; 

No  wrath  with  bitter  anguish  pleased, 
For  God  is  Love. 

3  No  pleasure  from  our  suffering 

The  Lord  could  steal, 
Or  anguish  of  the  meanest  thing 
He  made  to  feel. 

4  p  But  on  Himself  the  grief  He  took, 

The  pain  and  loss 
And  shame  of  sin,  and  its  rebuke 
Upon  the  cross. 

5  m  For  love  rejoiceth  not  in  pain 

Of  good  or  bad, 

But  beareth  all,  and  still  is  fain 
To  make  us  glad. 

6  Love  circles  us  with  mercies  sweet, 

And  guides  our  way, 
And  sheds  its  light  around  our  feet 
By  night  and  day. 

7  f  0  love  of  Jesus !  love  of  heaven ! 

0  holy  Dove, 

Teach  all  the  ransomed  and  forgiven, 
That  God  is  Love. 

W.  C.  Smith. 
792  Orig.  Ed.  300 


THEODORA. 


ICrust. 

9.9.9.9. 


A.  LEGQE. 


822  Orig.  Ed. 


m  REST  of  the  weary,  joy  of  the  sad, 
Hope  of  the  dreary,  light  of  the  glad  ; 
Home  of  the  stranger,  strength  to  the  end, 

/  Refuge  from  danger,  Saviour  and  Friend  1 

2  p  Pillow  where  lying,  love  rests  its  head ; 

Peace  of  the  dying,  life  of  the  dead. 
m  Path  of  the  lowly,  prize  at  the  end, 
Breath  of  the  holy,  Saviour  and  Friend! 

3  /  When  my  feet  stumble,  I'll  to  Thee  cry ; 

Crown  of  the  humble,  cross  of  the  high. 

m  When  my  steps  wander,  over  me  bend, 

Truer  and  fonder,  Saviour  and  Friend ! 

4  /  Ever  confessing  Thee,  I  will  raise 

Unto  Thee  blessing,  glory,  and  praise. 
All  my  endeavour,  world  without  end, 
Thine  to  be  ever,  Saviour  and  Friend ! 

J.  S,  B.  Monsell. 
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1  p  I  BO~W  my  forehead  to  the  dust, 

I  veil  mine  eyes  for  shame, 
And  urge,  in  trembling  self-distrust, 
A  prayer  without  a  claim. 

2  m  I  see  the  wrong  that  round  me  lies, 

I  feel  the  guilt  within ; 
p  I  hear,  with  groan  and  travail-cries, 
The  world  confess  its  sin : 

f  3  m  Yet,  in  the  maddening  maze  of  things, 

And  tossed  by  storm  and  flood, 
To  one  fixed  trust  my  spirit  clings : 
/      I  know  that  God  is  good. 

4  p  Not  mine  to  look  where  cherubim 

And  seraphs  may  not  see, 
m  But  nothing  can  be  good  in  Him 
Which  evil  is  in  me. 

5  p  The  wrong  that  pains  my  soul  below 

I  dare  not  throne  above : 
I  know  not  of  His  hate — I  know 
His  goodness  and  His  love ! 

G    p  I  dimly  guess,  from  blessings  known, 

Of  greater  out  of  sight, 
m  And  with  the  chastened  Psalmist  own 
His  judgments  too  are  right. 

7        And  Thou,  0  Lord,  by  whom  are  seen 

Thy  creatures  as  they  be, 
p  Forgive  me  if  too  close  I  lean 
My  human  heart  on  Thee ! 


1068  OH;,'.  Eil. 
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Copyright,  1903,  by  W.  Garrett  Horder. 

1  p      NOT  so  in  haste,  my  heart ! 
/      Have  faith  in  God  and  wait ; 

m  Although  He  seems  to  linger  long, 
He  never  comes  too  late. 

2  He  never  comes  too  late, 
He  knoweth  what  is  best ; 

Vex  not  thyself — it  is  in  vain : 
Until  He  cometh,  rest. 

3  p      Until  He  cometh,  rest, 

Nor  grudge  the  hours  that  roll ; 
vn  The  feet  that  wait  for  God — 'tis  they 
Are  soonest  at  the  goal ; 

4  Are  soonest  at  the  goal 
That  is  not  gained  by  speed, 

p  Then  hold  thee  still,  0  restless  heart, 
For  I  shall  wait  His  lead. 

Bayard  Taylor 
303 


Ube  Cbristiatt  %ife. 


H.  E.  NICHOL,  Mus.  Bac. 


SBE?  =]^-^=t^»5^ 

^fHEEJrti  i=t±e 


262  i. 

p  WE  see  not,  know  not ;  M  our  way 
Is  night, — with  Thee  alone  is  day ; 

m  From  out  the  torrent's  troubled  drift, 
Above  the  storm  our  prayers  we  lift, 

^)  Thy  will  be  done ! 


The  flesh  may  fail,  the  heart  may  faint ; 

But  who  are  we  to  make  complaint, 
m.  Or  dare  to  plead,  in  times  like  these, 

The  weakness  of  our  love  of  ease  ? 
j)  Thy  will  be  done ! 


V       | 

Copyright,  1905,  by  W.  Garrett  Border. 


m  We  take  with  solemn  thankfulness 
Our  burden  up,  nor  ask  it  less, 
And  count  it  joy  that  even  we 
May  suffer,  serve,  or  wait  for  Thee, 

p  Whose  will  be  done ! 

4. 

Though  dim  as  yet  in  tint  and  line, 
We  trace  Thy  picture's  wise  design, 

m  And  thank  Thee  that  our  age  supplies 
Its  dark  relief  of  sacrifice. 

p  Thy  will  be  done ! 


1065  Orig.  Ed. 


/  Strike,  Thou  the  Master,  we  Thy  keys, 

The  anthem  of  the  destinies ! 
m  As  minor  of  Thy  loftier  strain, 

Our  hearts  shall  breathe  the  old  refrain, 
p  Thy  will  be  done ! 

J.  G.  Whittier. 
304 


Urust. 

12.12.12.1-2. 


A.  BKRRIDGE. 


<M=-^FZ=-=I::    -ra-— i- 


r *-i ^.— I— >< p* 5,— *« — L-,^.. — 


m     ORD,  for  to-morrow  and  its  needs  I  do  not  pray ; 
Keep  me,  my  God,  from  stain  of  sin  just  for  to-day. 
Help  me  to  labour  earnestly,  and  duly  pray ; 
Let  me  be  kind  in  word  and  deed,  Father,  to-day. 

p  Let  me  no  wrong  or  idle  word  unthinking  say : 
Set  Thou  a  seal  upon  my  lips  through  all  to-day. 

/  Let  me  in  season,  Lord,  be  grave,  in  season  gay : 
Let  me  be  faithful  to  Thy  grace,  dear  Lord,  to-day. 

p  And  if  to-day  this  life  of  mine  should  ebb  away, 
m  Give  me  Thy  sacrament  divine,  Father,  to-day. 
So  for  to-morrow  and  its  needs  I  do  not  pray : 
/  Still  keep  me,  guide  me,  love  me,  Lord,  through  each  to-day. 

305  S.  J/.  A'.,  1877. 
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1  m  LET  all  men  know,  that  all  men  move 
Under  a  canopy  of  love, 
As  broad  &s  the  blue  sky  above ; 
p  That  doubtand  trouble,  fearandpain, 
And  anguish,  all  are  shadows  vain ; 
That  death  itself  shall  not  remain. 


Copyright,  1905,  by  W.  Garrctt  Hordcr. 


2  m  That  weary  deserts  we  may  tread, 
A  dreary  labyrinth  we  may  thread, 
Through  dark  ways  underground  be 
Yet,  if  we  will  our  Guide  obey,  [led ; 
The  dreariest  path,  the  darkest  way, 
Shall  issue  out  in  heavenly  day ! 


30  Orig.  Ed. 


And  we,  on  divers  shores  now  cast, 
Shall  meet,  our  perilous  voyage  past, 
All  in  our  Father's  house  at  last  ! 
J  Let  all  men  count  it  true  that  love,  — 
Blessing,  not  cursing,  rules  above, 
And  that  in  it  we  live  and  move. 

E.  C,  Trench. 
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1  m  MY  God !  I  do  not  flee  from  Thee 

Because  Thou  awful  art ; 
Thy  glories,  Lord,  oppress  not  me, 
Nor  make  afraid  my  heart. 

2  Father,  Redeemer,  Quickener,  mine, 

What  joy  Thy  glories  yield ! 

/  That  majesty,  that  might  of  Thine, 

I  count  my  Sun  and  Shield. 

3  m  Who  but  Thyself,  all-glorious  Guest, 

Joy  to  this  sad  soul  brings  ? 
p  And  where  may  this  poor  changeling  rest, 
But  'neath  the  eternal  wings  ? 

4  m  I  tremble,  and  Thou  mak'st  me  bold ; 

I  weep,  smiles  come  from  Thee ; 
I  faint,  and  Thy  strong  arms  enfold ; 
I  die ;  Thou  qmckenest  me. 

5  p  My  weakness  Thy  dear  succour  gains ; 

That  weakness,  Lord,  I  love : 
Yes,  sweet  the  frailty  that  constrains 
My  soul  to  look  above. 

6  m  0  if  I  find  mine  earthly  rest 

In  Thee,  my  glorious  God, 
/  How  will  Thy  glory  make  me  blest 
In  Thine  own  bright  abode  ! 

T.  H.  Gill. 
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1  m  ABOUND  my  path  life's  mysteries 

Their  deepening  shadows  throw ; 
p  And  as  I  gaze  and  ponder, 
They  dark  and  darker  grow. 

2  m  But  there 's  a  voice  above  me  [pray ; 


Copyright,  190.5,  by  W.  Garrett  Horder. 


Which    says,   'Wait,  trust,  and 
The  night  will  soon  be  over, 

And  light  will  come  with  day.' 
3      Father !  the  light  and  darkness 

Are  both  alike  to  Thee ; 
Then  to  Thy  waiting  servant, 

Alike  they  both  shall  be. 
837  Orig.  Ed.,  v.  1  omitted. 


4  p  The  great  unending  future, 

I  cannot  pierce  its  shroud ; 
in  Yet  nothing  doubt,  nor  tremble, 
God's  bow  is  on  the  cloud. 

5  p  To  Him  I  yield  my  spirit ; 


On  Him  I  lay  my  load : 
m  Fear  ends  with  death;  beyond  it 

I  nothing  see  but  GOD. 
G      Thus  moving  towards  the  darkness 

I  calmly  wait  His  call, 
f  Now  seeing,  fearing — nothing ; 
I  But  hoping,  trusting — all ! 

SOS  S.  Greg. 
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1  m  WE  pray  no  more,  made  lowly  wise, 

For  miracle  and  sign ; 
Anoint  our  eyes  to  see  within 
The  common,  the  divine. 

2  '  Lo  here,  lo  there '  no  more  we  cry, 

Dividing  with  our  call 
The  mantle  of  Thy  presence.  Lord, 
That  seamless  covers  all. 

3  We  turn  from  seeking  Thee  afar 

And  in  unwonted  ways, 
To  build  from  out  our  daily  lives 
The  temples  of  Thy  praise. 

4  p  And  if  Thy  casual  comings,  Lord, 

To  hearts  of  old  were  dear, 
/  What  joy  shall  dwell  within  the  faith 
That  feels  Thee  ever  near ! 

5  m  And  nobler  yet  shall  duty  grow, 

And  more  shall  worship  be, 
/  When  Thou  art  found  in  all  our  life, 
And  all  our  life  in  Thee. 

F.  L.  Hosmer. 
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1  p  MANY  things  in  life  there  are 

Past  our  understanding  far, 

And  the  humblest  flower  that  grows 

Hides  a  secret  no  man  knows. 

2  All  unread  by  outer  sense 
Lies  the  soul's  experience ; 
Mysteries  around  us  rise, 
We,  the  deeper  mysteries ! 

3  in  Who  can  sound  the  silent  sea, 

Where,  with  sealed  orders,  we 
Voyage  from  birth's  forgotten  shore 
Toward  the  unknown  land  before  ? 

4  While  we  may  so  little  scan 
Of  Thy  vast  creation's  plan, 
Teach  us,  0  our  God,  to  be 
Humble  in  our  walk  with  Thee ! 

5  m  May  we  trust,  through  ill  and  good, 

Thine  unchanging  Fatherhood, 
And  our  highest  wisdom  find 
In  the  reverent  heart  and  mind  : 

6  /  Clearer  vision  shall  be  ours, 

Larger  wisdom,  ampler  powers, 
And  the  meaning  yet  appear 
Of  what  passes  knowledge  here. 

F.  L.  Hosmer. 
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269  l^>  OUR  days  are  few  and  full  of  strife ; 

Like  leaves  our  pleasures  fade  and  fall ; 
in  But  Thou  who  art  the  all  in  all, 
Thy  name  is  Love,  and  love  is  Life ! 

2  p  We  walk  in  sleep  and  think  we  see ; 

Our  little  lives  are  clothed  with  dreams ; 
m  For  that  to  us  which  substance  seems 
Is  shadow,  'twixt  ourselves  and  Thee. 

3  /  We  are  immortal  now,  and  here 

Chances  and  changes,  night  and  day, 
Are  landmarks  in  the  eternal  way ; 
m  Our  fear  is  all  we  have  to  fear. 

4  p  Our  lives  are  dewdrops  in  Thy  sun ; 
m  Thou  breakest  them,  and  lo !  we  see 

A  thousand  gracious  shapes  of  Thee, — 
A  thousand  shapes,  instead  of  one. 

5  p  The  soul  that  drifts  all  darkly  dim 

Through  floods  that  seem  outside  of  grace, 
m  Is  only  surging  toward  the  place 

Which  Thou  hast  made  and  meant  for  him. 

6  For  this  we  hold,— ill  could  not  be 
Were  there  no  power  beyond  the  ill ; 
Our  wills  are  held  within  Thy  will ; 
The  ends  of  goodness  rest  with  Thee. 

Alice  Gary. 
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in  WE  cannot  always  trace  the  way 

Where  Thou,  our  gracious  Lord,  dost  move, 
/  But  we  can  always  surely  say 

That  Thou  art  love. 
p  When  fear  its  gloomy  cloud  will  fling 

O'er  earth,— our  souls  to  heaven  above, 
m  As  to  their  sanctuary,  spring ; 

For  Thou  art  love. 

p  When  mystery  shrouds  our  darkened  path, 
in  We'll  check  our  dread,  our  doubts  reprove ; 
In  this  our  soul  sweet  comfort  hath, 

That  Thou  art  love. 

/  Yes,  Thou  art  love ;  and  truth  like  this 
Can  every  gloomy  thought  remove, 
And  turn  all  tears,  all  woes  to  bliss ; 
Our  God  is  love. 

Sir  J.  Bo  wring. 
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1  p  0  Gop,  not  only  in  distress, 

In  pain,  and  want,  and  weariness, 
Thy  tender  Spirit  stoops  to  bless, 
Thy  will  is  done. 

2  m  But  oftener  on  the  wings  of  peace 

And  girt  about  with  tenderness, 
Thou  comest,  and  all  troubles  cease, 
Thy  will  is  done. 

3  In  all  that  Nature  hath  supplied, 
In  flowers  along  the  country  side, 
In  morning  light,  in  eventide, 

Thy  will  is  done. 

1067  Orig.  Ed.  3 


f  In  youthful  days,  when  joys  increase, 

In  light,  in  hope,  in  happiness, 
m  In  quiet  times  of  trustful  peace, 

Thy  will  is  done. 

•p  And  when  the  burdened  heart  can 
Its  sorrow  to  Thy  feet,and  cling  [bring 
m  Till  hope  surpasses  sorrowing, 

Thy  will  is  done. 

Thy  will  is  pure,  0  Lord,  and  just, 
p  And  we,  frail  creatures  of  the  dust, 
m  Through  good  or  ill,  can  only  trust 
Thy  will  is  done. 

F.  Smith. 
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1  p  WHEN  I  survey  life's  varied  scene, 

Amid  the  darkest  hours, 
m  Sweet  rays  of  comfort  shine  between, 
And  thorns  are  mix'd  with  flowers. 

2  /  Lord,  teach  me  to  hold  fast  Thy  hand, 
p      And  when  my  griefs  increase, 

m  To  see  beyond  this  lower  land 
The  hills  of  heavenly  peace. 

3  p  And  oh,  whate'er  of  earthly  bliss 

Thy  sovereign  hand  denies, 
m  Accepted  at  Thy  throne  of  grace, 
Let  this  petition  rise ; — 

4  'Give  me  a  calm,  a  thankful  heart, 

From  every  murmur  free ; 
The  blessings  of  Thy  grace  impart, 
And  let  me  live  to  Thee. 

5  '  Let  the  sweet  hope  that  Thou  art  mine 

My  path  of  life  attend, 
/  Thy  presence  through  my  journey  shine 
And  crown  my  journey's  end.' 

Anne  Steele. 
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By  permission  of  Novello  and  Company,  Limited. 

0  GOD,  in  whom  we  live  and  move, 
Thy  love  is  law,  Thy  law  is  love  ; 
Thy  present  Spirit  waits  to  fill 
The  soul  which  comes  to  do  Thy  will. 

•2        Unto  Thy  children's  spirits  teach 

Thy  love  beyond  the  power  of  speech ; 
And  make  them  know  with  joyful  awe 
Th'  encircling  presence  of  Thy  law. 

3  /  That  law  doth  give  to  truth  and  right, 

Howe'er  despised,  a  conquering  might, 
And  makes  each  fondly-worshipped  lie 
And  boasting  wrong,  to  cower  and  die. 

4  p  Its  patient  working  doth  fulfil 

Man's  hope  and  God's  all-perfect  will, 
m  Nor  suffers  one  true  word  or  thought 
Or  deed  of  love  to  come  to  nought. 

5  Such  faith,  0  God,  our  spirits  fill, 
That  we  may  work  in  patience  still ; 

/  Who  works  for  justice' works  with  Thee, 
Who  works  in  love  Thy  child  shall  be. 

S.  Longfellow, 
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1  m  To  Thine  eternal  arms,  0  God, 

Take  us,  Thine  erring  children,  in ; 
p  From  dangerous  paths  too  boldly  trod, 

From  wandering  thoughts  and  dreams  of  sin. 

2  m  Those  arms  were  round  our  childhood's  ways, 

A  guard  through  helpless  years  to  be ; 
0  leave  not  our  maturer  days, 
We  still  are  helpless  without  Thee ! 

3  p  We  trusted  hope  and  pride  and  strength ; 

Our  strength  proved  false,  our  pride  was  vain, 
Our  dreams  have  faded  all  at  length, — 
We  come  to  Thee,  0  Lord,  again ! 

4  m  A  guide  to  trembling  steps  yet  be ! 

Give  us  of  Thine  eternal  power ! 
So  shall  our  paths  all  lead  to  Thee, 
And  life  still  smile,  like  childhood's  hour. 


T.  W,  Higginson. 
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1  w  ETERNAL  Liglit !  Eternal  Light ! 

How  pure  the  soul  must  be,  [sio-ht 
When,  placed  within  Thy  searching 
It  shrinks  not,  but,  with  calm  delight 

Can  live,  and  look  on  Thee ! 

2  The  spirits  that  surround  Thy  throne, 

May  bear  the  burning  bliss ; 
But  that  is  surely  theirs  alone, 
p  Since  they  have  never,  never  known 
A  fallen  world  like  this. 


3  0  how  shall  I,  whose  native  sphere 

Is  dark,  whose  mind  is  dim, 
Before  the  Ineffable  appear, 
And  on  my  naked  spirit  bear 

That  uncreated  beam  ? 

4  m  There  is  a  way  for  man  to  rise 

To  that  sublime  abode: — 
An  offering  and  a  sacrifice, 
A  Holy  Spirit's  energies, 

An  Advocate  with  God : — 
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5   m  These,  these  prepare  us  for  the  sight 

Of  Holiness  above : 
The  sons  of  ignorance  and  night 
/  May  dwell  in  the  Eternal  Light, 
Through  the  Eternal  Love ! 
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1  m  COME,  let  us  to  the  Lord  our  God 

With  contrite  hearts  return ; 
Our  God  is  gracious,  nor  will  leave 
The  desolate  to  mourn. 

2  /  His  voice  commands  the  tempest  forth, 

And  stills  the  stormy  wave ; 
And  though  His  arm  be  strong  to  smite, 
'Tis  also  strong  to  save. 

3  p  Long  hath  the  night  of  sorrow  reign'd ; 
m      The  dawn  shall  bring  us  light ; 

/  God  shall  appear,  and  we  shall  rise 
With  gladness  in  His  sight. 

4  m  Our  hearts,  if  God  we  seek  to  know, 

Shall  know  Him  and  rejoice ; 
His  coming  like  the  morn  shall  be, 
/      Like  morning  songs  His  voice. 

5  p  As  dew  upon  the  tender  herb, 

Diffusing  fragrance  round ; 
As  showers  that  usher  in  the  spring, 
And  cheer  the  thirsty  ground : 

8  m  So  shall  His  presence  bless  our  souls, 

And  shed  a  joyful  light; 
That  hallowed  morn  shall  chase  away 
The  sorrows  of  the  night. 

J.  Morrison. 
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1    m  I  WOULD  commune  with  Thee,  my  God — 

E'en  to  Thy  seat  I  come ; 
I  leave  my  joys,  I  leave  my  sins, 
And  seek  in  Thee  my  home. 

2/1  stand  upon  the  mount  of  God, 

"With  sunlight  in  my  soul ; 
I  hear  the  storms  in  vales  beneath, 
I  hear  the  thunders  roll  ; 

3  p  But  I  am  calm  with  Thee,  my  God, 

Beneath  these  glorious  skies ; 
And  to  the  height  on  which  I  stand 
Nor  storms  nor  clouds  can  rise. 

4  /  O  this  is  life !  0  this  is  joy !  ] 

My  God,  to  find  Thee  so! 
Thy  face  to  see,  Thy  voice  to  hear, 
And  all  Thy  love  to  know ! 

G.  B.  Bubier 
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1  m      STILL  with  Thee,  0  my  God, 

I  would  desire  to  be : 
By  day,  by  night,  at  home,  abroad, 
I  would  be  still  with  Thee. 

2  With  Thee,  when  dawn  comes  in 
And  calls  me  back  to  care ; 

Each  day  returning,  to  begin 
With  Thee,  my  God,  in  prayer. 

3  With  Thee,  amid  the  crowd 
That  throngs  the  busy  mart ; 

To  hear  Thy  voice,  where  Time's  is  loud, 
p      Speak  softly  to  my  heart. 

4  m      With  Thee,  when  day  is  done, 

And  evening  calms  the  mind ; 
The  setting,  as  the  rising  sun, 
With  Thee  my  heart  would  find. 

5  With  Thee,  when  darkness  brings 
The  signal  of  repose, 

p  Calm  in  the  shadow  of  Thy  wings 
Mine  eyelids  I  would  close. 

6  in      With  Thee,  in  Thee,  by  faith 

Abiding  I  would  be ; 
By  day,  by  night,  in  life,  in  death, 
I  would  be  still  with  Thee. 

/.  D.  Burns. 
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1  »H  MY  spirit  longs  for  Thee 

Within  my  troubled  breast, 
p  Though  I  unworthy  be 
Of  so  Divine  a  guest  : 

2  Of  so  Divine  a  guest 
Unworthy  though  I  be, 

m  Yet  has  my  heart  no  rest 
Unless  it  come  from  Thee. 

3  m  Unless  it  come  from  Thee, 

In  vain  I  look  around  ; 
In  all  that  I  can  see 
No  rest  is  to  be  found  : 

4  No  rest  is  to  be  found 
But  in  Thy  blessed  love  : 

/  0  let  my  wish  be  crowned, 
And  send  it  from  above. 
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280  1   ?H  0  FOR  a  heart  to  praise  my  God; 

A  heart  from  sin  set  free ; 
p  A  heart  that 's  sprinkled  with  the  blood 
So  freely  shed  for  me. 

2  A  heart  resigned,  submissive,  meek, 

My  great  Redeemer's  throne ; 
tn  Where  only  Christ  is  heard  to  speak; 
Where  Jesus  reigns  alone. 

3  A  humble,  lowly,  contrite  heart, 

Believing,  true,  and  clean, 
Which  neither  death  nor  life  can  part 
From  Him  that  dwells  within. 

4  A  heart  in  every  thought  renewed, 

And  full  of  love  divine ; 
Perfect  and  right,  and  pure  and  good ; 
A  copy,  Lord,  of  Thine. 

5  /  Thy  nature,  gracious  Lord,  impart, 

Come  quickly  from  above : 
Write  Thy  new  name  upon  my  heart, 
Thy  new  best  name  of  Love. 

C.  Wesley. 
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j)  0  GOD  !  who  know'st  how  frail  we  are, 
How  soon  the  thought  of  good  departs ; 

m  We  pray  that  Thou  wouldst  feed  the  fount 
Of  holy  yearning  in  our  hearts. 

2. 

p  Let  not  the  choking  cares  of  earth 
Their  precious  springs  of  life  o'ergrow ; 

m  But,  ever  guarded  by  Thy  love, 
Still  purer  may  their  waters  now. 
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/  To  Thee,  with  sweeter  hope  and  trust, 
Be  every  day  our  spirits  given ; 
And  may  we,  while  we  walk  on  earth, 
Walk  more  as  citizens  of  heaven. 
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'  £e£  ws  0o  ...  to  seefc  J7ie  Lord.'  * 

1  m  0  SAINTS  of  old  !  not  yours  alone 

These  words  most  high  shall  be ; 
f  We  take  the  glory  for  our  own ; 
Lord  !  we  are  seeking  Thee. 

2  in  Not  only  when  ascends  the  song, 

And  soundeth  sweet  the  Word ; 

Not  only  'midst  the  Sabbath  throng 

Our  souls  would  seek  the  Lord. 

3  We  mingle  with  another  throng, 

And  other  words  we  speak  ; 
To  other  business  we  belong, 
But  still  our  Lord  we  seek. 

4  We  would  not  to  our  daily  task 

Without  our  God  repair ; 
But  in  the  world  Thy  presence  ask, 

And  seek  Thy  glory  there, 
a    /  Would  we  against  some  wrong  be  bold, 

And  break  spine  yoke  abhorred  ? 
Amidst  the  strife  and  stir  behold 

The  seekers  of  the  Lord  ! 

6  m  When  on  Thy  glorious  works  we  gaze 

We  fain  would  seek  Thee  there : 
/  Our  gladness  in  their  beauty  raise 
To  joy  in  Thee,  First  Fair  ! 

7  0  everywhere,  0  every  day, 

Thy  grace  is  still  outpoured ; 
We  work,  Ave  Avatch,  we  strive,  AVC  pray ; 
Behold  Thy  seekers,  Lord  ! 


T.  II .  Gill. 
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*  The  text  should  be  read. 
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i. 

BLEST  are  the  pure  in  heart, 

For  they  shall  see  our  God ; 

The  secret  of  the  Lord  is  theirs, 

Their  soul  is  Christ's  abode. 

2. 

The  Lord,  who  left  the  heavens 
Our  life  and  peace  to  bring, 
To  dwell  in  lowliness  with  men, 
Their  Pattern  and  their  Kinc;.— 


Still  to  the  lowly  soul 
He  doth  Himself  impart ; 
And  for  His  cradle  and  H  is  throne 
Chooseth  the  pure  in  heart. 

4. 

Lord,  we  Thy  presence  seek ; 
May  ours  this  blessing  be ; 
Give  us  a  pure  and  lowly  heart, 
A  temple  meet  for  Thee. 

J  Keble;  verses  2,  4,  E.  Osier. 
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1  m  OUR  portion  is  not  here,  0  Lord, 

Our  riches  are  in  Thee ; 
And  where  our  wealth  is  safely  stored, 
There,  too,  our  hearts  would  be. 

2  Where  moth  and  rust  corrupteth  not, 

Nor  thief  breaks  through  to  steal, 
Where  change  and  trouble  are  forgot, 
Our  treasures  we  conceal. 

3  For  naught  can  take  Thy  peace  away, 

Nor  aught  Thy  grace  impair, 
And  naught  can  make  Thy  love  decay ; 
And  all  our  wealth  is  there. 

4  No  tarnish  conies  upon  our  gold, 

Our  silver  is  most  fine, 
Our  raiment  never  waxeth  old, 
Our  jewels  are  divine. 

5  /  Then  let  us  hold  on  cheerfully 

The  patli  which  Thou  hast  trod ; 
Our  wealth  in  Thee,  our  hearts  with  Thee, 
All  hid  with  Christ  in  God. 

W.  C.  Smith. 
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1  m      THOU  say'st,  '  Take  up  tliy  cross, 

0  man,  and  follow  Me ' ; 
The  night  is  black,  the  feet  are  slack, 
Yet  we  would  follow  Thee. 

2  p      But,  0  dear  Lord,  we  cry, 

That  we  Thy  face  could  'see  ! 
Thy  blessed  face  one  moment's  space- 
Then  might  we  follow  Thee  ! 

3  m      Dim  tracts  of  time  divide 

Those  golden  days  from  me ; 
•    Thy  voice  comes  strange  o'er  years  of  change ; 
How  can  we  follow  Thee  ? 

4  p      Comes  faint  and  far  Thy  voice 

From  vales  of  Galilee ; 
Thy  vision  fades  in  ancient  shades ; 
How  should  we  follow  Thee  ? 

5  0  heavy  cross — of  faith 
In  what  we  cannot  see  ! 

m  As  once  of  yore  Thyself  restore 
And  help  to  follow  Thee ! 

6  If  not  as  once  Thou  cam'st 
In  true  humanity, 

Come  yet  as  guest  within  the  breast 
That  burns  to  follow  Thee. 

7  Within  our  heart  of  hearts 
In  nearest  nearness  be : 

/  Set  up  Thy  throne  within  Thine  own : — 
Go,  Lord :  we  follow  Thee. 

F.  T.  Paly  rave. 
326 


SALISBURY. 


Xonging  for  <Bot>. 

C.M. 


RAVEXSCROFT'S  Psalter,  1621. 


286 


326  Orig.  Ed. 


1  /a  THOU,  who  our  faithless  hearts  canst  read, 

And  know'st  each  weakness  there ; 
y>  Poor,  trembling,  faint,  with  Thee  we  plead, 
0  turn  not  from  our  prayer ! 

2  m  We  cannot  grasp  from  hour  to  hour 

The  truths  Thy  gospel  saith ; 
./'  Then  aid  us  by  Thy  heavenly  pover, 
And  so  increase  our  faith, 

3  m  That  we  may  trust  Thy  guardian  care, 

When  no  kind  hand  we  see ; 
That  we  may  lift  our  souls  in  prayer 
Undoubtingly  to  Thee. 

•4        Help  us  to  gaze  on  things  unseen 

By  eyes  of  mortal  sight ; 
To  pierce  through  earth's  dark  veil,  and  glean. 
Some  beams  of  heavenly  light. 

5    /  Thy  glorious  presence  may  we  see, 
,  p      When  earth's  last  tie  is  riven ; 
/  In  faith  then  trust  our  souls  to  Thee, 
Till  we  awake  in  heaven. 

J.  Baldwin  Brown. 
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1  m  NEARER,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee, 
p  E'en  though  it  be  a  cross 

That  raiseth  me : 
/  Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
p      Nearer  to  Thee. 

2  Though  like  the  wanderer, 

The  sun  gone  down, 
Darkness  be  over  me, 

My  rest  a  stone ; 
Yet  in  my  dreams  I'd  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee. 


3  in  There  let  the  way  appear 

Steps  unto  heaven ; 
All  that  Thou  send'st  to  me 

In  mercy  given ; 
Angels  to  beckon  me 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
p      Nearer  to  Thee. 

4  in  Then  with  my  waking  thoughts, 

Bright  with  Thy  praise, 
Out  of  my  stony  griefs 

Bethels  I'll  raise ; 
So  by  my  woes  to  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
p      Nearer  to  Thee. 


831  Orig.  Ed. 


/  Or  if  on  joyful  wing 
Cleaving  the  sky, 
Sun,  moon,  and  stars  forgot, 

Upwards  I  rly, 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
p      Nearer  to  Thee ! 

Sarah  Adams. 
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£QO  'Abidein  me.'  * 

1  m  THAT  mystic  word  of  Thine,  0  sovereign  Lord, 

Is  all  too  pure,  too  high,  too  deep  for  me ; 

Weary  of  striving,  and  with  longing  faint, 

p  I  breathe  it  back  again  in  prayer  to  Thee. 

2  Abide  in  me,  I  pray,  and  I  in  Thee ! 

From  this  good  hour,  0  leave  me  never  more ! 
Then  shall  the  discord  cease,  the  wound  be  healed, 
The  life-long  bleeding  of  the  soul  be  o'er. 

3  m  Abide  in  me ;  o'ershadow  by  Thy  love 

Each  half-formed  purpose,  and  dark  thought  of  sin ; 
Quench,  ere  it  rise,  each  selfish,  low  desire, 
And  keep  my  soul  as  Thine,  calm  and  divine. 
p  As  some  rare  perfume  in  a  vase  of  clay 
Pervades  it  witli  a  fragrance  not  its  own, 
So,  when  Thou  dwellest  in  a  mortal  soul, 
All  heaven's  own  sweetness  seems  around  it  thrown. 

5  in  Abide  in  me ;  there  have  been  moments  blest 

When  I  have  heard  Thy  voice  and  felt  Thy  power, 
Then  evil  lost  its  grasp,  and  passion  hushed, 
Owned  the  divine  enchantment  of  the  hour. 

6  p  These  were  but  seasons,  beautiful  and  rare ; 
/  Abide  in  me,  and  they  shall  ever  be ; 

Fulfil  at  once  Thy  precept  and  my  prayer- 
Come,  and  abide  in  me,  and  I  in  Thee ! 

*  The  text  should  be  read.     Harriet  B.  Stowe. 
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1. 

m  ETERNAL  God !  we  look  to  Thee ; 

To  Thee  for  help  we  fly ; 
Thine  eye  alone  our  wants  can  see, 
Thy  hand  alone  supply. 

2. 

Lord,  let  Thy  fear  within  us  dwell, 

Thy  love  our  footsteps  guide ; 
That  love  will  all  vain  love  expel ; 

That  fear,  all  fear  beside. 

3. 

Not  what  we  wish  but  what  we  want, 

0  let  Thy  grace  supply ; 
The  good,  unasked,  in  mercy  grant ; 

The  ill,  though  asked,  deny. 

J.  Merrick. 
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290  1  7w  0  FOR  a  closer  walk  with  God, 

A  calm  and  heavenly  frame, 

A  light  to  shine  upon  the  road 

That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb. 

2  Where  is  the  blessedness  I  knew, 

When  first  I  saw  fhe  Lord  ? 
Where  is  the  soul-refreshing  view 
Of  Jesus  and  His  word '( 

3  W'hat  peaceful  hours  I  once  enjoyed ! 

How  sweet  their  memory  still ! 
p  But  they  have  left  an  aching  void 
The  world  can  never  fill. 

4  m  Return,  0  holy  Dove,  return, 

Sweet  messenger  of  rest : 
I  hate  the  sins  that  made  Thee  mourn, 
And  drove  Thee  from  my  breast. 

5  The  dearest  idol  I  have  known, 

Whate'er  that  idol  be, 
Help  me  to  tear  it  from  Thy  throne, 
And  worship  only  Thee. 

6  So  shall  my  walk  be  close  with  God, 

Calm  and  serene  my  frame : 
So  purer  light  shall  mark  the  road 
That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb. 

W.  Cowper. 
796  Orig.  Ed.  332 
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wt  WILT  Thou  not  visit  me  ? 

The  plant  beside  me  feels  Thy  gentle  dew; 

Each  blade  of  grass  I  see 
From  Thy  deep  earth  its  quickening  moisture  drew. 

Wilt  Thou  not  visit  me  ? 
The  morning  calls  on  me  with  cheering  tone, 

And  every  hill  and  tree 
Lend  but  one  voice,  the  voice  of  Thee  alone. 

/  Come !  for  I  need  Thy  love, 

More  than  the  flower  the  dew,  or  grass  the  rain ; 

Come,  like  Thy  holy  Dove, 
And  make  me  now  rejoice  to  live  again. 

m  Yes,  Thou  wilt  visit  me ; 

Nor  plant  nor  tree  Thine  eye  delights  so  well 

As  when,  from  sin  set  free, 
Man's  spirit  comes  with  Thine  in  peace  to  dwell. 

Jones  Very. 
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1  m  HARK,  my  soul,  it  is  the  Lord : 

'Tis  thy  Saviour ;  hear  His  word, 
Jesus  speaks,  and  speaks  to  thee, — 
'  Say,  poor  sinner,  lov'st  thou  Me  ? 

2  p  '  I  delivered  thee  when  bound, 

And,  when  bleeding,  healed  thy  wound ; 
m  Sought  thee  wandering,  set  thee  right ; 
Turned  thy  darkness  into  light. 

3  p  '  Can  a  woman's  tender  care 

Cease  towards  a  child  she  bare  ? 
Yes,  she  may  forgetful  be, 
in  Yet  will  I  remember  thee. 

4  f  '  Mine  is  an  unchanging  love, 

Higher  than  the  heights  above ; 
Deeper  than  the  depths  beneath ; 
Free  and  faithful,  strong  as  death. 

5  '  Thou  shalt  see  My  glory  soon, 
When  the  work  of  grace  is  done 
Partner  of  My  reign  shall  be, 

m  Say,  poor  sinner,  lov'st  thou  Me  ?' 

6  p  Lord,  it  is  my  chief  complaint, 

That  my  love  is  weak  and  faint, 
m  Yet  I  love  Thee,  and  adore: 
0  for  grace  to  love  Thee  more. 

W,  Cowper. 
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1  in  'For        ev  -    er    with      the  Lord,' 

2  My        Fa  -  ther's  house     on   high, 

3  p  Yet    clouds   will    in     -    ter-venu, 

4  /  Be   -   neath.  its    glow  -   ing  arch, 

5  So       when    my     la    -  test  breath 
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in  Yet   night-ly  pitch  my  mov-ing  tent      A  day's  march  near-er  home. 

m  The  bright  in  -  her  -  it  -  ance  of  saints,   Je  -  ru  -  sa  -  lem    a  -  bove  ! 

While  sweet- ly    o'er  my  gladdened  heart  Ex-pands  the  bow  of    peace. 

The  Lord,  is     nev  -  er     far  from  me,  Though  I     per-ceiveHim    not. 

/  And    oft    re  -peat  be  -  fore  the  throne, 'For  ev  -  er   with  the    Lord 
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1  /  SPIRIT  of  Faith !  be  thou  my  guide ! 

0  clasp  my  hand  in  thine ! 
m  And  never  let  me  quit  thy  side:— 
Thy  comforts  are  divine. 

2  p  Pride  scorns  thee  for  thy  lowly  mien : 
m      But  who  like  thee  can  rise 

Above  this  toilsome,  sordid  scene, 
Beyond  the  holy  skies  ? 

3  p  Meek  is  thine  eye,  and  soft  thy  voice, 
/      But  wondrous  is  thy  might, 

To  make  the  wretched  soul  rejoice, 
To  give  the  simple  light. 

4  m  And  still  o  all  who  seek  thy  way 

This  mystic  power  is  given, 
E'en  while  their  footsteps  press  the  clay, 
Their  souls  ascend  to  heaven. 

5  p  Through  pain  and  death  I  can  rejoice, 

If  but  thy  strength  be  mine ; 

m  Earth  hath  no  music  like  thy  voice, 

Life  owns  no  joy  like  thine. 

6  Spirit  of  Faith !  I'll  go  with  thee ; 

Thou,  if  1  hold  thee  fast, 
/  Wilt  guide,  defend,  and  strengthen  me, 
And  bear  me  home  at  last. 

Ann  Bronte. 
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1    p  ALAS,  my  God,  that  we  should  be 

Such  strangers  in  our  walks ! 
m  0  that  as  friends  we  might  agree, 
In  close  and  loving  talks. 

1        May  I  taste  that  communion,  Lord, 

Thy  people  have  with  Thee  ( 
Thy  Spirit  daily  talks  with  them, 
0  let  Him  talk  with  me ! 

3  Like  Enoch,  let  me  walk  with  God, 

And  thus  walk  out  my  day, 
Attended  with  the  heavenly  guards, 
Upon  the  King's  highway. 

4  When  wilt  Thou  come  unto  me,  Lord  ? 
/      0  come,  my  Lord,  most  dear  ! 

Come  near,  come  nearer,  nearer  still, 
I'm  well  when  Thou  art  near. 

5  m  Come,  spread  Thy  savour  on  my  frame — 

No  sweetness  is  so  sweet ; 
/  Till  I  get  up  to  sing  Thy  name 
Where  all  Thy  singers  meet. 

T.  Shepherd  (1665- 
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m  THIRSTING  for  a  living  spring, 
Seeking  for  a  higher  home, 
Resting  where  our  souls  must  cling, 
Trusting,  hoping,  Lord,  we  come. 

2. 

/  Glorious  hopes  our  spirits  fill, 
When  we  feel  that  Thou  art  near : 

m  Father !  then  our  fears  are  still, 
Then  the  soul's  bright  end  is  clear. 

3. 

Life's  hard  conflict  we  would  win, 
Read  the  meaning  of  life's  frown ; 
p  Change  the  thorn-bound  wreath  of  sin 
For  the  spirit's  starry  crown. 

4. 

m  Make  us  beautiful  within 
By  Thy  Spirit's  holy  life : 
Guard  us  when  our  faith  burns  dim, 
Father  of  all  love  and  might ! 

F.  P.  Appleton, 
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)>'  HOLD  Thou  my  hands '. 

p  In  grief  and  joy,  in  hope  and  fear, 

Lord,  let  me  feel  that  Thou  art  near ; 
m  Hold  Thou  my  hands  \ 


p  If  e'er,  \>y  doubts 

Of  Thy  good  Fatherhood  depressed, 

I  cannot  find  in  Thee  my  rest, 
m  Hold  Thou  my  hands ! 

3. 

Hold  Thou  my  hands, 
These  passionate  hands  too  quick  to  smite, 
These  hands  so  eager  for  delight; 

Hold  Thou  my  hands ! 

4. 

p  And  when  at  length, 

With  darkened  eyes  and  fingers  cold, 

I  seek  some  last  loved  hand  to  hold, 

Hold  Thou  my  hands ! 

W.  Canton. 
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1  /  THOU  Grace  divine,  encircling  all, 

A  shoreless,  boundless  sea, 
Wherein  at  last  our  souls  must  fall ; 
0  Love  of  God  most  free. 

2  m  When  over  dizzy  heights  we  go, 

A  soft  hand  blinds  our  eyes, 
And  we  are  guided  safe  and  slow ; 
0  Love  of  God  most  wise. 

3  And  though  we  turn  us  from  Thy  face, 

And  wander  wide  and  long, 
Thou  hold'st  us  still  in  kind  embrace ; 
/      U  Love  of  God  most  strong. 

4  p  The  saddened  heart,  the  restless  soul, 

The  toil-worn  frame  and  mind, 
Alike  confess  Thy  sweet  control, 
m      0  Love  of  God  most  kind. 

5  But  not  alone  Thy  care  we  claim, 

Our  wayward  steps  to  win  ; 
We  know  Thee  by  a  dearer  name ; 
p      0  Love  of  God  within. 

6  /  And  filled  and  quickened  by  Thy  breath, 

Our  souls  are  strong  and  free, 
To  rise  o'er  sin  and  fear  and  death ; 
0  Love  of  God !  to  Thee. 

Eliza  Scudder. 
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1  m  IN  the  dark  and  cloudy  day, 

When  earth's  riches  flee  away, 
And  the  last  hope  will  not  stay, — 
p      My  Saviour,  comfort  me. 

2  m  When  the  secret  idol  '$  gone 

That  my  poor  heart  yearn'd  upon, 
p  Desolate,  bereft,  alone, 
My  Saviour,  comfort  me. 

3  p  Thou  who  wast  so  sorely  tried, 

In  the  darkness  crucified, 
Bid  me  in  Thy  love  confide : 
My  Saviour,  comfort  me. 

4  m  In  these  hours  of  sad  distress, 

Let  me  know  He  loves  no  less, 
Bid  me  trust  His  faithfulness : 
p      My  Saviour,  comfort  me. 

5  m  Not  unduly  let  me  grieve, 

Meekly  the  kind  stripes  receive, 
Let  me  humbly  still  believe : 
p      My  Saviour,  comfort  me. 

6  m  So  it  shall  be  good  for  me 

Much  afflicted  now  to  be, 

If  Thou  wilt  but  tenderly, 

p      My  Saviour,  comfort  me. 


G.  Rawson. 
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1  m  WK  ask  not  that  our  path  bo  always  bright, 

But  for  Thine  aid  to  walk  therein  aright ; 
That  Thou,  0  Lord !  through  all  its  devious  way, 
Wilt  give  us  strength  sufficient  to  our  day, 
j)  For  this,  for  this  we  pray. 

2  m  Not  for  the  fleeting  joys  that  earth  bestows, 

Not  for  exemption  from  its  many  woes ; 
But  that,  come  joy  or  woe,  come  good  or  ill, 
With  child-like  faith  we  trust  Thy  guidance  still, 
p  And  do  Thy  holy  will. 

3  in  Teach  us,  dear  Lord,  to  find  the  latent  good 

That  sorrow  yields  when  rightly  understood ; 
f  And  for  the  frequent  joy  that  crowns  our  days, 
Help  us,  with  grateful  hearts,  our  hymns  to  raise 
Of  thankfulness  and  praise. 

4  in  Thou  knowest  all  our  needs,  and  wilt  supply ; 

No  veil  of  darkness  hides  us  from  Thine  eye ; 
Nor  vainly  from  the  depths  on  Thee  we  call ; 
Thy  tender  love,  that  breaks  the  tempter's  thrall, 
Folds  and  encircles  all. 

5  p  Through  sorrow  and  through  loss,  by  toil  and  prayer, 
f  Saints  won  the  starry  crowns  which  now  they  wear, 
p  And  by  the  bitter  ministry  of  pain, 

Grievous  and  hard,  but  oh !  not  felt  in  vain, 
Found  their  eternal  gain. 

6  m  If  it  be  ours,  like  them,  to  suffer  loss, 

Give  grace,  as  unto  them,  to  bear  our  cross, 
Till,  victors  over  each  besetting  sin, 
We,  too,  Thy  perfect  peace  shall  enter  in, 
/  And  crowns  of  glory  win. 

W.  H.  Biuieicjh. 
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/  OUR  God,  we  thank  Thee,  who  hast 
The  earth  so  bright,          [made 
So  full  of  splendour  and  of  joy, 

Beauty  and  light ; 
So  many  glorious  things  are  here, 
Noble  and  right ! 
2. 

m  We  thank  Thee,  too,  that  Thou  hast 
Joy  to  abound ;  [made 

So  many  gentle  thoughts  and  deeds 
Circling  us  round, 

That  in  the  darkest  spot  of  earth 
Some  love  is  found. 

3. 

p  We  thank  Thee  more  that  all  our  joy 

Is  touched  with  pain ; 
That  shadows  fall  on  brightest  hours, 

That  thorns  remain ; 
m  So  that  earth's  bliss  may  be  our  guide, 


And  not  our  chain. 
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p  For  Thou  who  knowest,  Lord,  how 
Our  weak  heart  clings,       [soon 
Hast  given  us  joys,  tender  and  true, 
Yet  all  with  wings, 

m  So  that  we  see,  gleaming  on  high, 
Diviner  things ! 

5. 

/  We  thank  Thee,  Lord,  that  Thou  hast 
The  best  in  store ;  [kept 

We  have  enough,  yet  not  too  much, 
To  long  for  more ; 

p  A  yearning  for  a  deeper  peace, 
Not  known  before. 

6. 

m  We  thank  Thee,  Lord,  that  here  our 
Though  amply  blest,          [souls, 
Can  never  find,  although  they  seek, 

A  perfect  rest — 

p  Nor  ever  shall,  until  they  lean 
On  Jesus'  breast ! 

Adelaide  Anne  Procter. 
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302  1    /  WHEN  gladness  gilds  our  prosperous  day, 

And  hope  is  by  fruition  crowned, 
'  0  Lord,'  with  thankful  hearts  we  say, 
'  How  doth  Thy  love  to  us  abound ! ' 

2  m  But  is  that  love  less  truly  shown, 

p  When  earthly  joys  lie  cold  and  dead, 
And  hopes  have  faded  one  by  one, 
Leaving  sad  memories  in  their  stead  1 

3  m  God  knows  the  discipline  we  need, 

Nor  sorrow  sends  for  sorrow's  sake ; 
p  And  though  our  stricken  hearts  may  bleed, 
His  mercy  will  not  let  them  break. 

4  m  0  teach  us  to  discern  the  good 

Thou  sendest  in  the  guise  of  ill ; 
Since  all  Thou  dost,  if  understood, 
Interpreteth  Thy  loving  will. 

5  m  For  pain  is  not  the  end  of  pain, 

Not  seldom  trial  conies  to  bless, 
And  work  for  us  abundant  gain,— 
The  peaceful  fruits  of  righteousness. 

6  Then  let  us  not,  with  anxious  thought, 
Ask  of  to-morrow's  joys  or  woes, 

But,  by  His  word  and  Spirit  taught, 
Accept  as  best  what  God  bestows. 

W.  H.  Burleigh. 
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1  j?j  DARK  is  the  sky  that  overhangs  my  soul, 

The  mists  are  thick  that  through  the  valley  roll, 
on  But  as  I  tread,  I  cheer  my  heart  and  say, 
f  'When  the  day  breaks  the  shadows  flee  away.' 

2  m  Unholy  phantoms  from  the  deep  arise, 

And  gather  through  the  gloom  before  mine  eyes, 
/  But  all  shall  vanish  at  the  dawning  ray, — 
When  the  day  breaks  the  shadows  flee  away. 

3  m  I  bear  the  lamp  my  Master  gave  to  me, 

Burning  and  shining  must  it  ever  be, 
And  I  must  tend  it  till  the  night  decay, — 
f  '  Till  the  day  break,  and  shadows  flee  away.' 

4  m  He  maketh  all  things  good  unto  His  own, 

For  them  in  every  darkness  light  is  sown  ; 
He  will  make  good  the  gloom  of  this  my  clay, — 
/  Till  that  day  break,  and  shadows  flee  away. 

5  In  Him,  my  God,  my  Glory,  I  will  trust : 
Awake  and  sing,  0  dwellers  in  the  dust ! 

m  Who  shall  come,  will  come,  and  will  not  delay, — 
/  His  day  will  break,  those  shadows  flee  away ! 

S.  J.  Stone. 
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m  0  HAPPY  band  of  pilgrims, 
If  onward  ye  will  tread, 
With  Jesus  as  your  Fellow, 
To  Jesus  as  your  Head ! 

2. 
0  happy,  if  ye  labour 

As  Jesus  did  for  men  ; 
0  happy,  if  ye  suffer 

As  Jesus  suffered  then. 

3. 

f  The  faith  by  which  ye  see  Him, 
The  hope  in  which  ye  yearn, 
The  love,  that  through  all  troubles 
To  Him  alone  will  turn, — 

4. 


5. 

p  The  trials  that  beset  you, 
The  sorrows  ye  endure, 
The  manifold  temptations 
That  death  alone  can  cure, 

6. 

m,  What  are  they  but  His  jewels, 

Of  right  celestial  worth  1 
What  are  they,  but  the  ladder 
Set  up  to  heav'n,  on  earth  1 

i. 
p  The  cross  that  Jesus  carried, 

He  carried  as  your  due ; 
in  The  crown  that  Jesus  weareth, 

He  weareth  it  for  you. 


What  are  they  but  vaunt-couriers        /  0  happy  band  of  pilgrims, 
To  lead  you  to  His  sight  1  Look  upward  to  the  skies, 

What  are  they,  save  the  effluence  Where  such  a  light  affliction 

Of  Uncreated  Light  1  Shall  win  you  such  a  prize ! 

Joseph  of  the  Studium,  tr.  J.  M.  Neale. 
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1  p  STRANGERS  and  pilgrims  here  below, 

In  want,  in  weakness,  and  in  woe, 
To  whom,  0  Jesus,  should  we  go, 
To  whom  but  unto  Thee  ? 

2  m  To  whom,  when  hating  what  is  ill, 

We  find  our  strength  unequal  still 
To  do,  although  we  love,  Thy  will, 
p          To  whom  but  unto  Thee  ? 

3  m  To  whom,  with  all  our  faults  and  fears, 

With  all  our  toils  and  all  our  tears, 
Pouring  them  into  loving  ears, 
p          To  whom  but  unto  Thee  ? 

4  m  To  whom,  when  all  around  appears 

Against  us,  and  too  anxious  fears 
Look  trembling  up  the  coming  years, 
p          To  whom  but  unto  Thee  ? 

5  To  whom,  when  gloomy  Death  appals, 
And  the  cold  shadow  darkly  falls 
Along  our  happy  household  walls, 

To  whom  but  unto  Thee  ? 

G.  W.  Robinson. 
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1  p  WHEN  our  heads  are  bow'd  with  woe, 

When  our  bitter  tears  o'erHow, 
When  we  mourn  the  lost  and  dear, 
Gracious  Son  of  Mary,  hear. 

2  m  Thou  our  throbbing  flesh  hast  worn ; 

Thou  our  mortal  griefs  hast  borne ; 
Thou  hast  shed  the  human  tear ; 
Gracious  Son  of  Mary,  hear. 

3  p  Thou  hast  bow'd  the  dying  head ; 

Thou  the  blood  of  life  hast  shed; 
Thou  hast  fill'd  a  mortal  bier ; 
Gracious  Son  of  Mary,  hear. 

4  m  When  the  heart  is  sad  within, 

With  the  thought  of  all  its  sin ; 
When  the  spirit  shrinks  with  fear, 
p  Gracious  Son  of  Mary,  hear. 

5  m  Thou,  the  shame,  the  grief  hast  known ; 

Though  the  sins  were  not  Thine  own, 
Thou  hast  deign'd  their  load  to  bear ; 
p  Gracious  Son  of  Mary,  hear. 

H.  H.  Milman. 
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m  IN  the  hour  of  trial,  Jesus,  pray  for  me  ; 

Lest  by  base  denial  I  depart  from  Thee  ; 

When  Thou  see'st  me  waver,  with  a  look  recall, 

Nor  for  fear  or  favour  suffer  me  to  fall. 

With  its  witching  pleasures  would  this  vain  world  charm, 

Or  its  sordid  treasures,  spread  to  work  me  harm  :  — 

Bring  to  my  remembrance  sad  Gethsemane, 

Or,  in  darker  semblance,  cross-crowned  Calvary. 
p  If  with  sore  affliction  Thou  in  love  chastise, 
m  Pour  Thy  benediction  on  the  sacrifice  : 

Then,  upon  Thine  altar  freely  offered  up, 
p  Though  the  flesh  may  falter,  (/)  faith  shall  drink  the  cup. 
p  When,  in  dust  and  ashes,  to  the  grave  I  sink, 

While  heaven's  glory  flashes  o'er  the  shelving  brink, 
f  On  Thy  truth  relying,  through  that  mortal  strife, 

Lord,  receive  me,  dying,  to  eternal  life. 
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30  O  1   m  THY  way  is  in  the  deep,  0  Lord  ! 

E'en  there  we'll  go  with  Thee : 
/  We'll  meet  the  tempest  at  Thy  word, 
And  walk  upon  the  sea. 

2  p  Poor  tremblers  at  His  rougher  wind, 

Why  do  we  doubt  Him  so  ? 
m  Who  gives  the  storm  a  path,  will  find 
The  way  our  feet  shall  go. 

3  p  A  moment  may  His  hand  be  lost, 

Drear  moment  of  delay  ! 
m  We  cry,  '  Lord,  keep  the  tempest-tost,' 
f      And  safe  we're  borne  away. 

4  m  The  Lord  yields  nothing  to  our  fears, 

And  flies  from  selfish  care ; 
But  comes  Himself,  where'er  He  hears 
The  voice  of  loving  prayer. 

o   /  0  happy  soul  of  faith  divine ! 

Thy  victory  how  sure ! 
m  The  love  that  kindles  joy  is  thine, 
The  patience  to  endure. 

6    /  Come,  Lord  oi  peace !  our  griefs  dispel, 
p      And  wipe  our  tears  away : 
m  'Tis  Thine,  to  order  all  things  well, 
/      And  ours  to  bless  Thy  sway. 

J.  Martineau. 
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1  m  Go  not  far  from  me,  0  my  Strength,  |  3      Thy  love  has  many  a  lighted  path 

No  outward  eye  can  trace ; 
And  my  heart  sees  Thee  in  the  deep, 
Though  darkness  cloud  Thy  face, 
And  communes  with  Thee  'niid  the 


Whom  all  my  times  obey ; 
Take  from  me  anything  Thou  wilt, 

But  go  not  Thou  away ; 
And  let  the  storm  that  does  Thy  work 

Deal  with  me  as  it  may. 


2  p  On  Thy  compassion  I  repose, 
In  weakness  and  distress ; 
I  will  not  ask  for  greater  ease, 
Lest  I  should  love  Thee  less 
m  0  'tis  a  blessed  thing  for  me 
To  need  Thy  tenderness. 


As  in  a  secret  place.  [storm, 
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4  p  When  I  am  feeble  as  a  child, 

And  flesh  and  heart  give  way, 
/  Then  on  Thy  everlasting  strength, 

With  passive  trust  I  stay, 
And  the  rough  wind  becomes  a  song, 
The  darkness  shines  like  day. 

5  m  There  is  no  death  for  me  to  fear, 
p      For  Christ,  my  Lord,  hath  died  ; 
m  There  is  no  curse  in  this  my  pain, 
p      For  He  was  crucified  ; 
/  And  it  is  fellowship  with  Him 
That  keeps  me  near  His  side. 

Anna  Lcetitia  Waring. 
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^0  THOU  who  dry'st  the  mourner's  tear, 

How  dark  this  world  would  be, 
If,  when  deceived  and  wounded  here, 
We  could  not  fly  to  Thee  ! 

When  joy  no  longer  soothes  or  cheers, 

And  e'en  the  hope  that  threw 
A  moment's  sparkle  o'er  our  tears, 

Is  dimmed  and  vanished  too  ! 

0  who  would  bear  life's  stormy  doom, 

Did  not  Thy  wing  of  love 
m  Come,  brightly  wafting  through  the  gloom 
Our  peace-  branch  from  above  ? 

Then  sorrow,  touch'd  by  Thee,  grows  bright 
With  more  than  rapture's  ray  ; 

As  darkness  shows  us  worlds  of  light 
We  never  saw  by  day. 

T.  Moore. 
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SHEW  pity,  Lord,  for  we  are  frail  and  faint ; 
p  We  fade  away,  O  list  to  our  complaint ! 
We  fade  away,  like  flowers  in  the  sun ; 
We  just  begin,  and  then  our  work  is  done. 

2  m  Shew  pity,  Lord,  our  souls  are  sore  distressed ; 

As  troubled  seas,  our  natures  have  no  rest ; 
As  troubled  seas  that  surging  beat  the  shore, 
We  throb  and  heave,  ever  and  evermore. 

3  p  Shew  pity,  Lord,  our  grief  is  in  our  sin : 

We  would  be  cleansed,  0  make  us  pure  within ; 

We  would  be  cleansed,  for  this  we  cry  to  Thee ; 

m  Thy  word  of  love  can  make  the  conscience  free. 

4  Shew  pity,  Lord,  inspire  our  hearts  with  love  ; 
That  holy  love  which  draws  the  soul  above ; 
That  holy  love  which  makes  us  one  with  Thee, 
And  with  Thy  saints,  through  all  eternity. 

D.  Thomas, 
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1  m  FATHER,  to  Thee  we  look  in  all  our  sorrow, 

Thou  art  the  fountain  whence  our  healing  flows ; 
Dark  though  the  night,  joy  cometh  with  the  morrow ; 
Safely  they  rest  who  on  Thy  love  repose. 

2  p  When  fond  hopes  fail  and  skies  are  dark  before  us, 

When  the  vain  cares  that  vex  our  life  increase, 
in  Comes  with  its  calm  the  thought  that  Thou  art  o'er  us, 
And  we  grow  quiet,  folded  in  Thy  peace. 

3  /  Naught  shall  affright  us  on  Thy  goodness  leaning ; 
p      Low  in  the  heart  faith  singeth  still  her  song ; 

Chastened  by  pain  we  learn  life's  deeper  meaning ; 
And  in  our  weakness  Thou  dost  make  us  strong. 

4  Patient,  0  heart,  though  heavy  be  thy  sorrows ; 

Be  not  cast  down,  disquieted  in  vain  ; 
/  Yet  shalt  thou  praise  Him,  when  these  darkened  furrows, 
Where  now  He  plougheth,  wave  with  golden  grain. 

F.  L.  Hosmer. 
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2  m  The  snows  lie  thick  around  us, 

In  the  dark  and  gloomy  night; 
/  And  the  tempest  wails  above  us, 

And  the  stars  have  hid  their  light : 
j>  But  blacker  was  th*darkness 

Round  Calvary's  Cross  that  day ; 
0  Lamb  of  God !  who  takest 
The  sin  of  the  world  away, 

Have  mercy  upon  us. 

3  Our  hearts  are  faint  with  sorrow, 

Heavy  and  hard  to  bear  ; 
For  we  dread  the  bitter  morrow, 
M       But  we  will  not  despair ; 
Thou  knowest  all  our  anguish, 
And  Thou  wilt  bid  it  cease: 
0  Lamb  of  God !  who  takest 
The  sin  of  the  world  away, 
p  Give  iis  Thy  peace! 

Adelaide  Anne  Procter. 
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1  fin  LOVE  me,  0  Lord,  forgivingly, 

O  ever  be  iijy  Friend ; 
And  still,  when  Thou  reprovest  me, 
Reproof  with  pity  blend. 

2  p  0  pity  me,  when  weak  I  fall ; 

And  as,  with  saddened  eyes, 
I  upward  look,  0  let  Thy  call 
m      Come,  strengthening  me  to  rise. 

3  My  sins,  dispersed  by  mercy  bright, 

Like  clouds  again  grow  black ; 
0  change  the  winds  that  bring  such  night, 
And  drive  the  darkness  back. 

4  f  This  striving  weather  let  it  cease, 

Then  fervent,  fruitful  days 
Shall  yield  both  promise  and  increase, 
And  make  my  growth  Thy  praise. 

T.  T.  Lynch. 
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OFT  when  of  God  we  ask 
For  fuller,  happier  life, 
He  sets  us  some  new  task 
Involving  care  and  strife : 
p  Is  this  the  boon  for  which  we  sought  ? 

Has  prayer  new  trouble  on  us  brought  ? 
in      This  is  indeed  the  boon, 

Though  strange  to  us  it  seems ; 
/      We  pierce  the  rock,  and  soon 

The  blessing  on  us  streams ; 
For  when  we  are  the  most  athirst, 
Then  the  clear  waters  on  us  burst. 
in      We  toil  as  in  a  field, 
Wherein,  to  us  unknown, 
A  treasure  lies  concealed, 
Which  may  be  all  our  own : 
p  And  shall  we  of  the  toil  complain 
m  That  speedily  Avill  bring  such  gain  ? 
We  dig  the  wells  of  life, 
And  God  the  water  gives ; 
We  win  our  way  by  strife, 
Then  He  within  us  lives ; 
And  only  war  could  make  us  meet 
For  peace  so  sacred  and  so  sweet. 
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WHEN  gathering  clouds  around  I  view, 
And  days  are  dark  and  friends  are  few, 
On  Him  I  lean,  who,  not  in  vain 
Experienced  every  human  pain. 
He  sees  my  wants,  allays  my  fears, 
And  counts  and  treasures  up  my  tears. 

If  aught  should  tempt  my  soul  to  stray 

From  heavenly  wisdom's  narrow  way, 

To  fly  the  good  I  would  pursue, 

Or  do  the  sin  I  would  not  do ; 

Still  He,  who  felt  temptation's  power, 

Shall  guard  me  in  that  dangerous  hour. 

If  wounded  love  my  bosom  swell, 
Deceived  by  those  I  prized  too  well, 
He  shall  His  pitying  aid  bestow, 
Who  felt  on  earth  severer  woe ; 
At  once  betrayed,  denied,  or  fled, 
By  those  who  shared  His  daily  bread. 

If  vexing  thoughts  within  me  rise, 
And,  sore  dismayed,  my  spirit  dies ; 
Still  He,  who  once  vouchsafed  to  bear 
The  sickening  anguish  of  despair, 
Shall  sweetly  soothe,  shall  gently  dry, 
The  throbbing  heart,  the  streaming  eye. 

When  sorrowing  o'er  some  stone  I  bend, 
Which  covers  what  was  once  a  friend, 
And  frotn  his  hand,  his  voice,  his  smile, 
Divides  me — for  a  little  while ; 
Thou,  Saviour,  mark'st  the  tears  I  shed, 
For  Thou  didst  weep  o'er  Lazarus  dead. 

And  0 !  when  I  have  safely  past 
Through  every  conflict  but  the  last ; 
Still,  still  unchanging,  watch  beside 
My  dying  bed — for  Thou  hast  died : 
Then  point  to  realms  of  cloudless  day, 
And  wipe  the  latest  tear  away. 

Sir  R.  Grant. 
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1    7)  LORD,  in  this  'lust  Thy  sovereign  voice 

First  quickened  love  divine ; 
m  I  am  all  Thine, — Thy  care  and  choice ; 
My  very  praise  is  Thine. 

'2    /'  I  praise  Thee  while  Thy  providence 

In  childhood  frail  I.  trace, 
For  blessings  given,  ere  dawning  sense 
Could  seek  or  scan  Thy  grace ; 

3  Blessings  in  boyhood's  marvelling  hour ; 

Bright  dreams  and  fancyings  strange; 
'HI   Blessings  when  reason's  awful  power 
Gave  thought  a  bolder  range ; 

4  Blessings  of  friends,  which  to  my  door 

Unask'd,  unhoped,  have  come ; 
And  choicer  still,  a  countless  store 
Of  eager  smiles  at  home. 

5  p  Yet,  Lord,  in  memory's  fondest  place 

I  shrine  those  seasons  sad, 
When  looking  up  I  saw  Thy  face 
In  kind  austereness  clad. 

(i        I  would  not  miss  one  sigh  or  tear, 
Heart-pang  or  throbbing  brow ; 
Sweet  was  the  chastisement  severe, 
And  sweet  its  memory  now. 

7   m  And  such  Thy  loving  force  be  still, 
When  self  would  swerve  or  stray, 
Shaping  to  truth  the  froward  will 
Along  Thy  narrow  way. 


J.  If.  Newman. 
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1  j)  HE  knows  the  bitter,  weary  way, 

The  endless  striving  day  by  day, 
The  souls  that  weep,  the  souls  that  pray 
m  He  knows  ! 

2  i»  He  knows  how  hard  the  fight  hath  been, 

The  clouds  that  came  our  lives  between, 
The  wounds  the  world  hath  never  seen 
m  He  knows  ! 

3  p  He  knows  when  faint  and  worn  we  sink, 

How  deep  the  pain,  how  near  the  brink 
Of  dark  despair  we  pause  and  shrink 
m  He  knows  ! 

4  /  He  knows  !  0  thought  so  full  of  bliss, 

For  though  on  earth  our  joy  we  miss, 
We  still  can  bear  it,  feeling  this,— 
m  He  knows  ! 

5  f  He  knows  ;  0  heart,  take  up  thy  cross 

And  know  earth's  treasures  are  but  dross, 
And  He  will  prove  as  gain  our  loss  ! 
He  knows  ! 

Marian  Longfellow. 
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1   m  I  KNOW  not  if  the  dark  or  bright 

Shall  be  my  lot ; 

If  that  wherein  my  hopes  delight 
Be  best  or  not.  ' 

'2   p  It  may  be  mine  to  drag  for  years 

Toil's  heavy  chain, — 
Or  day  and  night  my  meat  be  tears 
On  bed  of  pain. 

3  in  Dear  faces  may  surround  my  hearth 

With  smiles  and  glee, 
p  Or  I  may  dwell  alone,  and  mirth 
k  Be  strange  to  me. 

4  m  My  bark  is  wafted  to  the  strand, 

By  breath  divine, — 
And  on  the  helm  there  rests  a  Hand 
Other  than  mine. 

5  One  who  has  known  in  storms  to  sail, 

I  have  on  board ; 
/  Above  the  raging  of  the  gale 
I  hear  my  Lord. 

6  He  holds  me  when  the  billows  smite, — 

I  shall  not  fall. 

in  If  sharp,  'tis  short, — if  long,  'tis  light, — 
He  tempers  all. 

7  /  Safe  to  the  land,  safe  to  the  land ! 

The  end  is  this  ; — 

And  then  with  Him  go  hand  in  hand 
Far  into  bliss. 

H.  Afford. 
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p  BOWED  down  in  lowliness  of  mind, 
1  make  my  humble  wishes  known ; 
I  only  ask  a  will  resigned, 
0  Father,  to  Thine  own  ! 

To-day,  beneath  Thy  chastening  eye, 
I  crave  alone  for  peace  and  rest, 
m  Submissive  in  Thy  hand  to  lie, 
And  feel  that  it  is  best. 

A  marvel  seems  the  Universe, 
A  miracle  our  Life  and  Death, 
A  mystery  I  cannot  pierce, 
Around,  above,  beneath. 

p  In  vain  I  task  my  aching  brain, 
In  vain  the  sage's  thought  I  scan ; 
I  only  feel  how  weak  and  vain, 
How  poor  and  blind,  is  man. 

And  now  my  spirit  sighs  for  home, 
And  longs  for  light  whereby  to  see, 
And,  like  a  weary  child,  would  come, 
0  Father,  unto  Thee ! 

Though  oft,  like  letters  traced  on  sand, 
My  weak  resolves  have  passed  away, 
m  In  mercy  lend  Thy  helping  hand 
Unto  my  prayer  to-day ! 

J.  G.  Whittier. 
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1  p  THOU  knowest,  Lord,  the  weariness  and  sorrow 

Of  the  sad  heart  that  comes  to  Thee  for  rest ; 
Cares  of  to-day,  and  burdens  for  to-morrow, 

Blessings  implored,  and  sins  to  be  confessed ; 
-M      We  come  before  Thee  at  Thy  gracious  word, 

And  lay  them  at  Thy  feet :  Thou  knowest,  Lord. 

2  p  Thou  knowest  all  the  past ;  how  long  and  blindly 

On  the  dark  mountains  the  lost  wanderer  strayed ; 
How  the  good  Shepherd  followed,  and  how  kindly 
He  bore  it  home,  upon  His  shoulders  laid ; 
And  healed  the  bleeding  wounds  and  soothed  the  pain, 
And  brought  back  life,  and  hope,  and  strength  again. 

3  m  Thou  knowest  all  the  present ;  each  temptation, 

Each  toilsome  duty,  each  foreboding  fear ; 
All  to  each  one  assigned  of  tribulation, 
Or  to  beloved  ones,  than  self  more  dear ; 
All  pensive  memories,  as  we  journey  on, 
Longings  for  vanished  smiles  and  voices  gone. 

4  Thou  knowest  all  the  future ;  gleams  of  gladness 

By  stormy  clouds  too  quickly  overcast ; 
Hours  of  sweet  fellowship  and  parting  sadness, 
p      And  the  dark  river  to  be  crossed  at  last ; 
at      0  what  could  hope  and  confidence  afford 

To  tread  that  path ;  but  this,  Thou  knowest,  Lord. 

o        Thou  knowest,  not  alone  as  God,  all-knowing ; 

As  Man,  our  mortal  weakness  Thou  hast  proved : 
On  earth,  with  purest  sympathies  o'erflowing, 
p      0  Saviour,  Thou  hast  wept,  and  Thou  hast  loved ; 
m      And  love  and  sorrow  still  to  Thee  may  come, 
And  find  a  hiding-place,  a  rest,  a  home. 

3        Therefore  we  come,  Thy  gentle  call  obeying, 
And  lay  our  sins  and  sorrows  at  Thy  feet ; 
/  On  everlasting  strength  our  weakness  staying, 
Clothed  in  Thy  robe  of  righteousness  complete : 
Then  rising  and  refreshed  we  leave  Thy  throne, 
And  follow  on  to  know  as  we  are  known. 

Jane  Borthmck. 
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322  1   '«i  WHEN  Israel,  of  the  Lord  beloved, 

Out  from  the  land  of  bondage  came, 
Her  father's  God  before  her  moved, 
An  awful  Guide  in  smoke  and  flame. 

2  By  day,  along  the  astonished  lands 
The  cloudy  pillar  glided  slow ; 

By  night,  Arabia's  crimsoned  sands 
Returned  the  fiery  column's  glow. 

3  Thus  present  still,  though  now  unseen, 
When  brightly  shines  the  prosperous  day, 
Be  thoughts  of  Thee  a  cloudy  screen, 

To  temper  the  deceitful  ray ! 

4  p  And  0 !  when  gathers  on  our  path 

In  shade  and  storm  the  frequent  night, 
Be  Thou,  longsuffering,  slow  to  wrath, 
m  A  burning  and  a  shining  light. 

Sir  W.  Scott. 
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1  in  LORD,  it  belongs  not  to  my  care, 

Whether  I  die  or  live ; 
To  love  and  serve  Thee  is  my  share, 
And  this  Thy  grace  must  give. 

2  TO  If  life  be  long  I  will  be  glad, 

That  I  may  long  obey : 
ji  If  short — yet  why  should  I  be  sad 
/     To  soar  to  endless  day  ? 

3  p  Christ  leads  me  through  no  darker  rooms 

Than  He  went  through  before ; 
He  that  unto  God's  kingdom  comes, 
Must  enter  by  this  door. 

4  /  Come,  Lord,  when  grace  has  made  me  meet 

Thy  blessed  face  to  see ; 
For  if  Thy  work  on  earth  be  sweet, 
What  will  Thy  glory  be ! 

f>    p  Then  I  shall  end  my  sad  complaints, 

And  weary,  sinful  days ; 
/  And  join  with  the  triumphant  saints 
To  sing  Jehovah's  praise. 

6  in  My  knowledge  of  that  life  is  small, 

The  eye  of  faith  is  dim ; 
But  'tis  enough  that  Christ  knows  all, 
And  I  shall  be  with  Him. 

R.  Baxter. 
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m  0  LORD,  how  happy  sliould  we  be 
If  we  could  cast  our  care  on  Thee, 

If  we  from  self  could  rest ; 
And  feel  at  heart  that  One  above, 
In  perfect  wisdom,  perfect  love, 

/      Is  working  for  the  best. 

2  m  How  far  from  this  our  daily  life, 

How  oft  disturbed  by  anxious  strife, 

By  sudden  wild  alarms ; 
0  could  we  but  relinquish  all 
Our  earthly  props,  and  simply  fall 
/      On  Thine  almighty  arms ! 

3  m  Could  we  but  kneel  and  cast  our  load, 

E'en  while  we  pray,  upon  our  God, 
f      Then  rise  with  lightened  cheer, 
Sure  that  the  Father,  who  is  nigh 
To  still  the  famished  raven's  cry, 
Will  hear  in  that  we  fear. 

4  m  We  cannot  trust  Him  as  we  should ; 

So  chafes  weak  nature's  restless  mood 

To  cast  its  peace  away ; 
But  birds  and  flowerets  round  us  preach, 
All,  all  the  present  evil  teach 

Sufficient  for  the  day. 

o-n  J.  Anstice. 
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1  m  HE  sendeth  sun,  He  sendeth  shower,  | 
Alike  they're  needful  for  the  flower ;  j 
And  joys  and  tears  alike  are  sent 
To  give  the  soul  fit  nourishment : 
As  comes  to  me,  or  cloud  or  sun, 
p  Father,  Thy  will,  not  mine,  be  done ! 


»«  Can  loving-  cliildreu  e'er  reprove 
With  murmurs  those  they  trust  and 
My  Father,  I  would  ever  be    |  love? 
A  trusting,  loving  child  to  Thee  : 
As  comes  to  me,  or  cloud  or  sun, 

p  Father,  Thy  will,  not  mine,  be  done  ! 


358  Orig.  Ed. 


3  m  0  ne'er  will  I  at  life  repine, 

Enough  that  Thou  hast  made  it  mine, 
p  When  falls  the  shadow  cold  of  death, 
m  I  yet  will  sing,  with  parting  breath  — 

As  comes  to  me,  or  shade  or  sun, 
p  Father,  Thy  will,  not  mine,  be  done  ! 

Sarah  Adams. 
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0  HOLT  Saviour,  Friend  unseen, 
The  faint,  the  weak,  on  Thee  may  lean  : 
Help  me,  throughout  life's  varying  scene, 
By  faith  to  cling  to  Thee. 


I!:"  Ori-  Ed. 


2  m  Blest  with  communion  so  divine, 

Take  what  Thou  wilt,  shall  I  repine, 
When,  as  the  branches  to  the  vine, 
j>         My  soul  may  cling  to  Thee  ? 

3  //;  What  though  the  world  deceitful  prove, 

And  earthly  friends  and  joys  remove, 
With  patient,  uncomplaining  love, 
p          Still  would  I  cling  to  Thee. 

4  m  Though  faith  and  hope  awhile  be  tried, 

1  ask  not,  need  not,  aught  beside  ; 

How  safe,  how  calm,  how  satisfied, 

//          The  souls  that  cling  to  Thee  ! 

f>    /  They  fear  not  life's  rough  storms  to  brave, 
Since  Thou  art  near,  and  strong  to  save  ; 
Nor  shudder  e'en  at  death's  dark  wave, 
Because  they  cling  to  Thee. 

6  m  Blest  is  my  lot,  whate'er  befall  : 
/  What  can  disturb  me,  who  appal, 
While,  as  my  Strength,  my  Rock,  my  All, 
Saviour,  I  cling  to  Thee  ? 

Charlotte  Elliott. 
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1  TO  MY  God,  my  Father,  while  I  stray 

Far  from  my  home  on  life's  rough  way, 

0  teach  me  from  my  heart  to  say, — 
p  Thy  will  be  done ! 

2  m  If  dark  my  path  and  sad  my  lot, 

Let  me  be  still  and  murmur  not, 
Or  breathe  the  prayer  divinely  taught, 
p  Thy  will  be  done ! 

3  m  If  Thou  shouldst  call  me  to  resign 

What  most  I  prize, — it  ne'er  was  mine : 

1  only  yield  Thee  what  was  Thine ; 
p  Thy  will  be  done ! 

4  E'en  if  again  I  ne'er  should  see 

The  friend  more  dear  than  life  to  me, 
m  Ere  long  we  both  shall  be  with  Thee  ; 
p  Thy  will  be  done ! 

5  Should  pining  sickness  waste  away 
My  life  in  premature  decay, 

My  Father,  still  I  strive  to  say, — 

Thy  will  be  done ! 
If  but  my  fainting  heart  be  blest 
With  Thy  sweet  Spirit  for  its  guest, 
My  God,  to  Thee  I  leave  the  rest ; 

Thy  will  be  done ! 

m  Renew  my  will  from  day  to  day ; 
Blend  it  with  Thine,  and  take  away 
All  that  now  makes  it  hard  to  say 

Thy  will  be  done ! 

Then,  when  on  earth  I  breathe  no  more 
The  prayer  oft  mixed  with  tears  before, 
f  I'll  sing  upon  a  happier  shore, — 

Thy  will  be  done ! 

Charlotte  Elliott. 
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m  ALL  as  God  wills,  who  wisely  heeds 

To  give  or  to  withhold, 
And  knoweth  more  of  all  my  needs 
Than  all  my  prayers  have  told ! 

Enough  that  blessings  undeserved 
Have  marked  my  erring  track ; 
p  That  wheresoe'er  my  feet  have  swerved, 
His  chastening  turned  me  back ; 

m  That  more  and  more  a  providence 

Of  love  is  understood, 
Making  the  springs  of  time  and  sense 
Sweet  with  eternal  good ; 

p  That  death  seems  but  a  covered  way 

Which  opens  into  light, 
m  Wherein  no  blinded  child  can  stray 

Beyond  the  Father's  sight ; 

p  That  care  and  trial  seem  at  last, 
Through  memory's  sunset  air, 

m  Like  mountain  ranges  overpast, 
In  purple  distance  fair ; 

m  That  all  the  jarring  notes  of  life 

Seem  blending  in  a  psalm, 

And  all  the  angles  of  its  strife 

Slow  rounding  into  calm ; 

And  so  the  shadows  fall  apart, 
And  so  the  west  winds  play ; 
/  And  all  the  windows  of  my  heart 
I  open  to  the  day. 

J.  G.  Whittier. 
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1    ^>  PEACE,  perfect  peace,  in  this  dark  world  of  sin  ? 

v/j.  The  blood  of  Jesus  whispers  peace  within. 
'2   p  Peace,  perfect  peace,  by  thronging  duties  press'd  ? 

TO  To  do  the  will  of  Jesus,  this  is  rest. 

3  p  Peace,  perfect  peace,  with  sorrows  surging  round  ? 
m  On  Jesus'  bosom  naught  but  calm  is  found. 

4  p  Peace,  perfect  peace,  with  loved  ones  far  away  ? 
m  In  Jesus'  keeping  we  are  safe  and  they. 

3   p  Peace,  perfect  peace,  our  future  all  unknown  ? 

m  Jesus  we  know,  and  He  is  on  the  throne. 
(5    p  Peace,  perfect  peace,  death  shadowing  us  and  ours  ? 

f  Jesus  has  vanquished  death  and  all  its  powers. 
7   m  It  is  enough  :  earth's  struggles  soon  shall  cease, 
And  Jesus  call  us  to  heaven's  perfect  peace. 
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375 


E,  H.  Bicker stelh. 


BEATI. 


TTbe  Cbristian  Xife. 

11.4.11.4. 


MYLES  B.  FOSTER. 

1 


-* -~- — 1 e> r rr'-t --— ' 1 
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831  Orig.  Ed. 


CiiiiyriKlit,  1SXV.,  by  W.  (ian-ntt  Border. 

1  ^  WITH  silence  only  as  their  benediction, 

.God's  angels  come, 

Where,  in  the  shadow  of  a  great  affliction, 
The  soul  sits  dumb. 

2  m  Yet  would  we  say  what  every  heart  approveth— 

Our  Father's  will, 

Calling  to  Him  the  dear  ones  whoai  He  loveth, 
Is  mercy  still. 

3  Not  upon  us  or  ours  the  solemn  angel 

Hath  evil  wrought ; 

/  The  funeral  anthem  is  a  glad  evangel ; 
The  good  die  not ! 

4  m  God  calls  our  loved  ones,  but  we  lose  not  wholly 

What  He  has  given ; 

They  live  on  earth  in  thought  and  deed,  as  truly 
As  in  His  heaven. 

J.  G.  Whittier. 
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My  heart  is  pain'd,  nor  can  it  be 


i_r.B   At  rest,  till  it     .      .  finds  rest  in  Thee. 
nAlt>At   rest,  till  it  finds  rest  in    Thee. 


363  Orij;.  Ed. 


1  m  THOU  hidden  Love  of  God,  whose  height, 

Whose  depth  unfathomed,  no  man  knows ; 
I  see  from  far  Thy  beauteous  light, 
ji  Inly  I  sigh  for  Thy  repose : 
My  heart  is  pained,  nor  can  it  be 
At  rest,  till  it  finds  rest  in  Thee. 

2  m  'Tis  mercy  all,  that  Thou  hast  brought 

My  mind  to  seek  her  peace  in  Thee ; 
Yet  while  I  seek,  but  find  Thee  not, 
No  peace  my  wandering  soul  shall  see ; 
p  O  when  shall  all  my  wanderings  end, 
And  all  my  steps  to  Thee- ward  tend ! 

3  m  Is  there  a  thing  beneath  the  sun, 

That  strives  with  Thee  my  heart  to  share  ? 
f  Ah !  tear  it  thence,  and  reign  alone, 

The  Lord  of  every  motion  there ; 

Then  shall  my  heart  from  earth  be  free, 
p  When  it  hath  found  repose  in  Thee. 

4  /  O  Love,  Thy  sovereign  aid  impart, 

To  save  me  from  low-thoughted  care  ; 
Chase  this  self-will  through  all  my  heart, 
Through  all  its  latent  mazes  there : 
p  Make  me  Thy  duteous  child,  that  I 
Ceaseless  may  '  Abba,  Father,'  cry ! 

377  G.  Tersteeyen,  tr.  J. 
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0  LOVE  that  casts  out  fear, 
O  Love  that  casts  out  sin, 
Tarry  no  more  without, 
But  come  and  dwell  within. 


True  sunlight  of  the  soul, 
Surround  me  as  I  go ; 
So  shall  my  way  be  safe, 
My  feet  no  straying  know. 

i). 

f  Great  Love  of  God,  come  in, 
Well-spring  of  heavenly  peace, 
Thou  Living  Water,  come, 
Spring  up,  and  never  cease. 

H.Boimr. 


365  Orig.  FA. 
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A.  E.  TOZER,  Mus.  Doc. 


V 


1  »w  WE  need  love's  tender  lessons  taught 
p      As  only  weakness  can  ; 

God  hath  His  small  interpreters  : 
The  child  must  teach  the  man. 

2  m  We  wander  wide  through  evil  years, 

Our  eyes  of  faith  grow  dim  ; 
The  child  is  freshest  from  His  hands 
And  nearest  unto  Him  ! 

3  Of  such  the  kingdom  !— Teach  Thou  us, 

0  Master,  most  divine, 
To  feel  the  deep  significance 
Of  these  wise  words  of  Thine  ! 

4  j>  The  haughty  eye  shall  seek  in  vain 

What  innocence  beholds  ; 
No  cunning  finds  the  key  of  heaven, 
No  strength  its  gate  unfolds. 

5  m  Alone  to  guilelessness  and  love 

That  gate  shall  open  fall ; 
The  mind  of  pride  is  nothingness ; 
The  childlike  heart  is  all ! 

J.  G.  Whittier. 

1077  Orig.  Ed.  379 
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LOVE  MAKES  LIFE  FOR  ALL. 
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Love      for  ev    'ry       un- loved  crea-ture,   Lone   -  ly,  poor,  or      small 
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Christ  was  born  to   show  how  tru  -  ly  Love  makes  life  for  all. 
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1  m  NOT  a  life  so  mean  or  lowly 

But,  if  love  is  there, 
Both  ingrowing  and  outflowing, 

May  be  strong  and  fair. 
Not  a  life  .so  high  in  station 

But  without  love's  breath — 
Neither  giving  nor  receiving — 

Is  a  living  death. 

Love  for  every  unloved  creature, 

Lonely,  poor,  or  small ; 
Christ  was  born  to  show  how  truly 

Love  makes  life  for  all. 

2  Love  by  love  alone  is  ripened ; 

Hearts  through  it  grow  true  ; 
/  Life  is  bounded,  filled  and  rounded 

By  its  power  to  do. 
;n  Having  love,  be  sure  to  give  it : 

Give  it,  having  not ; 
For  in  living  through  our  giving 

Share  we  Christ's  own  lot. 

Love  for  every  unloved  creature,  &c. 

Ellen  T.  Leonard. 
381 
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m  'Trs  not  the  skill  of  human  art, 

Which  gives  me  power  my  God  to  know ; 
The  sacred  lessons  of  the  heart 
Come  not  from  instruments  below. 

Love  is  my  teacher.  He  can  tell 
The  wonders  that  he  learnt  above ; 

Xo  other  master  knows  so  well ; — 
;Tis  Love  alone  can  tell  of  Love. 

0,  then  of  God  if  thou  wouldst  learn, 

His  wisdom,  goodness,  glory,  see ; 
All  human  arts  and  knowledge  spurn, 

Let  Love  alone  thy  teacher  be. 

/  Love  is  my  master.     When  it  breaks, 
The  morning  light,  with  rising  ray, 
To  Thee,  0  God !  my  spirit  wakes, 
And  Love  instructs  it  all  the  day. 

And  when  the  gleams  of  day  retire, 

And  midnight  spreads  its  dark  control, 
Love's  secret  whispers  still  inspire 
Their  holy  lessons  in  the  soul. 

Jeanne  M.  B.  Gmon. 
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OOC  This,  our  sac-ri  -  fice       of  praise 

1  m  FOB  the  beauty  of  the  earth,  4  m  For  the  joy  of  human  love, 

For  the  beauty  of  the  skies,  Brother,  sister,  parent,  child, 

For  the  love  which  from  our  birth  |     P  g»»*  on  gf*.  and  friends  above, 

r  or  all  gentle  thoughts  ana  mild  ; 
Over  and  around  us  lies ; 

/  Father,  unto  Thee  we  raise 
This,  our  sacrifice  of  praise. 


2  m  For  the  beauty  of  each  hour 
Of  the  day  and  of  the  night, 
Hill  and  vale,  and  tree  and  flower, 
Sun  and  moon,  and  stars  of  light ; 


3       For  the  joy  of  ear  and  eye, 

For  the  heart  and  mind's  delight, 

For  the  mystic  harmony 

Linking  sense  to  sound  and  sight ;  ' 

366  Orig.  Ed.  383 


o  m  For  each  perfect  gift  of  Thine 
To  our  race  so  freely  given, 
Graces  human  and  divine, 
Flowers  of  earth,  and  buds  of  heaven ; 

6  m  For  Thy  Church  that  evermore 
Lifteth  holy  hands  above, 
Offering  up  on  every  shore 
Its  pure  sacrifice  of  love ; 

F.  S.  Pierpoint. 
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1  m  WE  praise  and  bless  Thee,  gracious  Lord, 

Our  Saviour,  kind  and  true, 
For  all  the  old  things  passed  away, 
For  all  Thou  hast  made  new. 

2  New  hopes,  new  purposes,  desires, 

And  joys,  Thy  grace  has  given ; 
p  Old  ties  are  broken  from  the  earth, 
m      New  ties  attach  to  heaven. 

3  p  But  yet,  how  much  must  be  destroyed, 

How  much  renewed  must  be, 
in  Ere  we  can  fully  stand  complete 
In  likeness,  Lord,  to  Thee ! 

4  Thou,  only  Thou,  must  carry  on 

The  work  Thou  hast  begun  ; 
Of  Thine  own  strength  Thou  must  impart, 
In  Thine  own  ways  to  run. 

5  p  All',  leave  us  not ;  from  day  to  day 

Revive,  restore  again ; 
Our  feeble  steps  do  Thou  direct, 
Our  enemies  restrain. 

6  m  So  shall  we  faultless  stand  at  last, 

Before  Thy  Father's  throne ; 
/  The  blessedness  for  ever  ours, 
The  glory  all  Thine  own. 

C.  J.  P.  Spitta,  tr.  Jane  Borthwick. 
384 
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Copyright,  1900,  by  Novello 

1  /      REJOICE,  ye  pure  in  heart, 

Rejoice,  give  thanks  and  sing ; 

Your  festal  banner  wave  on  high, 

The  Cross  of  Christ  your  King. 

2  With  all  the  angel-choirs, 
With  all  the  saints  on  earth, 

Pour  out  the  strains  of  joy  and  bliss, 
True  rapture,  noblest  mirth. 

3  Your  clear  Hosannas  raise, 
And  Hallelujahs  loud,         [float, 

m  Whilst  answering  echoes  upward 
Like  wreaths  of  incense-cloud. 

4  /      With  voice  as  full  and  strong 

As  ocean's  surging  praise,  [loved, 

Send  forth  the  hymns  our  fathers 

The  psalms  of  ancient  days.       * 


and  Company,  Limited. 

(5  m     Yes,  on,  through  life's  long  path, 
Still  chanting  as  ye  go,        i  ciav 
From  youth  to  age,  by  night  and 
In  gladness  and  in  woe. 

6  /    Still  lift  your  standard  high, 

Still  march  in  firm  array, 
As  warriors  through  the  darkness 
Till  dawns  the  golden  day.     [to^> 

7  p     At  last  the  march  shall  end, 

The  wearied  ones  shall  rest, 
The  pilgrims  find  their  Father's 
Jerusalem  the  blest.         [house, 

8  /    Then  on,  ye  pure  in  heart, 

Rejoice,  give  thanks,  and  sing  ; 

Your  festal  banner  wave  on  high, 

The  Cross  of  Christ  your  King. 


9        Praise  Him  who  reigns  on  high, 
Whom  heaven  and  earth  adore, 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
One  God  for  evermore. 

E.  H.  Plumptre. 
SOS  Orig.  Ed.  385 
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1  w  WE  bless  Thee,  Lord,  for  all  this  common  life 

Can  give  of  rest  and  joy  amidst  its  strife ; 
f  For  earth  and  trees  and  sea  and  clouds  and  springs ; 
For  work,  and  all  the  lessons  that  it  brings. 

2  m  For  Pisgah  gleams  of  newer,  fairer  truth, 

Which  ever  ripening  still  renews  our  youth ; 
For  fellowship  with  noble  souls  and  wise, 
Whose  hearts  beat  time  to  music  of  the  skies ; 

3  For  each  achievement  human  toil  can  reach ; 
For  all  that  patriots  win,  and  poets  teach 

For  the  old  light  that  gleams  on  history's  page, 
For  the  new  hope  that  .shines  on  each  new  age. 

4  May  we  to  these  our  lights  be  ever  true, 
Find  hope  and  strength  and  joy  for  ever  new, 
To  heavenly  visions  still  obedient  prove, 

/  The  Eternal  Law,  writ  by  the  Almighty  Love ! 

J.  M.  White. 
370  Orig.  Ed.  386 
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1    /  ON  our  way  rejoicing  as  we  homeward  move, 

Such  for  us  Thy  purpose,  0  Thou  God  of  love ! 
p  Is  there  grief  or  sadness  ?  Thine  it  cannot  be ! 
Is  our  sky  beclouded  ?  Clouds  are  not  from  Thee ! 

'2  m  If  with  honest-hearted  love  for  God  and  man, 
We  be  humbly  striving  to  do  all  we  can ; 
He  who  gives' the  seed-time  gives  the  large  increase, 
Crowns  the  head  with  blessing,  fills  the  heart  with  peace. 

3   /  On  our  way  rejoicing  gladly  let  us  go ; 

A  victorious  leader,  and  a  vanquished  foe. 
Christ  without,  our  safety ;  Christ  within,  our  joy ; 
Who,  if  we  be  faithful,  can  our  hope  destroy? 

J.  ,S'.  B.  Monssell. 


371  Orig.  Ed, 
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1  f  LIFT  up  your  heads,  rejoice, 

Redemption  draweth  nigh ; 
in  Now  breathes  a  softer  air, 

Now  shines  a  milder  sky ; 

The  early  trees  put  forth 

Their  new  and  tender  leaf ; 
p  Hushed  is  the  moaning  wind 

That  told  of  winter's  grief. 

2  f  Lift  up  your  heads,  rejoice, 

Redemption  draweth  nigh ; 

m  Now  mount  the  laden  clouds, 
Now  flames  the  darkening  sky 
The  early  scattered  drops 
Descend  with  heavy  fall, 
And  to  the  waiting  earth 

J  The  hidden  thunders  call. 

874  Orig.  Ed. 
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Lift  up  your  heads,  rejoice, 
Redemption  draweth  nigh ; 

tn  0,  note  the  varying  signs 
Of  earth,  and  air,  and  sky : 
The  God  of  glory  comes 
In  gentleness  and  might, 
To  comfort  and  alarm, 
To  succour  and  to  smite. 

f  He  comes,  the  wide  world's  Kim; 

m  He  comes,  the  true  heart's  Frienc 
New  gladness  to  begin, 
And  ancient  wrong  to  end ; 
He  comes,  to  fill  with  light 
The  weary  waiting  eye : 

/  Lift  up  your  heads,  rejoice, 
Redemption  draweth  nigh. 

T.  T  Lynch, 
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1  /  HEAVEN  and  earth,  and  sea  and  air, 

Still  their  Maker's  praise  declare ; 
Thou,  my  soul,  as  loudly  sing, 
To  thy  God  thy  praises  bring. 

2  m  See  the  sun  his  power  awakes, 

As  through  clouds  his  glory  breaks ; 
See  the  moon  and  stars  of  light, 
p  Praising  God  in  stillest  night. 

3  m  See  how  God  this  rolling  globe 

Swathes  with  beauty  like  a  robe ; 
/  Forests,  fields,  and  living  things, 
Each  its  Maker's  glory  sings. 

4  m  Through  the  air  Thy  praises  meet, 

Birds  are  singing  clear  and  sweet ; 
/  Fire,  and  storm,  and  wind,  Thy  will 
As  Thy  ministers  fulfil. 

5  m  The  ocean  waves  Thy  glory  tell, 

At  Thy  touch  they  sing  and  swell ; 
From  the  well-spring  to  the  sea, 
Rivers  murmur,  Lord,  of  Thee. 

6  p  Ah !  my  God,  what  wonders  lie 

Hid  in  Thine  infinity! 
m  Stamp  upon  my  inmost  heart 
What  I  am,  and  what  Thou  art. 

J.  Xeander,  tr.  J.  D.  Burns. 
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1  /  SPEAK,  lips  of  mine,  and  tell  abroad 

The  praises  of  thy  God. 
Speak,  stammering  tongue,  in  gladdest  tone, 
Make  His  high  praises  known. 

2  Speak,  sea  and  earth',  heaven's  utmost  star, 

Speak  from  your  realms  afar, 
Take  up  the  note,  and  send  it  round 
Creation's  farthest  bound. 

3  Speak,  heaven  of  heavens,  wherein  our  God 

Has  made  His  bright  abode. 
Speak,  angels  speak,  in  songs  proclaim 
His  everlasting  name. 

4  m  Speak,  son  of  dust,  thy  tlesh  He  took, 

And  heaven  for  thee  forsook. 
p  Speak,  child  of  death,  thy  death  He  died ; 
Bless  thou  the  Crucified. 

H.  Sonar. 
390 
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1. 

/  WE  thank  Thee,  Lord,  for  this  fair  earth, 
The  glittering  sky,  the  silver  sea; 

m  For  all  their  beauty,  all  their  worth, 
Their  light  and  glory,  come  from  Thee. 

2. 

Thanks  for  the  flowers  that  clothe  the  ground, 
The  trees  that  wave  their  arms  above, 
The  hills  that  gird  our  dwellings  round, 
As  Thou  dost  gird  Thine  own  with  love. 

3. 

p  Yet  teach  us  still  how  far  more  fair, 
More  glorious,  Father,  in  Thy  sight, 
Is  one  pure  deed,  one  holy  prayer, 
One  heart  that  owns  Thy  Spirit's  might. 

4. 

So,  while  we  gaze  with  thoughtful  eye 
On  all  the  gifts  Thy  Love  has  given, 
/  Help  us  in  Thee  to  live  and  die, 
By  Thee  to  rise  from  earth  to  heaven. 

G.  E.  L.  Cotton. 
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1  J-  FILL  Tliou  my  life,  0  Lord  my  God, 

In  every  part  with  praise, 
That  my  whole  being  may  pro 

claim 
Thy  being  and  Thy  ways. 

2  m  Not  for  the  lip  of  praise  alone, 

Nor  e'en  the  praising  heart, 
I  ask,  but  for  a  life  made  up 
Of  praise  in  every  part. 

3  Praise  in  the  common  words   I 

speak, 

Life's  common  looks  and  tones  ; 
In  intercourse  at  hearth  or  board 
With  my  beloved  ones. 

4  Not  in  the  temple  crowd  alone, 

Where  holy  voices  chime  ; 

p  But  in  the  silent  paths  of  earth, 

The  quiet  rooms  of  time. 

5  f  Fill  every  part  of  me  with  praise  ; 

Let  all  my  being  speak 
Of  Thee  and  of  Thy  love,  0  Lord  ! 
p      Poor  though  I  be,  and  weak. 

6  m  So  shalt  Thou,  Lord,  from  me,  e'en 

me, 

Receive  the  glory  due, 
And  so  shall  I  begin  on  earth 
The  song  for  ever  new. 

7  So  shall  no  part  of  day  or  night 

From  sacredness  be  free  : 

But  all  my  life,  in  every  step, 

Be  fellowship  with  Thee. 

H.  Bonar. 
330  Orig.  Ed. 
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1  m  WHEN  all  Thy  mercies,  0  my  God, 

My  rising  soul  surveys  ; 
Transported  with  the  view,  I'm  lost 
In  wonder,  love,  and  praise: 

2  /O  how  shall  words  with  equal  warmth 

The  gratitude  declare,       [heart  ? 
m  That  glows   within  my  thankful 
But  Thou  canst  read  it  there. 

3  Unnumbered  comforts  on  my  soul 

Thy  tender  care  bestowed, 
Before  my  infant  heart  conceived 
From  whom  those  comforts  flowed. 

4  When  in  the  slippery  paths  of  youth 

With  heedless  steps  I  ran,  [safe, 
Thine  arm,  unseen,  convey'd  me 

And  led  me  up  to  man.      [Thou 
o  p  When  worn  with  sickness,  oft  hast 

With  health  renewed  my  face  ; 
And  when  in  sins  and  sorrows  sunk, 

Revived  my  soul  with  grace. 

6  /  Ten  thousand  thousand  precious 

My  daily  thanks  employ ;     [gifts 
m  Nor  is  the  least  a  cheerful  heart, 
That  tastes  those  gifts  with  joy. 

7  /  Through  every  period  of  my  life 

Thy  goodness  I'll  pursue ; 
And  after  death,  in  distant  worlds 
The  glorious  theme  renew. 

8  Through  all  eternity  to  Thee 

A  joyful  song  I'll  raise  ; 

For  0 !  eternity 's  too  short 

To  utter  all  Thy  praise. 

J.  Addison. 
392         SSI  Orig.  Ed. 
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j[>  TENDER  mercies,  on  my  way 
Falling  softly  like  the  dew, 

m  Sent  me  freshly  every  day, 

/  I  will  bless  the  Lord  for  you. 
o_ 

r/i  Though  I  have  not  all  I  would, 
Though  to  greater  bliss  I  go, 
Every  present  gift  of  good 
To  eternal  Love  I  owe. 


J19! 
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A -men. 
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Source  of  all  that  comforts  me, 
Well  of  joy  for  which  I  long, 
f  Let  the  song  I  sing  to  Thee 
Be  an  everlasting  song. 

Anna  Luetitia  Waring. 
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1  ?«  LORD,    we   thank   Thee    for    the 

pleasure 

That  oar  happy  lifetime  gives, 
The  inestimable  treasure 

Of  a  soul  that  ever  lives ; 
Mind  that  looks  before  and  after, 

Yearning  for  its  home  above, 
Human  tears  and  human  laughter, 

And  the  depth  of  human  love ; 

2  /  For  the  thrill,  the  leap,  the  gladness 

Of  our  pulses  flowing  free ; 
p  E'en  for  every  touch  of  sadness 
That  may  bring  us  nearer  Thee ; 
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m  But,  above  all  other  kindness, 

Thine  unutterable  love, 
Which,  to  heal  our  sin  and  blindness, 
Sent  Thy  dear  Son  from  above. 

3  p  Teach  us  so  our  days  to  number- 
That  we  may  be  lowly  wise ; 
m  Dreamy  mist  or  cloud  of  slumber 

Never  dull  our  heavenward  eyes ! 
Hearty  be  our  work  and  willing, 

As  to  Thee  and  not  to  men, 
For  we  know  our  souls'  fulfilling 
Is  in  heaven, — not  till  then. 
T.  W.  Jex  Elake. 


PILGRIM   BAND. 


J.  SHAW. 
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THROUGH  the  night  of  doubt  and 

sorrow 

Onward  goes  the  pilgrim  band, 
f  Singing  songs  of  expectation, 

Marching  to  the  Promised  Land. 

m  Clear  before  us  through  the  darkness 

Gleams  and  burns  the  guiding 

Light ; 

/  Brother  clasps  the  hand  of  brother, 
Steppingf  earless  through  the  night. 

2  m  One  the  Light  of  God's  own  Presence 

O'er  His  ransomed  people  shed, 
Chasing  far  the  gloom  and  terror, 
Brightening  all  the  path  we  tread : 


One  the  object  of  our  journey, 
.  One  the  faith  which  never  tires, 
One  the  earnest  looking  forward, 
One  the  hope  our  God  inspires : 

3  /  One  the  strain  that  lips  of  thousands 

Lift  as  from  the  heart  of  one ; 
One  the  conflict,  one  the  peril, 

One  the  march  in  God  begun. 
/  One  the  gladness  of  rejoicing 

On  the  far  eternal  shore, 
Where  the  one  Almighty  Father 

Reigns  in  love  for  evermore. 
B.  S.  fnyemann,  tr.S.  Barmy-Gould. 
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1  m  LIGHT  of  the  world !  for  ever,  ever  shining ; 

There  is  no  change  in  Thee ; 
True  Light  of  life,  all  joy  and  health  enshrining, 
Thou  canst  not  fade  nor  flee. 

2  Thou  hast  arisen ;  but  Thou  declinest  never : 

To-day  shines  as  the  past ; 

/  All  that  Thou  wast,  Thou  art,  and  shalt  be  ever ; 
Brightness  from  first  to  last ! 

3  m  Night  visits  not  Thy  sky,  nor  storm,  nor  sadness ; 

Day  fills  up  all  its  blue : 

/  Unfailing  beauty,  and  unfaltering  gladness, 

And  love  for  ever  new ! 

4  Light  of  the  world !  undimming  and  unsetting, 

0  shine  each  mist  away ! 

Banish  the  fear,  the  falsehood,  and  the  fretting, 
Be  our  unchanging  day ! 

H.  Bonar. 
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1  ni  0  GRANT  us  light,  that  we  may  know 

The  wisdom  Thou  alone  canst  give ; 
That  truth  may  guide  where'er  we  go, 
And  virtue  bless  where'er  we  live. 

2  0  grant  \is  light,  that  we  may  see 
Where  error  lurks  in  human  lore, 
And  turn  our  doubting  minds  to  Thee, 
And  love  Thy  simple  Word  the  more. 

3  0  grant  us  light,  that  we  may  learn 
How  dead  is  life  from  Thee  apart ; 
How  sure  is  joy  for  all  who  turn 
To  Thee  an  undivided  heart. 

4  p  0  grant  us  light,  in  grief  and  pain, 

To  lift  our  burdened  hearts  above, 
And  count  the  very  Cross  a  gain, 
And  bless  our  Father's  hidden  love. 

5  p  0  grant  us  light,  when  soon  or  late 

All  earthly  scenes  shall  pass  away, 
/  In  Thee  to  find  the  open  gate 
TO  deathless  home  and  endless  day. 


L.  Tuttiett. 
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1  m  SOMETIMES  a  light  surprises 

The  Christian  while  he  sings : 
It  is  the  Lord,  who  rises 

With  healing  in  His  wings. 
When  comforts  are  declining, 

He  grants  the  soul,  again, 
A  season  of  clear  .shining, 

To  cheer  it  after  rain. 

•1        In  holy  contemplation 

We  gladly  then  pursue 
The  theme  of  God's  salvation, 

And  find  it  ever  new. 
Set  free  from  present  sorrow 

We  cheerfully  can  say, 
E'en  let  the  unknown  morrow 
Bring  with  it  what  it  may : 
354  Orig.  Ed. 
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/  It  can  bring  with  it  nothing, 

But  He  will  bear  us  through ; 
Who  gives  the  lilies  clothing, 
Will  clothe  His  people  too. 
Beneath  the  spreading  heavens 

No  creature  but  is  fed; 
And  He  who  feeds  the  ravens 

Will  give  His  children  bread. 
m  Though  vine  nor  fig-tree  neither 

Their  wonted  fruit  should  bear ; 
Though  all  the  field  should  wither, 

Nor  flock  nor  herd  be  there ; 
/  Yet  God  the  same  abiding, 

His  praise  shall  tune  my  voice ; 
For  while  in  Him  confiding, 
I  cannot  but  rejoice. 

W.  Coivper. 


ANGELS'  HYMN. 


ORLANDO  GIBBONS. 
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1  m  OH,  sometimes  gleams  upon  our  sight, 

Through  present  wrong,  the  eternal  right, 
And  step  by  step  since  time  began 
We  see  the  steady  gain  of  man ! 

2  That  all  of  good  the  past  has  had 
Remains  to  make  our  own  time  glad, — 
Our  common  daily  life  divine, 

And  every  land  a  Palestine. 

3  For  still  the  new  transcends  the  old, 
In  signs  and  tokens  manifold : 
Slaves  rise  up  men ;  the  olive  waves, 
With  roots  deep  set  in  battle  graves. 

4  Through  the  harsh  noises  of  our  day, 
p  A  low,  sweet  prelude  finds  its  way ; 

Through  clouds  of  doubt  and  creeds  of  fear 
m  A  light  is  breaking,  calm  and  clear ! 

5  Henceforth  my  heart  shall  sigh  no  more 
For  olden  time  and  holier  shore ; 

/  God's  love  and  blessing,  then  and  there, 
Are  now  and  here  and  everywhere. 

J.  G.  Whittier. 
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m  0  THOU,  who,  as  our  knowledge  grows, 

In  this  world's  latter  days, 
The  more  Thou  seem'st  to  clear  the  sky, 
The  more  dost  hide  Thy  face. 


1084  Orig.  Ed. 


p  As  fears  of  change,  and  fears  of  doubt, 

Unnerve  the  o'er-wrought  mind, 
Enfeebled  'mid  its  added  strength. 
'Mid  all  its  seeing  blind : 

3. 

m  The  wider  wisdom  Thou  hast  given 

Is  yet  not  wholly  gain ; 
The  truer  vision  scathes  our  sight, 
We  cannot  see  Thee  plain. 

4. 

Enlarge  our  hearts  and  purge  our  eyes 

To  bear  Thy  nearer  light ; 
The  world's  young  ignorance  is  o'er : 
f      Make  us  to  know  Thee  right. 

400 
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1  m  WALK  in  the  light !  so  shalt  thou  know 

That  fellowsliip  of  love 
His  Spirit  only  can  bestow, 
Who  reigns  in  light  above. 

2  Walk  in  the  light !  and  thou  shalt  find 

Thy  heart  made  truly  His 
Who  dwells  in  cloudless  light  enshrined, 
In  whom  no  darkness  is. 

3  Walk  in  the  light !  and  thou  shalt  own 

Thy  darkness  passed  away, 
Because  that  Light  hath  on  thee  shone, 
In  which  is  perfect  day. 

4  p  Walk  in  the  light,  and  e'en  the  tomb 

No  fearful  shade  shall  wear ; 
/  Glory  shall  chase  away  its  gloom, 
For  Christ  hath  conquered  there. 

5  m  Walk  in  the  light !  and  thine  shall  be 

A  path,  though  thorny,  bright : 
For  God,  by  grace,  shall  dwell  in  thee, 
And  God  Himself  is  Light. 

B.  Barton. 
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1  m  IN  sacred  books  we  read  how  God  did  speak 

To  holy  men  in  many  different  ways ; 
p  But  hath  the  present  age  no  God  to  seek  ? 
Or  is  God  silent  in  these  latter  days  ? 

2  m  The  Word  were  but  a  blank,  a  hollow  sound, 

If  He  that  spake  it  were  not  speaking  still, 
If  all  the  light,  and  all  the  shade  around, 
Were  aught  but  issues  of  Almighty  Will. 

3  So  then,  believe  that  every  bird  that  sings, 
And  every  flower  that  stars  the  fresh,  green  sod, 
And  every  thought  the  happy  summer  brings 
To  the  pure  spirit,  is  a  word  of  God. 

loss  Orig.  Ed.  H.  Coleridge, 


(Buifcance. 
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1  m  LEAD  us,  0  Father,  in  the  paths  of  peace ; 

Without  Thy  guiding  hand  we  go  astray, 
p  And  doubts  appal,  and  sorrows  still  increase ; 
m  Lead  us  through  Christ,  the  true  and  living  Way. 

2  Lead  us,  0  Father,  in  the  paths  of  truth ; 
Unhelped  by  Thee,  in  error's  maze  we  grope, 

p  While  passion  stains  and  folly  dims  our  youth, 
And  age  comes  on  uncheered  by  faith  and  hope. 

3  m  Lead  us,  0  Father,  in  the  paths  of  right ; 
p  Blindly  we  stumble  when  we  walk  alone, 

Involved  in  shadows  of  a  darksome  night : 
Only  with  Thee  we  journey  safely  on. 

4  m  Lead  us,  0  Father,  to  Thy  heavenly  rest, 

However  rough  and  steep  the  path  may  be, 
Through  joy  or  sorrow,  as  Thou  deemest  best, 
Until  our  lives  are  perfected  in  Thee. 

W.  H.  Burleigh. 
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1  m  FORWARD  !  be  our  watchword, 

Steps  and  voices  joined ; 
Seek  the  things  before  us, 

Not  a  look  behind ; 
Burns  the  fiery  pillar 

At  our  army's  head ; 
/  Who  shall  dream  of  shrinking, 
By  Jehovah  led  ? 
Forward  through  the  desert, 
Through  the  toil  and  fight, 
Jordan  flows  before  us, 
Zion  beams  with  light. 

'2  m  Forward,  when  in  childhood 

Buds  the  infant  mind ; 
All  through  youth  and  manhood, 

Not  a  thought  behind ; 
Speed  through  realms  of  nature, 

Climb  the  steps  of  grace ; 
Faint  not,  till  around  us 

Gleams  the  Father's  face. 
/         Forward,  all  the  lifetime, 

Climb  from  height  to  height : 
p         Till  the  head  be  hoary, 
Till  the  eve  be  light. 


I 

and  Company,  Limited. 

3  m  Forward,  flock  of  Jesus, 

Salt  of  all  the  earth, 
Till  each  yearning  purpose 
Spring  to  glorious  birth ; 
p  Sick,  they  ask  for  healing, 

Blind,  they  grope  for  day ; 
m  Pour  upon  the  nations 
Wisdom's  loving  ray. 
/         Forward,  out  of  error, 

Leave  behind  the  night ; 
Forward  through  the  darkness, 
Forward  into  light ! 


4  m  Glories  upon  glories 

Hath  our  God  prepared, 
By  the  souls  that  love  Him 

One  day  to  be  shared ; 
Eye  hath  not  beheld  them, 

Ear  hath  never  heard ; 
Nor  of  these  hath  uttered 

Thought  or  speech  a  word ; 
/         Forward,  ever  forward, 

Clad  in  armour  bright ; 
Till  the  veil  be  lifted, 
Till  our  faith  be  sight ! 


410  Orig.  Ed. 


5  m  Far  o'er  yon  horizon 

Rise  the  city  towers, 
Where  our  God  abideth, 

That  fair  home  is  ours : 
Flash  the  streets  with  jasper, 
Shine  the  gates  with  gold  : 
Flows  the  gladdening  river 

Shedding  joys  untold. 
/         Thither,  onward  thither, 

In  Jehovah's  might ; 
Pilgrims  to  your  country, 
Forward  into  light. 

H.  Afford, 
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1  y  AWAKE,  my  soul,  stretch  every  nerve, 

And  press  with  vigour  on : 
A  heavenly  race  demands  thy  zeal, 
And  an  immortal  crown. 

2  m  A  cloud  of  witnesses  around 

Hold  thee  in  full  survey  : 

Forget  the  steps  already  trod, 

And  onward  urge  thy  way. 

3  /  'Tis  God's  all-animating  voice 

That  calls  thee  from  on  high ; 
'Tis  His  own  hand  presents  the  prize 
To  thine  aspiring  eye ; — 

4  That  prize  with  peerless  glories  bright, 

Which  shall  new  lustre  boast, 
p  When  victors'  wreaths  and  monarch*'  gems 
Shall  blend  in  common  dust. 

5  m  Blest  Saviour,  introduced  by  Thee, 

Have  I  my  race  begun ; 
/  And  crowned  with  victory,  at  Thy  feet 
I'll  lay  mine  honours  down. 

P.  Doddrulge. 
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1  ?/i         SHOW  me  the  way,  0  Lord, 

And  make  it  plain ; 
I  would  obey  Thy  Word, 
/  Speak  yet  again ; 

p  I  will  not  take  one  step  until  I  know 

Which  way  it  is  that  Thou  wouldst  have  me  go. 

2  m          0  Lord,  I  cannot  see ; 

Vouchsafe  me  light : 
p         The  mist  bewilders  me, 

Impedes  my  sight : 

f  Hold  Thou  my  hand,  and  lead  me  by  Thy  side; 
I  dare  not  go  alone, — be  Thou  my  Guide. 

I  will  be  patient,  Lord, 

Trustful  and  still ; 
I  will  not  doubt  Thy  Word ; 

My  hopes  fulfil : 

J  How  can  I  perish,  clinging  to  Thy  side, 
My  Comforter,  my  Saviour,  and  my  Guide  ? 

Jane  Ettphemia  Saxly. 
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1  m  0  GOD  of  Bethel !  by  whose  hand 

Thy  people  still  are  fed ; 
Who  through  this  weary  pilgrimage 
Hast  all  our  fathers  led ; 

2  Our  vows,  our  prayers,  we  now  present 

Before  Thy  throne  of  grace : 
God  of  our  fathers,  be  the  God 
Of  their  succeeding  race. 

3  p  Through  each  perplexing  path  of  life 

Our  wandering  footsteps  guide ; 
tn  Give  us  each  day  our  daily  bread, 
And  raiment  fit  provide. 

4  0  spread  Thy  covering  wings  around, 

Till  all  our  wanderings  cease, 
And  at  our  Father's  loved  abode 
Our  souls  arrive  in  peace. 

5  Such  blessings  from  Thy  gracious  hand, 

Our  humble  prayers  implore ; 
f  And  Thou  shalt  be  our  chosen  God 
And  Portion  evermore. 

P.  Doddridge. 
408 
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3v)2  1   HI          JESCS,  still  lead  on, 

Till  our  rest  be  won ; 
And,  although  the  way  be  cheerless, 
We  will  follow,  calm  and  fearless ; 
/         Guide  us  by  Thy  hand 
To  our  Fatherland. 

2  p          If  the  way  be  drear, 

If  the  foe  be  near ; 
Let  not  faithless  fears  o'ertake  us, 
Let  not  love  and  hope  forsake  us, 
/         For,  through  many  a  foe, 

To  our  home  we  go. 

3  p          When  we  seek  relief 

From  a  long-felt  grief, 
m  When  oppressed  by  new  temptations — 
Lord,  increase  and  perfect  patience : 
Show  us  that  bright  shore 
Where  we  weep  no  more. 

4  f         Jesus,  still  lead  on, 

Till  our  rest  be  won  ; 
Heavenly  Leader,  still  direct  us, 
Still  support,  console,  protect  us, 
Till  we  safely  stand 
In  our  Fatherland. 

N.  L.  Zinzendorf,  tr,  Jane  Borthmck. 
402  Orig.  Ed.,  v.  4  omitted.  409 


ST.  CECILIA. 

-4 


ZEbe  Cbristian  Xit'c. 

6.6.6.6.  L.  G.  HAYSTE,  Mus.  Doc. 


363 


899  Orig.  Ed. 


1  m  THY  way,  not  mine,  0  Lord, 

However  dark  it  be ; 

Lead  me  by  Thine  own  hand, 

Choose  out  the  path  for  me ; 

2  Smooth  let  it  be  or  rough, 
It  will  be  still  the  best ; 
Winding  or  straight,  it  leads 
Right  onward  to  Thy  rest. 

3  p  I  dare  not  choose  my  lot ; 

I  would  not  if  I  might ; 
m  Choose  Thou  for  me,  my  God, 
So  shall  I  walk  aright : 

4  The  kingdom  that  I  seek 
Is  Thine ;  so  let  the  way 
That  leads  to  it  be  Thine, 
Else  I  must  surely  stray. 

5  Not  mine,  not  mine  the  choice, 
In  things  or  great  or  small ; 

/  Be  Thou  my  guide,  my  strength, 
My  wisdom  and  my  all. 

H.  Bonar. 

410 


LUX  BENIGNA. 


Outdance, 

10.4.10.4.10.10. 


J.  B.  DTKKS,  Mus.  Doc. 


1. 


364 

m  LEAD,kindly  Liglit,amid  the  encircling 

Lead  Thou  me  on ;  [gloom, 

p  The  night  is  dark,  and  I  am  far  from 

Lead  Thou  me  on.  [home, 

?n,  Keep  Thou  my  feet;  I  do  not  ask  to  see 

The  distant  scene;  one  step  enough 

for  me. 


By  pprmission  of  Novello  and  Company,  Limited. 
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p  I  was  not  ever  thus,  nor  prayed  that 

Shouldst  lead  me  on  ;         [Thou 

I  loved  to  choose  and  see  my  path ; 

m         Lead  Thou  me  on.         [but  now 

p  I  loved  the  garish  day,  and,  spite  of  fears, 

Pride  ruled  my  will:  remember  not 

past  years. 


3   /  So  long  Thy  power  hath  blest  me,  sure  it  still 

Will  lead  me  on 
O'er  moor  and  fen,  o'er  crag  and  torrent,  till 

The  night  is  gone, 
p  And  with  the  morn  those  angel  faces  smile, 

Which  I  have  loved  long  since,  and  lost  awhile. 
3970rig.  Ed.  411  J.H.Newman, 
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1  m  LEAD  us,  Heavenly  Father,  lead  us 

O'er  the  world's  tempestuous  sea ; 
Guard  us,  guide  us,  keep  us,  feed  us,  • 
For  we  have  no  help  but  Thee : 

Yet  possessing 

Every  blessing, 
If  our  God  our  Father  be. 

2  p  Saviour,  breathe  forgiveness  o'er  us ; ' 

All  our  weakness  Thou  dost  know ; 
Thou  didst  tread  this  earth  before  us, 
Thou  didst  feel  its  keenest  woe ; 

Lone  and  dreary, 

Faint  and  weary, 
Through  the  desert  Thou  didst  go. 

3  m  Spirit  of  our  God,  descending, 

Fill  our  hearts  with  heavenly  joy ; 
Love  with  every  passion  blending, 
Pleasure  that  can  never  cloy : 
Thus  provided, 
Pardoned,  guided, 
/     Nothing  can  our  peace  destroy. 
J.  Edmeston. 
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GUIDE  me,  0  Thou  great  Jehovah  ! 
Pilgrim,  through  this  barren  land  ; 
p  I  am  weak,  but  Thou  art  mighty, 
Hold  me  with  Thy  powerful  hand  : 

Bread  of  heaven  ! 
f     Feed  me  till  I  want  no  more. 

2  m  Open  now  the  crystal  fountain, 

Whence  the  healing  streams  do 

Let  the  fiery,  cloudy  pillar      [flow  : 

Lead  me  all  my  journey  through  : 

/  Strong  Deliverer  !       [shield. 

Be  Thou  still  my  strength  ana 

3  p  When  I  tread  the  verge  of  Jordan, 

Bid  my  anxious  fears  subside  ; 
Death  of  deaths  and  hell's  destruc 

tion! 

Land  me  safe  on  Canaan's  side  : 
/  Songs  of  praises 

I  will  ever  give  to  Thee. 
From  the  Welsh  of  W.  Williams,  tr., 
verse  1,  P.   Williams,  verses  2,  3, 
W.  Williams. 
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2  m  There  are  stony  ways  to  tread ;         4  m 

Give  the  strength  we  sorely  lack : 
There  are  tangled  paths  to  thread ; 
Light  us,  lest  we  miss  the  track. 

3  There  are  sandy  wastes  that  lie         5  / 
Cold  and  sunless,  vast  and  drear, 
Where  the  feeble  faint  and  die ; 

m  Grant  us  grace  to  persevere. 

391  Orig.  Ed.  413 


There  are  soft  and  flowery  glades, 
Decked  with  golden-fruited  trees, 
Sunny  slopes  and  scented  shades ; 
Keep  us,  Lord,  from  slothful  ease. 

Upward  still  to  purer  heights, 
Onward  yet  to  scenes  more  blest, 
Calmer  regions,  clearer  lights, 
Till  we  reach  the  promised  rest. 
W.  W.  How. 


Cbristian  Xife. 


IN   MEMORIAM. 


8.8.8.4. 


F.  C.  MAKER. 
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1  7/1  THROUGH  good  report  and  evil,  Lord ! 

Still  guided  by  Thy  faithful  Word, 
/  Our  staff,  our  buckler,  and  our  sword, 
p  We  follow  Thee. 

2  In  silence  of  the  lonely  night, 

m  In  fullest  glow  of  day's  clear  light, 

Through  life's  strange  windings,  dark  or  bright 
p  We  follow  Thee. 

3  n  Great  Master !  point  Thou  out  the  way, 

Nor  suffer  Thou  our  steps  to  stray ; 
Then  in  the  path  that  leads  to  day, 
p  We  follow  Thee. 

4  m  Thou  hast  passed  on  before  our  face ; 

Thy  footsteps  on  the  way  we  trace ; 
0  keep  us,  aid  us  by  Thy  grace, — 
p  We  follow  Thee. 

5  /  Whom  have  we  in  the  heaven  above  ? 

Whom  on  this  earth,  save  Thee,  to  love  '{ 
Still  in  Thy  light  we  onward  move, 
p  We  follow  Thee. 

H.  Sonar. 
414 
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7.7.7.7. 


Dr.  H.  T.  LESLIE. 
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1  rii  ALL  before  us  lies  the  way ; 

Give  the  past  unto  the  wind. 
/  All  before  us  is  the  day ; 

Night  and  darkness  are  behind. 

2  m  Eden,  with  its  rivers  old, 

Love,  and  flowers,  and  living  tree, 
Is  not  ancient  story  told, 
But  a  glowing  prophecy. 

3  In  the  spirit's  perfect  air, 

In  the  passions  deep  and  kind, 
In  the  life  that  has  no  care, 
Purest  Eden  we  shall  h'nd. 

4  p  When  the  soul  to  sin  hath  died, 

True  and  beautiful,  and  sound, 
m  Then  all  earth  is  sanctified, 
And  our  Paradise  is  found. 

5  Then  shall  come  the  Eden  days, 
Guardian  watch  from  seraph  eyes, 
Angels  on  the  slanting  rays, 
Voices  from  the  opening  skies. 

6  From  this  spirit-land,  afar 
All  disturbing  force  shall  flee ; 
Stir,  nor  toil,  nor  hope,  shall  mar 
Its  immortal  unity. 

Eliza  Thayer  Clapp. 
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(Buifcance. 

370  ,  "  V 

1  m  LIGHT  of  the  world !  whose  kind  and  gentle  care 

Is  joy  and  rest, 
Whose  counsels  and  commands  so  gracious  are, 

Wisest  and  best, 

Shine  on  my  path,  dear  Lord,  and  guard  the  way, 
p  Lest  my  poor  heart,  forgetting,  go  astray. 

2  m  Lord  of  my  life,  my  soul's  most  pure  desire, 

Its  hope  and  peace ! 
Let  not  the  faith  Thy  loving  words  inspire 

Falter,  or  cease ; 

But  be  to  me,  true  Friend,  my  chief  delight, 
And  safely  guide,  that  every  step  be  right. 

C        My  blessed  Lord,  what  bliss  to  feel  Thee  near, 

Faithful  and  true ; 
To  trust  in  Thee,  without  one  doubt  or  fear, 

Thy  will  to  do ; 

And  all  the  while  to  know  that  Thou,  our  Friend, 
Art  blessing,  and  wilt  bless  us  to  the  end. 

4   p  And  then,  oh  then !  when  sorrow's  night  is  o'er, 
m  Life's  daylight  come, 

And  we  are  safe  within  heaven's  golden  door, 

At  home,  at  home ! 

/  How  full  of  glad  rejoicing  will  we  raise, 
Saviour,  to  Thee  our  everlasting  praise. 

H.  Bateman. 
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1. 
m  MUCH  in  sorrow,  oft  in  woe, 

Onward,  Christians,  onward  go ; 
f  Fight  the  fight,  though  worn  with  strife, 
Strengthened  with  the  bread  of  life. 

2. 

m  Let  your  drooping  hearts  be  glad; 

March  in  heavenly  armour  clad ; 
/  Fight,  nor  think  the  battle  long, 

Victory  soon  shall  tune  your  song. 

3. 

p  Let  not  sorrow  dim  your  eye, 

Soon  shall  every  tear  be  dry ; 
m  Let  not  fears  your  course  impede, 

Great  your  strength,  if  great  your  need. 

4. 
/  Onward,  then,  to  battle  move, 

More  than  conquerors  ye  shall  prove ; 
Though  opposed  by  many  a  foe, 
Christian  soldiers,  onward  go. 

H.  K.  White  and  Frances  S.  Colquhown. 
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FATHERHOOD. 


Guidance. 

CM.  D. 


J.  B.  CALKIN. 


372 


?«,  FATHER  of  love,  our   Guide   and 

Friend, 

0  lead  us  gently  on, 
Until  life's  trial-time  shall  end, 
And  heavenly  peace  be  won  ! 
p  "We  know  not  what  the  path  may  be 

As  yet  by  us  untrod  ; 
/  But  we  can  trust  our  all  to  Thee, 
Our  Father  and  our  God  ! 


rrr^^T 
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2  p  Christ  by  no  flowery  pathway  came ; 

And  we,  His  followers  here, 
m  Must  do  Thy  will  and  praise  Thy 

name, 

In  hope,  and  love,  and  fear. 
And,  till  in  heaven  we  sinless  bow, 

And  faultless  anthems  raise, 
0  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit  now 
Accept  our  feeble  praise. 

W.  J.  Irons. 


DUX. 


Cbristian  Xife. 

10.10.10.10.6.6. 


1  TO  HE  leads  us  on  by  paths  we  did  not 

know  :  [steps  be  slow, 

Upward  He  leads  us,  though  our 

p  Though  oft  we  faint  and  falter  on 

the  way,  [obscure  the  day, 

Though  storms  and  darkness  oft 

m          Yet  when  the  clouds  are  gone, 

We  know  He  leads  us  on. 


He  leads  us  on  through  all  th'  un 
quiet  years  ;    [doubts,  and  fears, 
p  Past  all  our  dreamland  hopes,  and 
He  guides  our  steps,  through  all  the 
tangled  maze  [days ; 

Of  losses,  sorrows,  and  o'erclouded 
m         We  know  His  will  is  done ; 
And  still  He  leads  us  on, 


*  Slurs  and 
small  notes 
for  verse  3. 
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3    p  And  He,  at  last,  after  the  weary  strife, 
After  the  restless  fever  we  call  life, 
After  the  dreariness,  the  aching  pain, 
The  wayward  struggles  which  have  proved  in  vain, 
m  After  our  toils  are  past, 

Will  give  us  rest  at  last. 

N.  L.  Zinsendor). 
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By  permission  of  Novcllo  and  Company,  Limited. 

1  rin  FKOJI  all  evil,  all  temptation, 

That  besets  our  earthly  path : 
p  From  Thy  final  condemnation, 

From  Thy  transitory  wrath, 
f  God  of  goodness,  us  deliver, 

And  Thy  name  lie  praised  for  ever. 

2  m  From  a  heart  of  hate  and  blindness, 

From  all  envy,  treachery,  pride. 
From  all  harshness  or  unkindness, 

All  to  sin  or  shame  allied, 
f  God  of  goodness,  us  deliver, 

And  Thy  name  be  praised  for  ever. 

3  m  From  the  world's  deceitful  pleasures, 

From  its  soul-invading  snares, 
From  the  plotter's  darkened  measures, 

Foolish  thoughts  and  trifling  cares, 
f  God  of  goodness,  us  deliver, 

And  Thy  name  be  praised  for  ever. 

4  p  In  the  time  of  tribulation, 

m      In  the  bright  and  prosperous  way., 
p  In  the  hour  of  life's  prostration, 

In  the  final  judgment-day, 
f  God  of  goodness,  us  deliver, 

And  Thy  name  be  praised  for  ever. 
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Matcbfulness. 


1  m      HARK  !  'tis  the  watchman's  cry, 
/  Wake,  brethren,  wake ! 

m      Jesus  our  Lord  is  nigh ; 
/  Wake,  brethren,  wake ! 

m      Sleep  is  for  sons  of  night, 
Ye  are  children  of  the  light, 
Yours  is  the  glory  bright ; 
/  Wake,  brethren,  wake ! 

2  m      Call  to  each  waking  band, 

/  Watch,  brethren,  watch ! 

m      Clear  is  our  Lord's  command, 
/  Watch,  brethren,  watch ! 

m      Be  ye  as  men  that  wait 
Always  at  the  Master's  gate, 
E'en  though  He  tarry  late ! 
f  Watch,  brethren,  watch ! 

3  TO  Heed  we  the  steward's  call, 
f  Work,  brethren,  work ! 
m  There 's  room  enough  for  all, 
f  Work,  brethren,  work ! 
in  This  vineyard  of  the  Lord 

Constant  labour  will  afford, 

Yours  is  a  sure  reward ; 
/  Work,  brethren,  work ! 

4  in      Hear  we  the  Shepherd's  voice, 

Pray,  brethren,  pray ! 
Would  ye  His  heart  rejoice  ? 

Pray,  brethren,  pray ! 
Sin  calls  for  constant  fear, 
Weakness  needs  the  strong  one  near, 
Long  as  ye  struggle  here, 

Pray,  brethren,  pray ! 

5  /      Now  sound  the  final  chord, 

Praise,  brethren,  praise ! 
p      Thrice  holy  is  our  Lord, 
/  Praise,  brethren,  praise ! 

m       What  more  befits  the  tongues, 
Soon  to  join  the  angels'  songs, 

While  heaven  the  note  prolongs  ? 
I  Praise,  brethren,  praise ! 
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Watcbfulness. 
376 

1   m  CHRISTIAN  !  dost  thou  see  them 

On  the  holy  ground, 
How  the  troops  of  Midian 

Prowl  and  prowl  around  ? 
f  Christian !  up  and  smite  them, 

Counting  gain  but  loss ; 
Smite  them  by  the  merit 
Of  the  Holy  Cross. 

'J   m  Christian,  dost  thou  feel  them, 

How  they  work  within, 
Striving,  tempting,  luring, 

Goading  on  to  sin  ? 
/  Christian,  never  tremble ! 

Never  yield  to  fear ; 

Smite  them  by  the  virtue 

Of  unceasing  prayer. 

3   p  Christian,  dost  thou  hear  them, 

How  they  speak  thee  fair  ? 
'  Always  fast  and  vigil  ? 

Always  watch  and  prayer  ? ' 
m  Christian !  answer  boldly : 

'  While  I  breathe  I  pray :' 
Peace  shall  follow  battle, 
Night  shall  end  in  day. 


p  '  Well  I  know  thy  trouble, 

0  My  servant  true ; 
Thou  art- very  weary, — 

1  was  weary  too : 

But  that  toil  shall  make  thee 

Some  day  all  Mine  Own : 
f  And  the  end  of  sorrow 

Shall  be  near  My  Throne.' 

Andrew  of  Crete,  tr.  J.  M.  Neale. 
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CHRISTIAN,  seek  not  yet  repose, 
Cast  thy  dreams  of  ease  away  ; 
Thou  art  in  the  midst  of  foes  : 
p          '  Watch  and  pray' 

2  f  Principalities  and  powers, 

Mustering  their  unseen  array, 
Wait  for  thine  unguarded  hours  : 
p         '  Watch  and  pray.' 

3  f  Gird  thy  heavenly  armour  on, 

Wear  it  ever  night  and  day  ; 
p  Near  thee  lurks  the  evil  one: 

'  Watch  and  pray' 
415  Oris.  Ed. 


4  /  Hear  the  victors  who  o'ercame, 

Still  they  mark  each  warrior's  way ; 
All  with  warning  voice  exclaim, 
'  Watch  and  pray.' 

5  m  Hear,  above  all,  hear  thy  Lord, 

Him  thou  lovest  to  obey ; 
p  Hide  within  thy  heart  His  word : 
'  Watch  and  pray.' 

G  m  Watch,  as  if  on  that  alone 
Hung  the  issue  of  the  day ; 
Pray,  that  help  may  be  sent  down : 
i     p          '  Watch  and  pray.' _ 
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1  m  THE  Son  of  God  goes  forth  to  war, 

A  kingly  crown  to  gain ; 
His  blood-red  banner  streams  afar : 

Who  follows  in  His  train  ? 
p  Who  best  can  drink  His  cup  of  woe, 

Triumphant  over  pain, 
m  Who  patient  bears  His  cross  below, 

He  follows  in  His  train. 

2  The  martyr  first,  whose  eagle  eye 

Could  pierce  beyond  the  grave, 
Who  saw  his  Master  in  the  sky, 
p      And  called  to  Him  to  save : 
Like  Him,  with  pardon  on  his  tongue, 
In  midst  of  mortal  pain,    [wrong : 
He  prayed  for  them  that  did  the 
m      Who  follows  in  his  train  ? 


117  Orig.  Ed. 
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3  /  A  glorious  band,  the  chosen  few 

On  whom  the  Spirit  came,  [knew, 
Twelve  valiant  saints,  their  hope  they 

And  mocked  the  cross  and  flame. 
They  met  the  tyrant's  brandished 

The  lion's  gory  mane,  [steel, 
2^  They  bowed  their  necks,  the  death  to 

Who  follows  in  their  train  ?  [feel : 

4  m  A  noble  army — men  and  boys, 

The  matron  and  the  maid, 
/  Around  the  Saviour's  thronyejoice, 
In  robes  of  light  arrayed :  [heaven, 
They  climbed  the  steep  ascent  of 

Through  peril,  toil,  and  pain : 
m  0  God,  to  us  may  grace  be  given 
To  follow  in  their  train. 

R,  Ueter. 
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m  SHALL  we  grow  weary  in  our  watch, 
And  murmur  at  the  long  delay, 
Impatient  of  our  Father's  time, 
And  His  appointed  way  ? 

2. 

p  0  Thou,  who  in  the  garden's  shade 
Didst  wake  Thy  weary  ones  again, 
When  slumbering  at  that  fearful  hour, 
Forgetful  of  Thy  pain, — 
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m  Bend  o'er  us  now,  as  over  them, 
And  set  our  sleep-bound  spirits  free, 
Nor  leave  us  slumbering  in  the  watch 
Our  souls  should  keep  with  Thee ! 

J.  G.  Whittier. 
428 
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1  «i      YE  servants  of  the  Lord, 

Eacli  in  his  office  wait, 
Observant  of  His  heavenly  word, 
And  watchful  at  His  gate. 

2  Let  all  your  lamps  be  bright, 
And  trim  the  golden  flame ; 

Gird  up  your  loins,  as  in  His  sight, 
p      For  awful  is  His  name. 

3  /      Watch : — 'tis  your  Lord's  command ; 

And  while  we  speak,  He 's  near : 
Mark  the  first  signal  of  His  hand, 
And  ready  all  appear. 

4  m      0  happy  servant  he, 

In  such  a  posture  found ! 
He  shall  his  Lord  with  rapture  see, 
And  be  with  honour  crowned. 

5  /      Christ  shall  the  banquet  spread 

With  His  own  royal  hand, 
And  raise  that  favoured  servant's  head 
Amidst  the  angelic  band. 

P.  Doddridge. 
420  Orig.  Ed.  429 


ST.  MICHAEL. 


Cbrtstian  Xife. 

S.M.  Genevan  Psalter,  1551. 


I I  !          '"  o  Q-.-°  '  '  «^> 


n      BELIEVE  not  those  \f\w  say 
The  upward  path  is  smooth, 
Lest  thou  shouldst  stumble  in  the  way 
And  faint  before  the  truth. 

2  It  is  the  only  road 
Unto  the  realms  of  joy ; 

But  he  who  seeks  that  blest  abode 
Must  all  his  powers  employ. 

3  /      Arm — arm  thee  for  the  fight ! 

Cast  useless  loads  away ; 
m  Watch  through  the  darkest  hours  of  night ; 
Toil  through  the  hottest  day. 

4  p      To  labour  and  to  love, 

To  pardon  and  endure, 
To  lift  thy  heart  to  God  above, 
And  keep  thy  conscience  pure,— 

5  m      Be  this  thy  constant  aim, 

Thy  hope,  thy  chief  delight ; 
What  matter  who  should  whisper  blame 
Or  who  should  scorn  or  slight, 

6  If  but  thy  God  approve, 
And  if,  within  thy  breast, 

Thou  feel  the  comfort  of  His  love, 
The  earnest  of  His  rest  ? 

Anne  Bronte. 
1086  Orig.  Ed.  430 
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382  1    ??i  THY  home  is  with  the  Immble,  Lord, 

The  simplest  are  the  best ; 
Thy  lodging  is  in  child-like  hearts ; 
Thou  makest  there  Thy  rest. 

2  Dear  Comforter !  Eternal  Love ! 

If  Thou  wilt  stay  with  me, 
Of  lowly  thoughts  and  simple  ways, 
I'll  build  a  house  for  Thee. 

3  Who  made  this  beating  heart  of  mine, 

But  Thou,  my  heavenly  Guest  ? 
Let  no  one  have  it,  then,  but  Thee, 
And  let  it  be  Thy  rest. 

4  p  Thy  sweetness  hath  betrayed  Thee,  Lord ! 

Great  Spirit !  is  it  Thou '( 
Deeper  and  deeper  in  my  heart, 

422  Orig.  Ed.  l  feel  Thee  restinS  now-          p.  W.  Faber. 

OQO  1   m  MAKE  channels  for  the  streams  of  love, 

**  Where  they  may  broadly  run  ; 

f  And  love  has  overflowing  streams, 
To  till  them  every  one. 

2  m  But  if  at  any  time  we  cease 

Such  channels  to  provide, 
The  very  founts  of  love  for  us 
Will  soon  be  parched  and  dried. 

3  For  we  must  share,  if  we  would  keep 

That  blessing  from  above ; 
Ceasing  to  give,  we  cease  to  have ; — 
Such  is  the  law  of  Love. 

B.  C.  Trenoh. 

426  Orig.  Ed.  431 
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1   m  BELOVED,  let  us  love  : 
Love  is  of  God  ; 
In  God  alone  hath  love 
Its  true  abode. 

2        Beloved,  let  us  love  : 
For  they  who  love, 
They  only  are  His  sonr,, 
Born  from  above. 

3  p  Beloved,  let  us  love  : 
For  love  is  rest, 
And  he  who  loveth  not, 
Abides  unblest. 

4  in  Beloved,  let  us  love  : 
In  love  is  light, 
And  he  who  loveth  not, 
Dwelleth  in  night.  / 

5        Beloved,  let  us  love  : 
For  only  thus 
Shall  we  behold  that  God 
Who  loveth  us. 
H.  Bwiar. 
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1  m  Is  thy  cruse  of  comfort  wasting  ?  rise  and  share  it  with  another, 

And  through  all  the  years  of  famine  it  shall  serve  thee  and  thy  brother : 

2  /  Love  divine  will  fill  thy  storehouse,  or  thy  handful  still  renew ; 

Scanty  fare  for  one  will  often  make  a  royal  feast  for  two. 

3  m  For  the  heart  grows  rich  in  giving ;  all  its  wealth  is  living  grain ; 

Seeds  which  mildew  in  the  garner,  scatter'd  fill  with  gold  the  plain. 

4  p  Is  thy  burden  hard  and  heavy  ?  do  thy  steps  drag  wearily  ? 

/  Help  to  bear  thy  brother's  burden ;  God  will  bear  both  it  and  thee. 

5  p  Numb  and  weary  on  the  mountains,  wouldst  thou  sleep  amidst  the  snow  ? 
/  Chafe  that  frozen  form  beside  thee,  and  together  both  shall  glow. 

6  p  Art  thou  stricken  in  life's  battle  ?  Many  wounded  round  thee  moan ; 

in  Lavish  on  their  wounds  thy  balsams,  and  that  balm  shall  heal  thine  own. 

7  Is  the  heart  a  well  left  empty  ?  None  but  God  its  void  can  fill ; 
Nothing  but  a  ceaseless  fountain  can  its  ceaseless  longings  still. 

8  Is  the  heart  a  living  power  ?  Self-entwined,  its  strength  sinks  low ; 
It  can  only  live  in  loving,  and  by  serving  love  will  grow. 

Elizabeth  Charles. 
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WHAT  Thou  wilt,  0  Father,  give  ! 

All  is  gain  that  I  receive  : 
p  Let  the  lowliest  task  be  mine, 
m  Grateful,  so  the  work  be  Thine. 
p  Let  me  find  the  humblest  place 

In  the  shadow  of  Thy  grace  ; 
w  Let  me  find  in  Thine  employ 

Peace  that  dearer  is  than  joy. 


1088  Orig.  Ed  434 


2  p  If  there  be  some  weaker  one, 
m  Give  me  strength  to  help  him  on ; 
If  a  blinder  soul  there  be, 
Let  me  guide  him  nearer  Thee. 
Make  my  mortal  dreams  come  true 
With  the  work  I  fain  would  do ; 
Clothe  with  life  the  weak  intent, 
Let  me  be  the  thing  I  meant ! 
J.  £.  Whittier. 
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BLEST  is  the  tie  that  binds 
Our  hearts  in  Christian  love : 
The  fellowship  of  kindred  minds 
Is  like  to  that  above. 

2. 

Before  our  Father's  throne 
We  pour  our  ardent  prayers : 
Our  fears,  our  hopes,  our  aims  are  one, 
Our  comforts  and  our  cares. 


p      We  share  our  mutual  woes, 

Our  mutual  burdens  bear, 
And  often  for  each  other  flows 
The  sympathizing  tear. 

4. 
m      From  sorrow,  toil,  and  pain, 

And  sin,  we  shall  be  free ; 
f  And  perfect  love  and  friendship  reign 
Through  all  eternity. 

J.  Fawcett. 
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1  /  ETERXAL  Ruler  of  the  ceaseless  round 

Of  circling  planets  singing  on  their  way ; 
Guide  of  the  nations  from  the  night  profound 
Into  the  glory  of  the  perfect  day ; 
m  Rule  in  our  hearts  that  we  may  ever  be 

Guided,  and  strengthened,  and  upheld  by  Thee. 

2  We  are  of  Thee,  the  children  of  Thy  love, 
The  brothers  of  Thy  well-beloved  Son  ; 

p  Descend,  0  Holy  Spirit !  like  a  dove, 
Into  our  hearts,  that  we  may  be  as  one,— 

m  As  one  with  Thee,  to  whom  we  ever  tend ; 
As  one  with  Him,  our  Brother  and  our  Friend. 

3  We  would  be  one  in  hatred  of  all  wrong, 
One  in  our  love  of  all  things  sweet  and  fair, 

/  One  with  the  joy  that  breaketh  into  song, 
p  One  with  the  grief  that  trembles  into  prayer, 
m  One  in  the  power  that  makes  Thy  children  free 
To  follow  truth,  and  thus  to  follow  Thee. 

4/0  clothe  us  with  Thy  heavenly  armour,  Lord, — 

Thy  trusty  shield,  Thy  sword  of  love  divine. 
m  Our  inspiration  be  Thy  constant  word ; 
We  ask  no  victories  that  are  not  Thine. 
Give  or  withhold,  let  pain  or  pleasure  be, 
Enough  to  know  that  we  are  serving  Thee. 

J.  W.  Chad  wick. 

430  Orig.  Ed.  437 
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1. 

p  BENEATH  the  shadow  of  the  cross, 
As  earthly  hopes  remove, 

m  His  new  commandment  Jesus  gives, 
His  blessed  word  of  love. 

2. 
0  bond  of  union,  strong  and  deep ! 

0  bond  of  perfect  peace ! 
p  Not  e'en  the  lifted  cross  can  harm, 
If  we  but  hold  to  this. 

3. 

•in  Then,  Jesus,  be  Thy  spirit  ours, 
And  swift  our  feet  shall  move 
To  deeds  of  pure  self-sacrifice, 
And  the  sweet  tasks  of  love. 


>$'.  Longfellow. 


4290rig.  Ed. 
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'in  MOST  gracious  Saviour !  'twas  not  Thine 
To  spurn  the  erring  from  Thy  sight ; 

p  Nor  did  Thy  smile  of  love  divine 
Turn  from  the  penitent  its  light. 

2  m  Shall  we  who  own  the  Christian  name, 

A  brother's  fault  too  sternly  view, 
p  Or  think  Thy  holy  name  can  blame 
The  tear  to  human  frailty  due  ? 

3  in  May  we,  while  human  guilt  awakes 

Upon  our  cheek  the  generous  glow, 

p  Spare  the  offender's  heart  that  breaks 

Beneath  its  load  of  shame  and  woe. 

I        Conscious  of  frailty,  may  we  yield 

Forgiveness  of  the  wrongs  we  bear ; 
m  And  strive  the  penitent  to  shield 
From  further  sin  or  dark  despair. 

5   p  And  when  our  own  offences  weigh 

Upon  our  hearts  with  anguish  sore, 

m  May  we  remember  Thou  didst  say, 

'  In  peace  depart,  but  sin  no  more.' 

<S'.  G.  Bulfinch, 
431  Grig.  Ed.  439 
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1  m  0  LORD,  Thou  art  not  fickle ; 

Our  hope  is  not  in  vain ; 
The  harvest  for  the  sickle 
Will  ripen  yet  again. 

2  But  though  enough  be  given 

For  all  the  world  to  eat, 
p  Sin  with  Thy  love  has  striven 
Its  bounty  to  defeat. 

3  m  Were  men  to  one  another 

As  kind  as  God  to  all, 
Then  no  man  on  his  brother 
For  help  would  vainly  call. 

4  On  none  for  idle  wasting 

Would  honest  labour  frown ; 
And  none,  to  riches  hasting, 
Would  tread  his  neighbour  down. 

5  No  man  enough  possesses 

Until  he  has  to  spare ; 
Possession  no  man  blesses 
While  self  is  alUiis  care. 

6  m  For  olessings  on  our  labour, 

0,  then,  in  hope  we  pray, 
When  love  unto  our  neighbour 
Is  ripening  every  day. 

T.  T.  Lynch. 
432  Orig.  Ed.  440 
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1  m,  OGoi>!  whose  thoughts  are  brightest  light, 

Whose  love  runs  always  clear, 
To  whose  kind  wisdom  sinning  souls 
Amidst  their  sins  are  dear  1 

2  Sweeten  my  bitter-thoughted  heart 

With  charity  like  Thine, 
p  Till  self  shall  be  the  only  spot 
On  earth  which  does  not  shine. 

3  m  Hard-heartedness  dwells  not  with  souls 

Round  whom  Thine  arms  are  drawn  ; 
And  dark  thoughts  fade  away  in  grace, 
Like  cloud-spots  in  the  dawn. 

4  When  we  ourselves  least  kindly  are, 

We  deem  the  world  unkind ; 
P  Dark  hearts,  in  flowers  where  honey  lies, 
Only  the  poison  find. 

5  'in  But  they  have  caught  the  way  of  God, 

To  whom  self  lies  displayed 
In  such  clear  vision  as  to  cast 
O'er  others'  faults  a  shade. 

6  p  All  bitterness  is  from  ourselves, 
m      All  sweetness  is  from  Thee ; 
f  My  God !  for  evermore  be  Thou 

Fountain  and  fire  in  me ! 

F.  W.  Faber. 
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1  in  WHEN  mother  love  makes  all  things  bright, 

When  joy  conies  with  the  morning  light ; 
When  children  gather  round  their  tree, 
/  Thou  Christmas  Babe 

We  sing  of  Thee  ! 

2  «i  When  manhood's  brows  are  bent  in  thought 

To  learn  what  men  of  old  have  taught, 
When  eager  hands  seek  wisdom's  key, 

Wise  Temple  Child 

We  learn  of  Thee ! 

3  p  When  doubts  assail,  and  perils  fright, 

When,  groping  blindly  in  the  night, 
We  strive  to  read  life's  mystery, 
m  Man  of  the  Mount, 

We  turn  to  Thee ! 

4  p  When  shadows  of  the  valley  fall, 

When  sin  and  death  the  soul  appal, 
One  light  we  through  the  darkness  see — 

Christ  on  the  Cross 

We  cry  to  Thee ! 

5  And  when  the  world  shall  pass  away, 
m  And  dawns  at  length  the  perfect  day, 
/  In  glory  shall  our  souls  made  free 

Thou  God  enthroned 
Then  worship  Thee ! 

Tudor  Jenks. 
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1  in  FATHER,  hear  the  prayer  we  offer ! 

Not  for  ease  that  prayer  shall  be, 
/  But  for  strength,  that  we  may  ever 
Live  our  lives  courageously. 

2  ra  Not  for  ever  in  green  pastures 

Do  we  ask  our  way  to  be  ; 
But  by  steep  and  rugged  pathways 
Would  we  strive  to  climb  to  Thee. 

3  Not  for  ever  by  still  waters 

Would  we  idly  quiet  stay ; 
But  would  win  the  living  fountains 
From  the  rocks  along  our  way. 

4  p  Be  our  strength  in  hours  of  weakness ; 

In  our  wanderings  be  our  guide ; 
Through  endeavour,  failure,  danger, 
/      Father !  be  Thou  at  our  side. 

5  m  Let  our  path  be  bright  or  dreary, 

Storm  or  sunshine  be  our  share, 
May  our  souls,  in  hope  unweary, 

Make  Thy  work  our  ceaseless  prayer. 

Love  M.  Willis. 
444 
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1  /      SOLDIERS  of  Christ,  arise, 

And  put  your  armour  on, 
Strong  in  the  strength  which  God  supplies 
Through  His  eternal  Son. 

2  Strong  in  the  Lord  of  Hosts, 
And  in  His  mighty  power, 

Who  in  the  strength  of  Jesus  trusts 
Is  more  than  conqueror. 

3  Stand,  then,  in  His  great  might, 
With  all  His  strength  endued ; 

But  take,  to  arm  you  for  the  fight, 
The  panoply  of  God. 

4  m      Leave  no  unguarded  place, 

No  weakness  of  the  soul : 
/  Take  every  virtue,  every  grace, 
And  fortify  the  whole. 

5  m      To  keep  your  armour  bright, 

Attend  with  ons  ant  care ; 
Still  walking  in  your  Captain's  sight, 
And  watching  unto  prayer. 

6  f      From  strength  to  strength  go  on, 

Wrestle  and  fight  and  pray, 
Tread  all  the  powers  of  darkness  down, 
And  win  the  well-fought  day. 

C.  Wesley, 
435  Orig.  Ed.  445 
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1  /  CHRISTIAN  !  rise,  and  act  thy  creed, 
m  Let  thy  prayer  be  in  thy  deed ; 

Seek  the  right,  perform  the  true, 
Raise  thy  work  and  life  anew. 

2  p  Hearts  around  thee  sink  with  care ; 
m  Thou  canst  help  their  load  to  bear, 

Thou  canst  bring  inspiring  light, 
Arm  their  faltering  wills  to  fight. 

3  Wrong  shall  die  in  open  day, 
Virtue  shine  beyond  decay, 
Falsehood  flee  from  candour's  face, 
Health  reflect  eternal  grace. 

4  Principalities  and  powers 
Still  beset  thy  weaker  hours ; 

/  Give  them  battle,  seal  their  doom, 
m  Angel-guests  shall  fill  their  room. 

5  Let  thine  alms  be  hope  and  joy, 
And  thy  worship  God's  employ ; 
Give  Him  thanks  in  humble  zeal, 
Learning  all  His  will  to  feel 

6  /  Come  then,  Law  divine,  and  reign, 

Freest  faith  assailed  in  vain, 
Perfect  love  bereft  of  fear, 
Born  in  heaven  and  radiant  here. 

446 
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1  p  WHEN  the  dark  waves  round  us  roll, 

And  we  look  in  vain  for  aid, 
Speak,  Lord,  to  the  trembling  soul, — 
m  '  It  is  I ;  be  not  afraid.' 

2  m  When  we  dimly  trace  Thy  form 

In  mysterious  clouds  arrayed, 
Be  the  echo  of  the  storm,— 
'  It  is  I ;  be  not  afraid.' 

3  p  When  our  brightest  hopes  depart, 

When  our  fairest  visions  fade,. 
Whisper  to  the  fainting  heart, — 
'  It  is  I ;  be  not  afraid. 

4  When  we  weep  beside  the  bier 
Where  some  well-loved  form  is  laid, 
0  may  then  the  mourner  hear, — 

/  '  It  is  I ;  be  not  afraid.' 

5  p  When  with  wearing,  hopeless  pain, 

Sinks  the  spirit  sore  dismayed, 

Breathe  Thou  then  the  comfort-strain, — 

'  It  is  1 ;  be  not  afraid.' 

6  When  we  feel  the  end  is  near, 
Passing  into  death's  dark  shade, 
May  the  voice  be  strong  and  clear, — 

/  '  It  is  I ;  be  not  afraid.' 

W.  W.How. 
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ZTbe  Cbcistian  Xifc. 


6.6.6.6.6.6.6.4  10. 


Dr.  0.  R.  BARNICOTT. 


1  m  We    ask      for  Peace,  0    Lord  !      Thy     chil-  dren  ask  Thy  Peace  ; 
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2  m  We  ask  for  Peace,  0  Lord ! 

Yet  not  to  stand  secure, 
Girt  round  with  iron  pride, 
Contented  to  endure : 
p  Crushing  the  gentle  strings 

That  human  hearts  should  know, 
Untouched  by  others'  joy, 

Or  others'  woe ; — 
Thou,  0  dear  Lord,  wilt  never  teach  us  so. 

3  We  ask  Thy  Peace,  0  Lord ! 

/  Through  storm,  and  fear,  and  strife, 

To  light  and  guide  us  on, 
»n  Through  a  long,  struggling  life: 

While  no  success  or  gain 
Shall  cheer  the  desperate  fight, 
Or  nerve,  what  men  may  call 

Our  wasted  might, — 
Yet  pressing  through  the  darkness  to  the  light. 

4  p  It  is  Thine  own,  0  Lord ; 

Who  toil  while  others  sleep, 
Who  sow  with  loving  care 
What  other  hands  shall  reap : 
They  lean  on  Thee  entranced, 
In  calm  and  perfect  rest : 
m  Give  us  that  Peace,  0  Lord, 

Divine  and  blest, 
Thou  keepest  for  those  hearts  who  love  Thee  best. 

Adelaide  Anne  Procter 


377  Orig.  Ed. 
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SUDELEY. 


Sir  J.  STAINEB,  Mus.  Doc. 
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438  Orig.  Ed. 


1  jo  UNHEARD  the  dews  around  me  fall, 

And  heavenly  influence  shed ; 
And  silent  on  this  earthly  ball, 
Celestial  footsteps  tread. 

2  Night  moves  in  silence  round  the  pole, 

The  stars  sing  on  unheard, 
Their  music  pierces  to  the  soul, 
Yet  borrows  not  a  word. 

3  Noiseless  the  morning  flings  its  gold. 

And  still,  the  evening's  place ; 
And  silently  the  earth  is  rolled 
Amidst  the  vast  of  space. 

4  m  In  quietude  Thy  spirit  grows 

In  man,  from  hour  to  hour  ; 
In  calm  eternal,  onward  flows 
Thy  all-redeeming  power. 

5  Lord,  grant  my  soul  to  hear  at  length 

Thy  deep  and  silent  voice: 
To  work  in  stillness,  wait  in  strength, 
With  calmness  to  rejoice. 

G.  W.  Briggs's  ^  Hymns  for  Public  Worship. 
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1   ni  CALM  me,  my  God,  and  keep  me  calm, 

While  these  hot  breezes  blow ; 
p  Be  like  the  night-dew's  cooling  balm 
Upon  earth's  fevered  brow. 

'2        Calm  me,  my  God,  and  keep  me  calm, 

Soft  resting  on  Thy  breast ; 
ni  Soothe  me  with  holy  hymn  and  psalm, 
And  bid  my  spirit  rest. 

3  Calm  me,  my  God,  and  keep  me  calm, 

Let  Thine  outstretched  wing 
Be  like  the  shade  of  Elim's  palms 
Beside  her  desert-spring. 

4  Calm  in  the  hour  of  buoyant  health, 

Calm  in  my  hour  of  pain ; 

Calm  in  my  poverty  or  wealth, 

Calm  in  my  loss  or  gain ; 

5  Calm  in  the  sufferance  of  wrong, 
p      Like  Him  who  bore  my  shame; 

at,  Calm  'mid  the  threatening,  taunting  throng, 
Who  hate  Thy  holy  name. 

6  p  Calm  as  the  ray  of  sun  or  star, 

Which  storms  assail  in  vain ; 
TO  Moving  unruffled  through  earth's  war, 
The  eternal  calm  to  gain. 

//.  Bonar, 
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ZTbe  Gbristian  Xite. 


SUBMISSION, 
fc-fe 


10.4.10.4. 


G.  LOMAS,  Mas.  Bac. 


I  DO  not  ask,  0  Lord,  that  life  may  be 

A  pleasant  road : 
I  do  not  ask  that  Thou  wouldst  take  from  me 

Aught  of  its  load. 

2  I  do  not  ask  that  flowers  should  always  spring 

Beneath  my  feet ; 

I  know  too  well  the  poison  and  the  sting 
Of  things  too  sweet. 

3  For  one  thing  only,  Lord,  dear  Lord,  I  plead, 

Lead  me  aright, 

p  Though  strength  should  falter,  and  though  heart  should  bleed. 
Through  Peace  to  Light. 

4  m  I  do  not  ask,  0  Lord,  that  Thou  shouldst  shed 

Full  radiance  here  : 

Give  but  a  ray  of  peace,  that  I  may  tread 
Without  a  fear. 

5  p  I  do  not  ask  my  cross  to  understand, 

My  way  to  see ; 

m  Better  in  darkness  just  to  feel  Thy  hand 
And  follow  Thee. 

6  p  Joy  is  like  restless  day :  but  peace  divine 

Like  quiet  night ; 

m  Lead  me,  0  Lord,  till  perfect  day  shall  shine 
Through  Peace  to  Light. 

Adelaide  Anne  Procter. 
806  Orig.  Ed.  452 
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Calmness. 

8.6.8.8.6. 


F.  C.  MAKER. 
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in  DEAR  Lord  and  Father  of  mankind, 
Forgive  our  feverish  ways ! 

Reclothe  us  in  our  rightful  mind ; 

In  purer  lives,  Thy  service  find, 
In  deeper  reverence,  praise. 

2. 

p  0  Sabbath  rest  by  Galilee ! 

0  calm  of  hills  above !  [Thee 

Where  Jesus  knelt  to  share  with 
The  silence  of  eternity 

Interpreted  by  love ! 


3. 

With  that  deep  hush  subduing  all 

Our  words  and  works  that  drown 
The  tender  whisper  of  Thy  call, 
As  noiseless  let  Thy  blessing  fall, 
As  fell  Thy  manna  down. 

4. 

Drop  Thy  still  dews  of  quietness, 

Till  all  our  strivings  cease :  [stress ; 
m  Take  from  our  souls  the  strain  and 

And  let  our  ordered  lives  confess 
The  beauty  of  Thy  peace. 


440  Orig.  Ed. 


5. 
Breathe  through  the  pulses  of  desire 

Thy  coolness  and  Thy  balm ; 
Let  sense  be  dumb, — its  heats  expire : 
Speak  through  the  earthquake,  wind,  and  fire, 
0  still  small  voice  of  cairn ! 

/.  G.  Whittier. 
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Cbdstian  Xfte. 

L.M. 


W.  BLOW. 


403  i. 

m  GIVE  me,  0  Lord,  a  heart  of  grace, 
A  voice  of  joy,  a  shining  face, 
That  I  may  show,  where'er  I  turn, 
Thy    love    within    my   soul    doth 
burn! 

2. 

Though  life  be  sweet  and  joy  be  dear, 
p  Be  in  my  mind  a  quiet  fear ; 

A  patient  love  of  pain  and  care, 
m  An  enmity  to  dark  despair ; 

3. 

A  tenderness  for  all  that  stray, 
With  strength  to  help  them  on  the  way ; 
/  A  cheerfulness,  a  heavenly  mirth, 
Brightening  my  steps  along  the  earth ; 


4. 
p  A  calm  expectancy  of  death, 

Who  bloweth  out  our  human  breath ; 
Who  one  day  cometh  in  Thy  name 
And  putteth  out  our  mortal  flame ! 

5. 

m  I  ask,  and  shrink,  yet,  shrink  and  ask : 

I  know  Thou  wilt  not  set  a  task 

Too  hard  for  hands  that  Thou  hast 

made,  [aid. 

Too  bard  for  hands  that  Thou  canst 

G. 

So  let  me  dwell  all  peacefully, 
Content  to  live,  content  to  die, 
/  Rejoicing  now,  rejoicing  then, 
Rejoicing  evermore.    Amen. 

Rosa  Mulholland. 


1091  Orig.  Ed. 
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C.M. 


J.  BOOTH. 


404 


1092  Orig.  Ed. 


1  m  WE  bless  Thee  for  Thy  peace,  0  God, 

Deep  as  the  unfathomed  sea, 
Which  falls  like  sunshine  on  the  road 
Of  those  who  trust  in  Thee. 

2  We  ask  not,  Father,  for  repose 

Which  comes  from  outward  rest, 
If  we  may  have  through  all  life's  woes 
Thy  peace  within  our  breast ; 

3  p  That  peace  which  suffers  and  is  strong, 

Trusts  where  it  cannot  see, 
Deems  not  the  trial-way  too  long, 
But  leaves  the  end  with  Thee ; 

4  in  That  peace  which  flows  serene  and  deep, 

A  river  in  the  soul, 
Whose  banks  a  living  verdure  keep- 
God's  sunshine  o'er  the  whole. 

5  0  Father,  give  our  hearts  this  peace, 

Whate'er  the  outward  be, 
Till  all  life's  discipline  shall  cease, 
And  we  go  home  to  Thee. 
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j?  CALM  Soul  of  all  things !  make  it  mine 
To  feel,  amid  the  city's  jar, 
That  there  abides  a  peace  of  Thine 

in  Man  did  not  make,  and  cannot  mar ! 

2. 

p  The  will  to  neither  strive  nor  cry, 
The  power  to  feel  with  others,  give ! 
Calm,  calm  me  more !  nor  let  me  die 

m  Before  I  have  begun  to  live. 

M.  Arnold. 


A  -  men. 
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Speecb. 


ST.  BERNARD. 


Tochter  Sion,  1741. 
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1094  Orig.  Ed. 


1  »i  SPEAK  gently:  it  is  better  far 

To  rule  by  love  than  fear ; 
Speak  gently :  let  not  harsh  words  mar 
The  good  we  might  do  here. 

2  p  Speak  gently :  love  doth  whisper  low 

To  friends,  when  faults  we  find ; 
Gently  let  truthful  accents  flow, 
Affection's  voice  is  kind. 

3  TO  Speak  gently  to  the  young,  for  they 

Will  have  enough  to  bear; 
Pass  through  this  world  as  best  they  may, 
'Tis  full  of  anxious  care. 

4  p  Speak  gently  to  the  aged  one, 

Grieve  not  the  careworn  heart , 
The  sands  of  life  are  nearly  run : 
Let  him  in  peace  depart. 

5  TO  Speak  gently,  kindly,  to  the  poor, 

Let  no  harsh  tone  be  beard ; 
They  have  enough  they  must  endure, 
Without  an  unkind  word. 

6 mf  8peak  gently:  it  is  like  the  Lord, 
Whose  accents  meek  and  mild 
Proclaim'd  Him  as  the  Son  of  God, 
The  gracious,  holy  Child. 

G.  W.Hangford(f) 
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Copyright,  1905,  by  W.  Garrett  Honler. 

1  m      A  FITLY  spoken  word, 

It  hath  mysterious  powers ; 
Its  far-off  echoes  shall  be  heard 
Ringing  through  future  hours. 

2  /      An  honest,  truthful  word, 

It  has  a  tongue  of  flame ; 
On  wings  of  wind  it  flies  abroad, 
And  wins  a  heavenly  fame. 

3  p      A  wise  and  holy  word, 

It  falls  as  doth  the  dew ; 
A  sweet  refreshment  to  afford, 
And  virtue's  strength  renew. 

4  A  gentle,  gracious  word, 
m      ;Tis  music  in  the  heart ; 

Thrilling  its  very  inmost  chord, 
Till  tears  unbidden  start. 

5  Speak  thou,  then,  lovingly, 
Out  of  a  Christ-like  soul; 

p  Thy  words  a  blessed  balm  shall  be, 
To  make  the  sin-sick  whole. 

6  /      Speak,  for  the  love  of  God, — 

Speak,  for  the  love  of  man ; 
The  words  of  truth  love  sends  abroad, 
Shall  never  be  in  vain. 

G.  B.  Bubier. 
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W.  T.  CROSSLEY. 
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CopvriKlit,  1903,  by  W.  Garrett  Horder. 


1  m  LORD,  when  we  bend  before  Thy  throne, 

And  our  confessions  pour, 
Teach  us  to  feel  the  sins  we  own, 
And  hate  what  we  deplore. 

2  p  Our  contrite  spirits  pitying  see ; 

True  penitence  impart ; 
m,  Then  let  a  healing  ray  from  Thee 
Beam  hope  on  every  heart. 

3  When  we  disclose  our  wants  in  prayer, 

May  we  our  wills  resign ; 
Let  not  a  thought  our  bosoms  share, 
Which  is  not  wholly  Thine. 

4  Let  faith  each  meek  petition  fill, 

And  waft  it  to  the  skies ; 
And  teach  our  hearts  'tis  goodness  still, 
That  grants  it  or  denies. 

J.  D.  Carlyle. 


445  Orig.  Ed. 
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1  m  MY  God,  is  any  hour  so  sweet, 

From  blush  of  morn  to  evening  star, 
As  that  which  calls  me  to  Thy  feet — 

p  The  hour  of  prayer  ? 

in  Blest  is  that  tranquil  hour  of  morn, 
And  blest  that  solemn  hour  of  eve, 
When,  on  the  wings  of  prayer  upborne, 

p  The  world  I  leave. 

2  m  For  then  a  Day-spring  shines  on  me, 

Brighter  than  morn's  ethereal  glow ; 
And  richer  dews  descend  from  Thee 

Than  earth  can  know. 
No  words  can  tell  what  sweet  relief 
Here  for  my  every  want  I  find, 
/  What  strength  for  warfare,  balm  for  grief ! 

What  peace  of  mind ! 

3  m  Hushed  is  each  doubt,  gone  every  fear, 

My  spirit  seems  in  heaven  to  stay ; 
p  And  e'en  the  penitential  tear 

Is  wiped  away. 

m  Lord,  till  I  reach  yon  blissful  shore, 
No  privilege  so  dear  shall  be, 
As  thus  my  inmost  soul  to  pour 
In  prayer  to  Thee. 

Charlotte  Elliott. 
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1  m  0  SOURCE  of  good !  around  me  spread, 

Ten  thousand  thousand  blessings  lie ; 
By  night  Thy  mercy  guards  my  head — 
By  day  I  feel  Thee  ever  nigh. 

2  m  Yet  if  to  taste  Thy  gifts  were  all 

Thy  bounteous  hand  bestowed  on  me ; — 
No  leave  upon  Thy  name  to  call, 
And  gain  access  by  prayer  to  Thee ; 

3  p  How  would  my  spirit  sorrowing, 

'Mid  all  those  gifts,  have  sighed, — to  feel 
It  knew  not  the  refreshing  spring, 
That  ceaseless  flows  to  soothe  and  heal : 

4  No  chain  to  bind  the  wandering  soul, 
No  link  connecting  earth  and  heaven, 
No  Father's  pitying  kind  control, 

No  child  repenting  and  forgiven ! 

5  m  But  now  the  voice  of  prayer  is  heard, 

When  strength  departs  and  comforts  flee; 
And  man  may  act  upon  that  word — 
'  Seek,  and  He  shall  be  found  of  thee.' 

Emily  Taylor. 
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E.  MlXSHALL. 


448  Orig.  Ed. 


1  »i  WHERESOEVER  two  or  three 

Meet,  a  Christian  company, 
Grant  us,  Lord,  to  meet  with  Thee ; 
p         Gracious  Saviour,  hear. 

2  m  When,  with  friends  beloved,  we  stray, 
f  Talking,  at  the  closing  day, 

Saviour,  meet  us  in  the  way, 
p         Gracious  Saviour,  hear. 

3  When  amid  the  gloom  of  night, 
Storms  arise,  and  perils  fright, 

m  Let  Thy  voice  our  hearts  delight, 
p         Gracious  Saviour,  hear. 

4  m  In  the  festive  hour,  refine 

Earthly  love  to  .joys  divine, 
Turn  the  water  into  wine ; 
p         Gracious  Saviour,  hear. 

5  In  the  time  of  lonely  grief, 

in  Let  Thy  presence  bring  relief, 

Then  shall  longest  nights  grow  brief ; 
p          Gracious  Saviour,  hear. 

6  When  the  world  and  life  recede, 
Saviour,  in  our  hour  of  need, 

m  Then  be  visible  indeed ; 
p          Gracious  Saviour,  hear. 

J.  Conder. 
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C.M. 


G  A.  LOHR. 


BEHOLD  us.  Lord,  a  little  space 

From  daily  toil  set  free, 
And  met  within  this  peaceful  place, 

To  rest  awhile  with  Thee. 

2  Around  us  rolls  the  ceaseless  tide 

Of  business,  toil  and  care ; 
And  scarcely  dare  we  turn  aside 
For  one  brief  hour  of  prayer. 

3  Yet  these  are  not  the  only  walls 

Wherein  Thou  inay'st  be  sought ; 
On  homeliest  work  Thy  blessing  falls, 
In  truth  and  patience  wrought. 

4  /  Thine  is  the  forge,  the  loom,  the  mart, 

The  wealth  of  land  and  sea ; 

The  worlds  of  science  and  of  art, 

Revealed  and  ruled  by  Thee. 
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m  Then  let  us  prove  our  heavenly  birth 

In  all  we  do  and  know ; 
And  own  that  King  of  all  the  earth 
Art  Thou,  and  not  Thy  foe. 

Work  shall  be  prayer,  if  all  be  wrought 

As  Thou  wouldst  have  it  done ; 
And  prayer,  by  Thee  inspired  and  taught, 
Itself  with  work  be  one. 

J.  Ellerton. 
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1  in  Go  when  the  morning  shineth, 
Go  when  the  noon  is  bright ; 
Go  when  the  eve  declineth, 
p      Go  in  the  hush  of  night ; 
m  Go  with  pure  mind  and  feeling, 
Fling  earthly  thoughts  away, 
And  in  thy  chamber  kneeling, 
p      Do  thou  in  secret  pray. 
2m  Remember  all  who  love  thee, 
All  who  are  loved  by  thee ; 
Pray,  too,  for  those  who  hate  thee, 

If  any  such  there  be. 
Then,  for  thyself,  in  meekness, 

A  blessing  humbly  claim, 
And  link  with  each  petition 

Thy  great  Redeemer's  name. 
775  Orig.  Ed,  435 


3  Or  if  'tis  e'er  denied  thee 

In  solitude  to  pray, 
Should  holy  thoughts  come  o'er  thee, 

When  friends  are  round  thy  way  j 
p  E'en  then  thy  silent  breathing 

Of  spirit  raised  above 
m  May  reach  Hio  throne  of  glory, 

Of  mercy,  truth,  and  love. 

4  /  Oh,  not  a  joy  or  blessing 

With  this  can  we  compare, 
The  power  that  He  has  given  us 

To  pour  our  souls  in  prayer ; 
p  Whene'er  thou  pin'st  in  sadness, 

Before  His  footstool  fall ; 
in  Remember,  in  thy  gladness, 
His  grace  who  gave  thee  all. 

Jane  Cross  Simpson. 
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1    ra      HELP  me,  my  God,  to  speak 

True  words  to  Thee  each  day ; 
/  True  let  my  voice  be  when  I  praise, 
-m      And  trustful  when  I  pray. 

'£  Thy  words  are  true  to  me, 

Let  mine  to  Thee  be  true, 
The  speech  of  my  whole  heart  and  soul, 
However  low  and  few. 

3  p      True  words  of  grief  for  sin, 

Of  longing  to  be  free, 
Of  groaning  for  deliverance, 
m      And  likeness,  Lord,  to  Thee. 

4  True  words  of  faith  and  hope, 
Of  godly  joy  and  grief ; 

Lord,  I  believe,  0  hear  my  cry, 
Help  Thou  my  unbelief ! 

H.  Bonar. 


m 


A  -  men. 
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1  m  SAT  not  that  we  from  Heaven  are  far, 

When  holy  thoughts  thereto  may  run, 
And  every  breath  of  faithful  prayer 
Brings  answer  ere  our  words  are  done. 

2  p  Say  not  that  life  is  dark  or  lone — 

That  here  unseen,  unheard,  we  lie, 
m  When,  stooping  from  His  glorious  throne, 
The  Eternal  hears  our  meanest  cry. 

3  Say  rather,  God  and  Heaven  are  near, 
And  we,  by  golden  links  of  prayer, 

p  Are  bound,  with  every  human  fear, 
To  Him  the  highest,  holiest  there. 

4  m  Pray  we  for  all,  yet  most  for  those 

p  Who  tread  with  tears  the  heavenward  way, 
And,  all  their  path  beset  with  foes, 
Fall  backward  oft  and  oft  astray. 

5  In  hours  of  pain,  when  faith  is  low, 
And  thick  the  clouds  of  dark  despair ; 

m,  For  such  'tis  wondrous  joy  to  know 
That  others  plead  for  them  in  prayer. 

6  p  For  them  unwearied  watch  and  wait, 

With  yearning  word  and  suppliant  eye, 
m  Before  the  ever-open  gate 
Of  God's  unmeasured  Charity. 

G.  Milner. 
467 


ZTbe  Cbristian  OLife. 


T"iO                                                Irregular. 

Old  Air. 

THREE  DOORS  THERE  ARE. 

| 

Harmonized  by  C.  B. 

\j     ^    ft                i          i    ,                    ^  I 

1 

/£,  ^  i          v  1    v     -1     I    i        I        I  '            * 

fj  • 

Q                                  "*!        1         M 

^(T)  —  ^"4  —            ]  —  ^  &-  m     -a|      j       *        -    } 

r,          m 

.       Q  _                        ,            I         |      j.  . 

^          *  i  u    r  i  f     r 

'                                      '"        \           '" 
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And     they    that  wait  at  the 
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path  -  way  spread  By  the  flowers  Thou  hast  plant  -  ed   there, 
sooth  -  er  of  pain  Shall  be  ranked  with  the  men  that  pray. 


A  -  men. 
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LORD  !  what  offering  shall  we  bring, 
At  Thine  altars  when  we  bow  1 
Hearts,  the  pure,  unsullied  spring, 
Whence  the  kind  affections  flow ; 
p  Soft  compassion's  feeling  soul, 
By  the  melting  eye  expressed ; 
Sympathy,  at  whose  control 
Sorrows  leave  the  wounded  breast ; 


2  TO 
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Willing  hands  to  lead  the  blind, 
Bind  the  wounded,  feed  the  poor  ; 
Love  embracing  all  our  kind, 
Charity,  with  liberal  store. 
Teach  us,  0  Thou  heavenly  King ! 
Thus  to  show  our  grateful  mind, 
Thus  the  accepted  offering  bring — • 
Love  to  Thee,  and  all  mankind. 

J.  Taylor. 
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f  0  LORD  of  heaven  and  earth  and  sea,   p  Thou  giv'st  the  Spirit's  blessed  dower, 
To  Thee  all  praise  and  glory  bej^  Spirit  of  life  and  love  and  power, 

And  dost  His  sevenfold  graces  shower 
Upon  us  all. 


m  How  shall  we  show  our  love  to  Thee, 
Giver  of  all  ? 


2. 

The  golden  sunshine,  vernal  air, 
Sweet  flowers  and  fruits  Thy  love 

declare ; 

Where  harvests  ripen  Thou  avt  there, 
Giver  of  all ! 

3. 

For  peaceful  homes  and  healthful  days, 
For  all  the  blessings  earth  displays, 
We  owe  Thee  thankfulness  and  praise, 
Giver  of  all. 

4. 

p  Thou  didst  not  spare  Thine  only  Son, 
But  gav'st  Him  for  a  world  undone, 
/  And  e'en  that  gift  Thou  dost  outrun, 
And  give  us  all. 


6. 

m  For  souls  redeemed,  for  sins  forgiven, 
For  means  of  grace  and  hopes    of 

heaven, 

Father,  what  can  to  Thee  be  given, 
Who  givest  all ! 

7. 

m  We  lose  what  on  ourselves  we  spend, 
/  We  have  as  treasures  without  end 
Whatever,  Lord,  to  Thee  we  lend, 
Who  givest  all. 

8. 

To  Thee,  from  whom  we  all  derive 
Our  life,  our  gifts,  our  power  to  give, 

O     Tn*l\r  wo  m7Qi*  uri+li    'PVicua  li-tro 
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0,  may  we  ever  with  Thee  live, 
Giver  of  all ! 

C.  Wordsworth. 
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1  p  WHEN  this  passing  world  is  done, 

When  has  sunk  yon  radiant  sun ; 
When  I  stand  with  Christ  on  high 
Looking  o'er  life's  history, 
f  Then,  Lord,  sliall  I  fully  know- 
Hot  till  then — how  much  I  owe. 

2  m  When  I  stand  before  the  throne, 

Dressed  in  beauty  not  my  own ; 
When  I  see  Thee  as  Thou  art, 
Love  Thee  with  unsinning  heart, 
f  Then,  Lord,  shall  I  fully  know — 
Not  till  then — how  much  I  owe. 

3  in  Now  on  earth,  as  through  a  glass, 

Darkly  let  Thy  glory  pass ; 
Make  forgiveness  feel  so  sweet, 
Make  Thy  Spirit's  help  so  meet, 
f  E'en  on  earth,  Lord,  make  me  know 
Something  of  the  debt  I  owe. 

E.  M.  M'Cheyne. 
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1  m      WE  give  Thee  but  Thine  own, 

Whate'er  the  gift  may  be, 
All  that  we  have  is  Thine  alone, 
A  trust,  0  Lord,  from  Thee ; 

2  May  we  Thy  bounties  thus 
As  stewards  true  receive ; 

/  And  gladly,  as  Thou  blessest  us, 
To  Thee  our  first-fruits  give. 

3  p      And  hearts  are  bruised  and  dead, 

And  homes  are  bare  and  cold ; 
And  lambs,  for  whom  the  Shepherd  bled, 
Are  straying  from  the  fold. 

4  in      To  comfort  and  to  bless, 

To.  find  a  balm  for  woe, 
To  tend  the  lone  and  fatherless, 
Is  angel's  work  below. 

5  The  captive  to  release, 
To  God  the  lost  to  bring, 

To  teach  the  way  of  life  and  peace, 
It  is  a  Christlike  thing. 

(3  And  we  believe  Thy  word, 

Though  dim  our  faith  may  be ; 
Whate'er  for  Thine  we  do,  0  Lord, 
We  do  it  unto  Thee. 

7   /      To  Father,  Spirit,  Son, 

Whom  we  unseen  adore, 
The  One  true  living  God  alone, 
Be  glory  evermore. 

W.  W.  How. 
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m  THINE  are  all  the  gifts,  0  God ! 

Thine  the  broken  bread ; 
Let  the  naked  feet  be  shod, 
And  the  starving  fed. 


4oO  Orig.  Ed. 


tn  Let  Thy  children,  by  Thy  grace, 

Give  as  they  abound, 
Till  the  poor  have  breathing-space, 
And  the  lost  are  found. 

3. 

f  Wiser  than  the  miser's  hoards 

Is  the  giver's  choice ; 
Sweeter  than  the  song  of  birds 
Is  the  thankful  voice. 

4. 

m  Welcome  smiles  on  faces  sad 

As  the  flowers  of  spring ; 

Let  the  tender  hearts  be  glad 

With  the  joy  they  bring. 

J.  G.  Whittier. 
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Service. 
42? 

1  m  IN  Thy  service  will  I  ever, 

Jesus,  my  Redeemer,  stay ; 
Nothing  me  from  Thee  shall  sever, 

Gladly  would  I  go  Thy  way. 
Life  in  me  Thy  life  produces, 

And  gives  vigour  to  my  heart, 
As  the  vine  doth  living  juices 

To  the  purple  grape  impart. 

2  Could  I  be  in  other  places 

Half  so  happy  as  with  Thee, 
Who  so  many  gifts  and  graces 

Hast  Thyself  prepared  for  me  ? 
No  place  could  be  half  so  fitted 

To  impart  true  joy,  I  ween, 
J  Since  to  Thee,  O  Lord,  committed 

Power  in  heaven  and  earth  hath  been, 

3  m  Where  shall  I  find  such  a  Master, 

Who  hath  done  my  soul  such  good, 
And  retrieved  the  great  disaster 

Sin  first  caused,  by  His  own  blood  1 
Is  not  He  my  rightful  owner, 

Who  for  me  His  own  life  gave  ? 
Were  it  not  a  foul  dishonour 

Not  to  love  Him  to  the  grave  ? 

4  /  Yes,  Lord  Jesus,  I  am  ever 

Thine  in  sorrow  and  in  joy  ; 
Death  the  union  shall  not  sever, 

Nor  eternity  destroy. 
m  Let  Thy  light  on  me  be  shining 

When  the  day  is  almost  gone, 
When  the  evening  is  declining, 

And  the  night  is  drawing  on. 

5  p  Stay  beside  me,  when  the  stillness 

And  the  icy  touch  of  death 
Fills  my  trembling  soul  with  dullness, 

Like  the  morning's  frosty  breath ; 
As  my  failing  eyes  grow  dimmer, 
m      Let  my  spirit  grow  more  bright, 
As  I  see  the  first  faint  glimmer 
Of  the  everlasting  light. 

C.  J.  P.  Spitta,  tr.  E.  Massie. 
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1  m  THE  toil  of  brain,  or  heart,  or  hand, 

Is  man's  appointed  lot ! 
He  who  God's  call  can  understand, 
Will  work,  and  murmur  not. 

2  p  Toil  is  no  thorny  crown  of  pain, 

Bound  round  man's  brow  for  sin ; 
/  True  souls,  from  it,  all  strength  may  gain, 
High  manliness  may  win. 

3  m  0  God !  who  workest  hitherto, 

Working  in  all  we  see, 
Fain  would  we  be,  and  bear,  and  do, 
As  best  it  pleaseth  Thee. 

4  Where'er  Thou  sendest  we  will  go, 

Nor  any  question  ask, 
And  what  Thou  biddest  we  will  do, 
Whatever  be  the  task. 

5  Our  skill  of  hand,  and  strength  of  limb, 

Are  not  our  own,  but  Thine ; 
We  link  them  to  the  work  of  Him 
Who  made  all  life  divine  ! 

8    p  Our  Brother- Friend,  Thy  holy  Son, 

Shared  all  our  lot  and  strife ; 
m  And  nobly  will  our  work  be  done, 
If  moulded  by  His  life. 

T.  W.  Freckleton. 
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1  m  DISMISS  me  not  Thy  service.  Lord, 

But  train  me  for  Thy  will ; 
For  even  I,  in  fields  so  broad, 

Some  duties  may  fulfil ; 
And  I  will  ask  for  no  reward, 

Except  to  serve  Thee  still. 

2  How  many  serve,  how  many  more 

May  to  the  service  come : 
To  tend  the  vines,  the  grapes  to  store, 

Thou  dost  appoint  for  some : 
/  Thou  hastThyyoungmen  at  the  war, 
p      Thy  little  ones  at  home. 


3  in  All  works  are  good,  and  each  is  best 

As  most  it  pleases  Thee  ; 
Each  worker  pleases  when  the  rest 

He  serves  in  charity; 
And  neither  man  nor  work  unblest 

Wilt  Thou  permit  to  be. 

4  0  ye  who  serve,  remember  One, 

The  worker's  way  who  trod ; 
f  He  served  as  man,  but  now  His 
It  is  the  throne  of  God ;    [throne 
The  sceptre  He  hath  to  us  shown 
Is  like  a  blossoming  rod. 


455  Orig.  Ed. 


m  Our  Master  all  the  work  hath  done 

He  asks  of  us  to-day ; 
Sharing  His  service,  every  one 
Share  too  His  Sonship  may ; 
p  Lord,  I  would  serve  and  be  a  son ; 
Dismiss  me  not,  I  pray. 

T.  T.  Lynch. 
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i. 

O  THOU  whose  grace  first  found  us, 
Whose  love  our  hearts  first  won, 

Thou  hast  with  mercies  crowned  us, 
As  none  beside  hath  done. 


Thy  mercies  bid  us  bless  Thee, 
Thy  mercies  bid  us  pray 

That  others  too  may  praise  Thee, 
And  understand  Thy  way. 
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Thy  mercies  bid  us  witness 

The  truth  of  Thy  dear  word, 
That  all  may  taste  its  sweetness, 

And  bow  before  the  Lord. 

4. 
p  And  since  Thou  wert  not  stricken 

For  us  alone,  but  all, 
m  Lord,  many  save  and  quicken, — 
We  are  too  few  and  small ! 

C.  J.  P.  Spitta,  tr.  11.  Massie, 

478 


DEVOTION. 


J.  BOOTH. 


p  AND  didst  Thou,  Lord,  our  sorrows  take  ? 
And  didst  Thou,  Lord,  our  burdens  bear  ? 
Didst  Thou  for  love  of  us  forsake 
Those  glorious  heights,  that  heavenly  air  ? 

2. 

'iii  0  could  our  weakness  move  Thy  might  ? 
Our  misery  make  us  sought  of  Thee  ? 
Our  gloom  allure  Thy  glory  bright  'I 
Our  sins  win  down  Thy  purity  ? 


4f>8  Oria.  Ed. 


We  who  so  tenderly  were  sought, 
Shall  we  not  joyful  seekers  be, 
And  to  Thy  feet  divinely  brought, 
Help  weaker  souls,  dear  Lord,  to  Thee '( 

4. 

Celestial  Seeker,  send  us  forth ! 
Almighty  Lover,  teach  us  love ! 
When  shall  we  yearn  to  help  our  earth, 
As  yearned  the  Holy  One  above  ? 

T.  H.  GUI. 

479 


tlbe  Cbrfstfan  Xife, 

L.M. 


T.  R.  MATTHEWS. 


427 


459  Orig.  Ed. 


15 y  permission  of  Novello  and  Company,  Limited. 


1  m  REAPER,  behold !  the  fields  are  white 

With  the  great  harvest  of  the  world ; 
f  Soldier !  seek  thou  the  thickest  fight, 
Thy  Captain's  standard  is  unfurled. 

2  m  Wise  to  win  souls, — exhort,  reprove, 

And  watch  the  flock  redeemed  by  blood ; 
p  Warn  with  thy  tears,  preach  in  deep  love 
The  gospel  of  the  grace  of  God. 

3  m  Toil  on  in  the  appointed  way, 

The  precious  fruit  shall  soon  appear ; 

Work  thou  thy  work  while  it  is  day ! 

p  The  shadows  lengthen,— night  is  near. 

4  m  Soon  shalt  thou  hear  the  Master's  voice, 

The  welcome  cry,  '  Behold  I  come ! ' 
f  Within  the  pearly  gates  rejoice, 
And  rest  thee  in  thy  heavenly  home. 

G.  Bawson. 
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1  »i  LORD,  speak  to  me,  that  I  may  speak 

In  living  echoes  of  Thy  tone ; 

As  Thou  hast  sought,  so  let  me  seek 

Thy  erring  children,  lost  and  lone. 

2  p  0  lead  me,  Lord,  that  I  may  lead 

The  wanderingandthewaveringfeet ; 
0  feed  me,  Lord,  that  I  may  feed 
Thy  hungering  ones  with  manna 
sweet. 

3/0  strengthen  me,  tha.  while  I  stand 
Firm  on  the  rock  and  strong  in  Thee, 
p  I  may  stretch  out  a  loving  hand 
To  wrestlers  with  the  troubled  sea. 


4  m  0  teach  me,  Lord,  that  I  may  teach 

The    precious    things    Thou    dost 

impart ;  [reach 

And  wing  my  words,  that  they  may 

The  hidden  depths  of  many  a  heart. 

5  p  0  give  Thine  own  sweet  rest  to  me, 

That  I  may  speak  with  soothing 

power 

A  word  in  season,  as  from  Thee, 
To  weary  ones,  in  needful  hour. 

6/0  fill  me  with  Thy  fulness,  Lord, 
Until  my  very  heart  o'erflow    f  word, 
In  kindling  thought  and  glowing 
Thy  love  to  tell,  Thy  praise  to  show. 


7  m,  0  use  me,  Lord,  use  even  me 

Just  as  Thou  wilt,  and  when,  and  where, 

Until  Thy  blessed  face  I  see, 

Thy  rest,  Thy  joy,  Thy  glory  share, 

Frances  Ridley  Haver  gal. 
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1  /  STAND  up !  stand  up  for  Jesus, 

Ye  soldiers  of  the  cross ; 
Lift  high  His  royal  banner, 

It  must  not  suffer  loss. 
From  victory  unto  victory 

His  army  shall  He  lead, 
Till  every  foe  is  vanquished, 

And  Christ  is  Lord  indeed. 

2  Stand  up !  stand  up  for  Jesus ! 

The  trumpet  call  obey ! 
Forth  to  the  mighty  conflict, 

In  this  His  glorious  day ! 
Ye  that  are  men,  now  serve  Him, 

Against  unnumbered  foes ; 
Your  courage  rise  with  danger, 

And  strength  to  strength  oppose. 

3  /  Stand  up !  stand  up  for  Jesus ! 

Stand  in  His  strength  alone ; 
m  The  arm  of  flesh  will  fail  you, 

Ye  dare  not  trust  your  own. 
Put  on  the  Gospel  armour, 

And  watching  unto  prayer, 
Where  duty  calls,  or  danger, 

Be  never  wanting  there. 

4  /  Stand  up !  stand  up  for  Jesus ! 

The  strife  will  not  be  long ; 
This  day  the  noise  of  battle, 

The  next  the  victor's  song. 
To  him  that  overcometh 

A  crown  of  life  shall  be ; 
He,  with  the  King  of  glory, 

Shall  reign  eternally. 

G.  Duffield. 
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1  in  ALL  around  us,  fair  with  flowers, 

Fields  of  beauty  sleeping  lie ; 
/  All  around  us  clarion  voices 
Call  to  duty  stern  and  high. 

2  m  Thankfully  we  will  rejoice  in 

All  the  beauty  God  has  given ; 
But  beware  it  does  not  win  us 
From  the  work  ordained  of  Heaven. 

3  Following  every  voice  of  mercy 

With  a  trusting,  loving  heart, 
Let  us  in  life's  earnest  labour 
Still  be  sure  to  do  our  part. 

4  »i  Now,  to-day,  and  not  to-morrow, 

Let  us  work  with  all  our  might, 
p  Lest  the  wretched  faint  and  perish 
In  the  coming  stormy  night. 

5  TO  Now,  to-day,  and  not  to-morrow, 

Lest  before  to-morrow's  sun 
p  We,  too,  mournfully  departing, 

have  left  our  work  undone. 


1217  Orig.  Ed. 
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ST.  BERNARD. 


1  m  LORD,  give  me  light  to  do  Thy  work, 

For  only,  Lord,  from  Thee 
Can  come  the  light  by  which  these  eye1 
The  way  of  work  can  see. 

2  In  plainest  things  I  daily  err 

When  walking  in  the  light 
The  wisdom  of  this  world  affords, 
However  fair  and  bright. 

3  m  Yet  pleasant  is  the  work  for  Thee, 

And  pleasant  is  the  way ; 
p  But,  Lord,  the  world  is  dark,  and  I 
Am  prone  to  go  astray. 

4  m  0  send  me  light  to  do  Thy  work, 

More  light,  more  wisdom  give ! 
Then  shall  I  work  Thy  work  indeed, 
While  on  Thine  earth  I  live. 

5  So  shall  success  be  mine,  in  spite 

Of  feebleness  in  me ; 
Beyond  all  disappointment  then, 
And  failure  I  shall  be. 

3        The  work  is  Thine,  not  mine,  0  Lord ! 

It  is  Thy  race  we  run ; 
Give  light,  and  then  shall  all  I  do 
Be  well  and  truly  done. 


H.  Bonar. 
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'/»  0  MASTER,  let  me  walk  with  Thee 

In  lowly  paths  of  service  free ; 
p  Tell  me  Thy  secret ;  help  me  bear 
The  strain  of  toil,  the  fret  of  care ; 

2. 

m  Help  me  the  slow  of  heart  to  move 
By  some  clear  winning  word  of  love : 
Teach  me  the  wayward  feet  to  stay, 
And  guide  them  in  the  homeward  way. 

3. 

Teach  me  Thy  patience ;  still  with  Thee 
In  closer,  dearer  company, 
/  In  work  that  keeps  faith  sweet  and 

strong, 
In  trust  that  triumphs  over  wrong, 

4. 

In  hope  that  sends  a  shining  ray 
Far  down  the  future's  broadening  way, 
p  In  peace  that  only  Thou  canst  give, 
m  With  Thee,  0  Master,  let  me  live ! 
W.  Gladden. 
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\m  LOKI>,  when  we  pray  'Thy  kingdom 

Then  fold  our  hands  without  a  care 
p  For  souls  whom  Thou  hast  died  to  save, 
We  do  but  mock  Thee  with  our  prayer. 

2. 

m  Thou  couldst  have  sent  an  angel  band 

To  call  Thy  straying  children  home ; 

And  thus  through  heavenly  ministries, 

On  earth  Thy  kingdom  'might  have 

come. 

3. 

But  since  to  human  hands  like  ours 
Thou  hast  committed  work  divine, 
/  Shall  not  our  eager  hearts  make  haste 
To   join    their    feeble    powers    with 
Thine? 

4. 

To  word  and  work  shall  not  our  hands 
Obedient  move,  nor  lips  be  dumb, 
m  Lest  through  our  sinful  love  of  ease, 
Thy  kingdom  should  delay  to  come  ? 
Helen  G.  Rice. 
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1  m      Sow  in  the  morn  thy  seed, 

At  eve  hold  not  thy  hand ; 
To  doubt  and  fear  give  thou  no  heed. 
Broadcast  it  o'er  the  land. 

2  Beside  all  waters  sow, 

The  highway  furrows  stock ; 
Drop  it  where  thorns  and  thistles  grow, 
Scatter  it  on  the  rock. 

3  The  good,  the  fruitful  ground, 
Expect  not  here  or  there ; 

O'er  hill  and  dale  by  plots  'tis  found, — 
Go  forth,  then,  everywhere. 

4  p      Thou  knpw'st  not  which  may  thrive, 

The  late  or  early  sown ; 
Grace  keeps  the  precious  germs  alive, 
When  and  wherever  strown. 

5  m      And  duly  shall  appear, 

In  verdure,  beauty,  strength, 
The  tender  blade,  the  stalk,  the  ear, 
And  the  full  corn  at  length. 

6  Thou  canst  not  toil  in  vain — • 
Cold,  heat,  and  moist,  and  dry, 

Shall  foster  and  mature  the  grain, 
For  garners  in  the  sky. 

7  /      Thence,  when  the  glorious  end, 

The  day  of  God,  is  come, 
The  angel-reapers  shall  descend, 
And  heaven  cry,  '  Harvest  home.' 

J.  Montgomery. 
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Service. 


1  m  SHALL  this  life  of  mine  be  wasted? 

Shall  this  vineyard  lie  untilled? 
Shall  true  joy  remain  untasted, 

And  the  soul  abide  unfilled? 
Shall  the  God-given  hours  be  scattered, 

Like  the  leaves  upon  the  plain? 
Shall  the  blossoms  die  un watered 

By  the  drops  of  heavenly  rain? 

2  Shall  the  heart  still  spend  its  treasures 

On  the  things  that  fade  and  die  ? 
Shall  it  court  the  hollow  pleasures 

Of  bewildering  vanity? 
J  No,  we  were  not  born  to  trifle 
Life  away  in  dreams  of  sin ; 
No,  we  must  not,  dare  not  stifle 
m      Longings  such  as  these  within. 

3  /  Swiftly  moving  upward,  onward, 

Let  our  souls  in  faith  arise, 
m  Calmly  gazing  skyward,  sunward, 

Let  us  fix  our  steadfast  eyes 
p  Where  the  Cross,  God's  love  revealing, 

Sets  the  fettered  spirit  free ; 
Where  it  sheds  its  wondrous  healing, 

There,  0  soul,  thy  rest  shall  be. 

4  m  Then  no  longer  idly  dreaming 

Shall  we  fling  our  years  away ; 
But,  each  precious  hour  redeeming, 

Wait  for  the  eternal  day. 
/  God,  the  Father  of  creation, 

Son,  the  Saviour  of  mankind, 
Spirit  of  illumination, 
Make  us  Thine  in  heart  and  mind. 

H.  Boaar. 
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m  Go,  labour  on :  spend,  and  be  spent,  |  p 
Thy  joy  to  do  the  Father's  will : 

p  It  is  the  way  the  Master  went ; 

Should  not  the  servant  tread  it  still?  i  »i 


m  Go,  labour  on,  whate'er  thy  lot  : 
Thy  earthly  loss  is  heavenly  gain : 
Men  heed  thee,  love  thee,  praise  thee 

not, 
The  Master  praises :  what  are  men  ?  ! 

3. 

Go,  labour  on :  enough  while  here 
If  He  shall  praise  thee,  if  He  deign 
Thy  willing  heart  to  mark  and  cheer ; 
No  toil  for  Him  shall  be  in  vain. 


469  Orig.  Ed. 


4. 

Go,  labour  on :  your  hands  are  weak, 
Your  knees  are  faint,  your  soul  cast 

down ; 

Yet  falter  not ;  the  prize  you  seek 
Is  near, — a  kingdom  and  a  crown ! 

5. 

Toil  on,  faint  not,  keep  watch  and 
Be  wise  the  erring  soul  to  win ;  [pray; 
Go  forth  into  the  world's  highway, 
Compel  the  wanderer  to  come  in. 

6. 

Toil  on,  and  in  thy  toil  rejoice ; 
For  work  comes  rest,  for  exile  home : 
Soon  shalt  thou  hear  the  Bridegroom's 

voice, 

The  midnight  peal,  '  Behold  I  come.' 
H.  Bonar. 
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1  ?M  0  LORD  !  with  toil  our  clays  are  filled ; 

They  rarely  leave  us  free, 
0  give  us  space  to  seek  for  grace 
In  happy  thoughts  of  Thee. 

2  Yet  hear  us,  little  though  we  ask : 

Oh !  leave  us  not  alone ; 
In  every  thought,  and  word,  and  task, 
Be  near  us,  though  unknown. 

3  p  Still  lead  us,  wandering  in  the  dark, 
m      Still  send  us  heavenly  food, 

And  mark,  as  none  on  earth  can  mark, 
Our  struggle  to  be  good. 

A.  Ainger, 
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1  m      TEACH  me,  my  God  and  King, 

In  all  things  Thee  to  see; 
And  what  I  do  in  anything, 
To  do  it  as  for  Thee! 

2  A  man  that  looks  on  glass, 
On  it  may  stay  his  eye ; 

Or  if  he  pleaseth,  through  it  pass 
And  then  the  heaven  espy. 

3  All  may  of  Thee  partake : 
Nothing  can  be  so  mean, 

Which  with  this  tincture,  for  Thy  sake, 
Will  not  grow  bright  and  clean. 

4  A  servant  with  this  clause 
Makes  drudgery  divine ; 

Who  sweeps  a  room,  as  for  Thy  laws, 
Makes  that  and  th'  action  fine. 

5  J      This  is  the  famous  stone 

That  turneth  all  to  gold : 
For  that  which  God  doth  touch  and  own, 
Cannot  for  less  be  told. 

G.  Herbert. 
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1  f  FORTH  in  Thy  name,  0  Lord,  I  go, 

My  daily  labour  to  pursue ; 

Thee,  only  Thee,  resolved  to  know, 

In  all  I  think,  or  speak,  or  do. 

2  m  The  task  Thy  wisdom  has  assigned, 

0  let  me  cheerfully  fulfil ; 

In  all  Thy  works  Thy  presence  find, 

And  prove  Thy  good  and  perfect  will. 

3  Thee  may  I  set  at  my  right  hand, 

p  Whose  eyes  my  inmost  substance  see ; 
m  And  labour  on  at  Thy  command, 
And  offer  all  my  works  to  Thee. 

4  Give  me  to  bear  Thy  easy  yoke, 
And  every  moment  watch  and  pray ; 
And  still  to  things  eternal  look, 
And  hasten  to  Thy  glorious  day. 

5  /  For  Thee  delightfully  employ 

Whate'er  Thy  bounteous  grace  hath  given, 
And  run  my  even  course  with  joy, 
And  closely  walk  with  Thee  to  heaven. 


C.  Wesley. 
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1  '//i  THE  light  pours  down  from  heaven, 

And  enters  where  it  may ; 
The  eyes  of  all  earth's  children 
Are  cheered  with  one  bright  day. 

2  So  let  the  mind's  true  sunshine 

Be  spread  o'er  life  as  free, 
And  fill  all  human  spirits 
As  waters  fill  the  sea. 

3  Our  souls  can  shed  a  glory 

On  every  work  well  done ; 
For  even  things  most  lowly 
Are  radiant  in  the  sun. ' 

4  Then  let  each  waiting  spirit 

Enjoy  the  vision  bright ; 
/  And  spread  the  truth  of  heaven 
AVide  as  the  heaven's  own  light. 

5  Till  earth  becomes  a  temple, 

And  every  human  heart 
Shall  join  in  one  great  service, 
Each  happy  in  his  part. 

6  m  And  God  shall  lie  our  Master, 

And  all  His  service  own, 
And  men  shall  be  as  brothers, 
And  heaven  on  earth  be  won ! 

J.  Gostick. 
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1  p  OH,  it  is  hard  to  work  for  God, 

To  rise  and  take  His  part 
m  Upon  this  battle-field  of  earth, 
And  not  sometimes  lose  heart ! 


3  m  111  masters  good ;  good  seems  to 

To  ill  with  greatest  ease ;  [change 
And,  worst  of  all,  the  good  with  good 
Is  at  cross  purposes. 

4  It  is  not  so,  but  so  it  looks ; 

And  we  lose  courage  then ; 
And  doubts  will  come  if  God  hath 
His  promises  to  men.  [kept 


2  p  He  hides  Himself  so  wondrously, 
As  though  there  were  no  God ; 
He  is  least  seen  when  all  the  powers 
Of  ill  are  most  abroad. 

a        Ah !  God  is  other  than  we  think ! 

His  ways  are  far  above, 
Far  beyond  reason's  height,  and  reached 

1100  Orig.  Ed.  Only  fey  childlike  love-  F.  W.  Faber. 
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1  TO  WORKMAN  of  God !  oh,  lose  not  heart, 

But  learn  what  God  is  like ; 
And  in  the  darkest  battle-field 
/     Thou  shalt  know  where  to  strike ; 

2  m  Thrice  blest  is  he  to  whom  is  given 

The  instinct  that  can  tell, 
That  God  is  on  the  field  when  He 
Is  most  invisible. 

3  Blest  too  is  he  who  can  divine 

Where  real  right  doth  lie, 
And  dares  to  take  the  side  that  seems 
Wrong  to  man's  blindfold  eye. 


1101  Orig.  Ed. 


4  Then  learn  to  scorn  the  praise  of 

And  learn  to  live  with  God ;  [men, 
For  Jesus  Avon  the  world  through 
And  beckons  thee  His  road.[shame,  • 

5  God's  glory  is  a  wondrous  thing, 

Most  strange  in  all  its  ways, 
And,  of  all  things  in  earth,  least  like 
What  men  agree  to  praise. 

6  p  Muse  on  His  justice,  downcast  soul ; 
m     Muse,  and  take  better  heart : 

Back  with  thine  angel  to  the  field, 
f     And  bravely  do  thy  part ! 

For  right  is  right,  since  God  is  God, 

And  right  the  day  must  win ; 
To  doubt  would  be  disloyalty, 

To  falter  would  be  sin. 

495  F.W.Faber. 
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?^  COME,  labour  on ! 

Who  dares  stand  idle  on  the  harvest- 
plain, 
While    all    around  lu'm  waves  the 

golden  grain  ? 

And  to  each  servant  does  the  Master 
f  '  Go  work  to-day.'  [say, 

2. 

Come,  labour  on ! 

Claim  the  high  calling  angels  cannot 

share,  [bear ; 

To  young  and  old  the  Gospel-gladness 

m  Redeem  the  time ;  its  hours  too  swiftly 

p  The  night  draws  nigh.       [fly, 

3. 

m  Come,  labour  on ! 

The  enemy  is  watching  night  and  day, 

To  sow  the  tares,  to  snatch  the  seed 

away ;  [forgot, 

While  we  in  sleep  our  duty  have 

He  slumbered  not. 


f 
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Come,  labour  on  ! 

Away    with    gloomy    doubts    and 
faithless  fear  !  [here ; 

No  arm  so  weak  but  may  do  service 
By  hands  the  feeblest  can  our  God 

His  righteous  will.          [fulfil 

5. 

Come,  labour  on ! 

No    time    for    rest,  till  glows    the 

western  sky,  [pathway  lie 

While  the  long    shadows  o'er    our 

And  a  glad  sound  comes  with  the 

setting  sun — 

'  Servants,  well  done ! ' 

6. 

Come,  labour  on ! 

The  toil  is  pleasant,  and  the  harvest 

sure,  [endure ; — 

Blessed  are  those  who  to  the  end 

How  full  their  joy,  how  deep  their  rest 

0  Lord,  with  Thee !   [shall  be, 

Jane  Borthicick. 
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1  m  Sa    -  viour  and  Mas  -  ter,  These  say  -  ings 

2  p  Not       on    the  sand,  Lord  !  Oh,       not 


3  m  Up 

4  a  Not 


the  rock,  Lord  !  Up 
the  sand,  Lord  !  Oh, 


of      Thine, 

on  the  sand;  /On  the 
high  on  the  rock,  p  I  have 
not  on  the  sand:  /On  the 


i 

Help       me     to  make        them         Do    -    ings   of      mine ; 
rock,       on    the  rock,      Let    my     her    -     i  -  tage  stand, 
reeled,       I    have  trera  -  bled  Be  -  neath       the  rude    shock, 
rock,       on    the  rock,      Let    my     her    -     i  -  tage    stand. 
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them  let    me  build  up  The  ho   -    ly,     di  -  vine, 

rain  can -not  in    -  jure, Nor  light-mng  de-form, 

storm  and  the  tern  -  pest    I  flee,  Lord,   I      flee  ! 

Help  me     to  make      them  Do  -  ings    of  mine. 
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1  m  LORD,  Thy  word  abideth, 

And  our  footsteps  guideth ; 
Who  its  truth  believeth 
Light  and  joy  receiveth. 

2  p  When  our  foes  are  near  us, 

Then  Thy  word  doth  cheer  us. 
m  Word  of  consolation, 
Message  of  salvation. 

3  m  When  the  storms  are  o'er  us, 

And  dark  clouds  before  us, 
Then  its  light  directeth, 
And  our  way  protecteth. 

4  f  Who  can  tell  the  pleasure, 

Who  recount  the  treasure 
By  Thy  wore1  imparted 
To  the  simple-hearted  ? 

5  m  Word  of  mercy,  giving 

Succour  to  the  living ; 

p  Word  of  life,  supplying 

Comfort  to  the  dying ! 

6  m  0  that  we,  discerning 

Its  most  holy  learning. 
Lord,  may  love  and  fear  Thee, 
Evermore  be  near  Thee. 

Sir  H.  V/.  batter. 
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1  «i  CHRIST  in  His  word  draws  near 
^  Hush,  moaning  voice  of  fear, 

He  bids  thee  cease ; 
/  With  songs  sincere  and  sweet 
Let  us  arise,  and  meet 
Him  who  comes  forth  to  greet 

Our  souls  with  peace. 

2  m  Rising  above  thy  care. 

Meet  Him  as  in  the  air, 
p      0  weary  heart: 
m  Put  on  joy's  sacred  dress ; 
Lo,  as  He  comes  to  bless, 
Quite  from  thy  weariness 
Set  free  thou  art. 
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For  works  of  love  and  praise 
He  brings  thee  summer  days, 

Warm  days  and  bright ; 
Whiter  is  past  and  gone, 
Now  He,  salvation's  Sun, 
Shineth  on  every  one 

With  mercy's  light. 

:      From  the  bright  sky  above, 
Clad  in  His  robes  of  love, 

'Tis  He,  our  Lord : 
Dun  earth  itself  grows  clear 
As  His  light  draweth  near. 
2>  0  let  us  hush  and  hear 
His  holy  word. 

T.  T.  Lynch. 


HENLOW. 
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1  in  WE  limit  not  the  truth  of  God 

To  our  poor  reach  of  mind, 
By  notions  of  our  day  and  sect, 

Crude,  partial,  and  confined ; 
No,  let  a  new  and  better  hope 

Within  our  hearts  be  stirred ; 
/  The  Lord  hath  yet  more  light  and  truth 

To  break  forth  from  His  word. 

2  m  Who  dares  to  bind  to  his  dull  sense 

The  oracles  of  heaven, 
For  all  the  nations,  tongues,  and  climes, 

And  all  the  ages  given  ; 
That  universe,  how  much  unknown  ! 

That  ocean  unexplored ! 
/  The  Lord  hath  yet  more  light  and  truth 

To  break  forth  from  His  word. 

3  p  Darkling  our  great  forefathers  went 

The  first  steps  of  the  way ; 
m  'Twas  but  the  dawning,  yet  to  grow 

Into  the  perfect  day. 
/  And  grow  it  shall ;  our  glorious  Sun 

More  fervid  rays  afford ; 
The  Lord  hath  yet  more  light  and  truth 

To  break  forth  from  His  word. 

4  m  The  valleys  past,  ascending  still, 

Our  souls  would  higher  climb, 
And  look  down  from  supernal  heights 

On  all  the  bygone  time. 
Upward  we  press ;  the  air  is  clear, 

And  the  sphere-music  heard ; 
/  The  Lord  hath  yet  more  light  and  truth 

To  break  forth  from  His  word. 

I   m  0  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit,  send 

Us  increase  from  above ; 
Enlarge,  expand  all  Christian  souls 

To  comprehend  Thy  love ; 
And  make  us  all  go  on  to  know, 
With  nobler  powers  conferred, 
/  The  Lord  hath  yet  more  light  and  truth 
To  break  forth  from  His  word. 

G.  Rawson 
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m  0  WORD  of  God  Incarnate, 

0  Wisdom  from  on  high, 
0  Truth  unchanged,  unchanging, 

0  Light  of  our  dark  sky ; 
We  praise  Thee  for  the  radiance 

That  from  the  hallowed  page, 
A  lantern  to  our  footsteps, 

Shines  on  from  age  to  age. 
The  Church  from  Thee,  her  Master, 

Received  the  gift  divine ; 
And  still  that  light  she  lifteth 

O'er  all  the  earth  to  shine. 
It  is  the  golden  casket 

Where  gems  of  truth  are  stored ; 
It  is  the  heaven-drawn  picture 

Of  Thee,  the  living  Word. 


3  /  It  floateth  like  a  banner 

Before  God's  host  unfurled  ; 
It  shineth  like  a  beacon 

Above  the  darkling  world ; 
It  is  the  chart  and  compass 

That  o'er  life's  surging  sea, 
'Mid  mistsandrocksand  quicksands, 

Still  guiles,  0  Christ,  to  Thee. 

4  m  0  make  Thy  Church,  dear  Saviour, 

A  lamp  of  burnished  gold, 
To  bear  before  the  nations 

Thy  true  light,  as  of  old. 
0  teach  Thy  wandering  pilgrims 

By  this  their  path  to  trace, 
Till,  clouds  and  darkness  ended. 

They  see  Thee  face  to  face. 
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1  m  LAMP  of  our  feet,  whereby  we  trace 

Our  path  when  wont  to  stray ; 
Stream,  from  the  fount  of  heavenly  grace, 
Brook,  by  the  traveller's  way : 

2  Bread  of  our  souls,  whereon  we  feed ; 

True  manna  from  on  high ; 
Our  guide  and  chart,  wherein  we  read 
Of  realms  beyond  the  sky : 

3  Pillar  of  fire,  through  watches  dark, 

And  radiant  cloud  by  day ; 
When  waves  would  whelm  our  tossing  bark, 
Our  anchor  and  our  stay : 

4  /  Word  of  the  everlasting  God, 

Will  of  His  glorious  Son, 
m  Without  Thee,  how  could  earth  be  trod, 
Or  heaven  itself  be  won ! 

5  Lord,  grant  us  all  aright  to  learn 

The  wisdom  it  imparts ; 
And  to  its  heavenly  teaching  turn, 
With  simple,  childlike  hearts. 

B.  Barton. 
503 


ZTbe 


ST.  HUGH. 


of  <3oo. 

C.M.  E.  J.  HOPKI.VS,  Mus.  Doc. 


^ 


450 


A  -  men. 
-«Q — ?-s — 


1. 

wz-  FAIR  are  the  feet  that  bring  the  news 

Of  gladness  unto  me : 
f  How  many  messengers  God  hath, 
If  we  had  eyes  to  see ! 

2. 
m  Thine  angels  speak,  but  still  must  we 

The  hearing  ear  bestow ; 
They  smite  the  rock,  but  our  own  lips 
Must  stoop  to  drink  the  flow. 

3. 

/  Lo,  all  tilings  are  Thine  angels,  Lord, 

That  bring  my  God  to  me ; 
m  0  for  the  ear  to  hear  their  word ! 
0  for  the  eye  to  see ! 

J.  Mason  (d.  1694). 
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jORD  of  the  living  harvest, 

That  whitens  o'er  the  plain, 
Where  angels  soon  shall  gather 

Their  sheaves  of  golden  grain  ; 
Accept  these  hands  to  labour, 

These  hearts  to  trust  and  love, 
And  deign  with  them  to  hasten 

Thy  kingdom  from  above. 
2      As  labourers  in  Thy  vineyard, 

Send  us  out,  Christ,  to  be 
Content  to  bear  the  burden 

Of  weary  days  for  Thee  ; 
Content  to  ask  no  wages, 

When  Thou  shalt  call  us  home, 
But  to  have  shared  the  travail 

Which  makes  Thy  kingdom  come. 
483  Orig.  Ed. 
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Breathe  on  us,  Holy  Spirit, 

Illumine  with  Thy  light ; 
Clothe  us  in  spotless  raiment, 

In  linen  clean  and  white ; 
Within  Thy  sacred  temple 

Be  with  us,  where  we  stand, 
And  sanctify  Thy  people 

Throughout  tins  happy  land. 
Be  with  us,  God  the  Father, 

Be  with  us,  God  the  Son, 
Be  with  us,  God  the  Spirit, 

And  seal  us  for  Thine  own ; 
Make  us  a  royal  priesthood, 

Thee  rightly  to  adore, 
And  fill  us  with  Thy  fulness, 

Now,  and  for  evermore. 

J.  S.  B.  Monsell. 
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1  m  SPIRIT  of  Christ — Thine  earnest  give 

That  these  our  prayers  are  heard,  and  they 
Who  grasp,  this  hour,  the  sword  of  Heaven, 
Shall  feel  Thee  on  their  weary  way. 

2  Oft  as  at  morn  or  soothing  eve 
Over  the  Holy  Fount  they  lean, 
Their  fading  garland  freshly  weave, 
Or  fan  them  with  Thine  airs  serene, 

3  p  Spirit  of  Light  and  Truth !  to  Thee 

We  trust  them  in  that  musing  hour, 

/  Till  they,  with  open  heart  and  free, 

Teach  all  Thy  word  in  all  its  power. 

4  m  When  foemen  watch  their  tents  by  night, 

And  mists  hang  wide  o'er  moor  and  fell, 

Spirit  of  counsel  and  of  might, 

Their  pastoral  warfare  guide  Thou  well. 

5  p  And  0 !  when  worn  and  tired  they  sigh 

With  that  more  fearful  war  within, 
When  passion's  storms  are  loud  and  high, 
And  brooding  o'er  remembered  sin, 

6  The  heart  dies  down — 0  mightiest  then. 
m  Come  ever  true,  come  ever  near, 

And  wake  their  slumbering  love  again. 
Spirit  of  God's  most  holy  fear ! 

J.  Ktlu. 
506 


AURELIA. 


Cburcb  of 

7.6.7.6.  D.  S.  S.  WESLEY,  Mus.  Doc. 


453 


1  TO  THE  Church's  one  Foundation 

Is  Jesus  Christ  her  Lord ; 
She  is  His  new  creation 

By  water  and  the  Word :       [her      p 
From  Heav'n  He  came  and  sought !    in 

To  be  His  holy  Bride ; 
p  With  His  own  Blood  He  bought  her,      / 

And  for  her  life  He  died.  m 

2  m  Elect  from  every  nation, 

Yet  one  o'er  all  the  earth, 
Her  charter  of  salvation 

One  Lord,  one  Faith,  one  Birth, 
One  Holy  Name  she  blesses,  / 

Partakes  one  Holy  Food,  p 

And  to  one  Hope  she  presses 

With  every  grace  endued.  m 
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•'Mid  toil,  and  tribulation, 

And  tumult  of  her  war, 
She  waits  the  consummation 

Of  peace  for  evermore  j 
Till  with  the  vision  glorious 

Her  longing  eyes  are  blest. 
And  the  great  Church  victorious 

Shall  be  the  Church  at  rest. 
Yet  she  on  earth  hath  union 

With  Father,  Spirit,  Son, 
And  mystic  sweet  communion 

With  those  whose  rest  is  won : 
0  happy  ones  and  holy ! 

Lord,  give  us  grace  that  we, 
Like  them  the  meek  and  lowly, 

On  high  may  dwell  with  Thee. 
S.  J.  Stone. 
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m  FAITH  of  our  fathers,  living  still, 
In  spite  of  dungeon,  fire,  and  sword, 

/  0  how  our  hearts  beat  high  with  joy 
Whene'er  we  hear  that  glorious  word. 

m  Faith  of  our  fathers,  holy  faith, 
We  will  be  true  to  thee  till  death. 


p  Our  fathers,  chained  in  prisons  dark, 
Were  still  in  heart  and  conscience 

free ; 
And  blest  would  be  their  children's 

fate, 
Though  they,  like  them,  should  die 

for  thee. 

m  Faith  of  our  fathers,  holy  faith, 
We  will  be  true  to  thee  till  death. 


515  Orig  Ed. 


f  Faith  of  our  fathers;  God's  great 

power 

Shall  soon  all  nations  win  for  thee ; 
And  through  the  truth  thai  comes 

from  God, 

Mankind  shall  then  be  truly  free. 
p  Faith  of  our  fathers,  holy  faith, 
We  will  be  true  to  thee  till  death 

4. 

m  Faith  of  our  fathers,  we  Avill  love 
Both  friend  and  foe  in  all  our  strife, 
And  preach  thee  too,  as  love  knows 

how, 

By  kindly  words  and  virtuous  life. 
Faith  of  our  fathers,  holy  faith, 
We  will  be  true  to  thee  till  death. 
F.  W.  Faber. 
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1  m  ONE  holy  Church  of  God  appears 

Through  every  age  and  race, 
Unwasted  by  the  lapse  of  years, 
Unchanged  by  changing  place. 

2  From  oldest  time,  on  farthest  shores, 

Beneath  the  pine  or  palm, 
One  Unseen  Presence  she  adores, 
With  silence,  or  with  psalm. 

3  Her  priests  are  all  God's  faithful  sons, 

To  serve  the  world  raised  up ; 
p  The  pure  in  heart  her  baptized  ones 
Love  her  communion-cup. 

4  m  The  truth  is  her  prophetic  gift, 

The  soul  her  sacred  page ; 
And  feet  on  mercy's  errand  swift, 
Do  make  her  pilgrimage. 

5/0  living  Church,  thine  errand  speed, 

Fulfil  thy  task  sublime ; 
m  With  bread  of  life  earth's  hunger  feed ; 
Redeem  the  evil  time ! 

S.  Longfellow. 
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I  LOVE  Thy  kingdom,  Lord, 
The  house  of  Thine  abode, 
The  Church  our  blest  Redeemer  bought 
With  His  own  precious  blood. 

I  love  Thy  Church,  0  God; 
Her  walls  before  Thee  stand  ; 
Dear  as  the  apple  of  Thine  eye, 
And  graven  on  Thy  hand. 

For  her  my  tears  shall  fall, 
For  her  my  prayers  ascend, 
To  her  my  cares  and  toils  be  given,  — 
Till  toils  and  cares  shall  end. 

Beyond  my  highest  joy, 
I  prize  her  heavenly  ways  ; 
Her  sweet  communion,  solemn  vows, 
Her  hymns  of  love  and  praise. 

Jesus,  Thou  Friend  divine, 
Our  Saviour  and  our  King, 
Thy  hand  from  every  snare  and  foe 
Shall  great  deliverance  bring. 

Sure  as  Thy  truth  shall  last, 
To  Zion  shall  be  given 
The  highest  glories  earth  can  yield, 
And  (brighter  bliss  of  heaven. 

T.  Divight. 
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HEAD  of  the  Church,  our  risen  Lord, 
Who  by  Thy  Spirit  dost  preside 
O'er  the  whole  body ;  by  whose  word 
They  all  are  ruled  and  sanctified : 

2. 

Our  prayers  and  intercessions  hear 
For  all  Thy  family  at  large, 
That  each  in  his  appointed  sphere, 
His  proper  service  may  discharge. 

3. 

So,  through  the  grace  derived  from  Thee, 
In  whom  all  fulness  dwells  above, 
May  Thy  whole  Church  united  be, 
And  edify  itself  in  love. 

/.  Conder. 
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1  ra  LORD  of  our  life,  and  God  of  our  salvation, 

Star  of  our  night,  and  Hope  of  every  nation, 
p  Hear  and  receive  Thy  Church's  supplication, 
Lord  God  Almighty. 

2  m  See  round  Thine  ark  the  hungry  billows  curling ; 

See  how  Thy  foes  their  banners  are  unfurling ; 
Lord,  while  their  darts  envenomed  they  are  hurling, 
p  Thou  canst  preserve  us. 

3  m  Lord,  Thou  canst  help  when  earthly  armour  faileth, 

Lord,  Thou  canst  save  when  deadly  sin  assaileth, 
Lord,  o'er  Thy  Rock  nor  death  nor  hell  prevaileth, 
p  Grant  us  Thy  peace.  Lord. 

4  m  Grant  us  Thy  help  till  foes  are  backward  driven, 

Grant  them  Thy  truth  that  they  may  be  forgiven, 
Grant  peace  on  earth,  and,  after  we  have  striven, 
p  Peace  in  Thy  heaven. 

Latin,  tr.  P.  Pusey. 
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1  y      HEAD  of  the  Church  triumphant 

We  joyfully  adore  Thee. 
Till  Thou  appear,  Thy  members  here 

Shall  sing  like  those  before  Thee. 

We  lift  our  hands  and  voices 

In  blest  anticipation, 
And  cry  aloud,  and  give  to  God 

The  praise  of  our  salvation. 

2  p     While  in  affliction's  furnace, 

Or  passing  through  the  fire, 
m  Thy  love  we  praise  that  knows  our 

days, 
And  ever  brings  us  nigher : 


386  Orig.  Ed. 


/      We  lift  our  hands,  exulting 
In  Thine  almighty  favour : 
The  love  divine  which  made  us  Thine 
Shall  keep  us  Thine  for  ever. 

Ji  J.    J 

3  m     By  faith  we  see  the  glory 

To  which  Thou  shalt  restore  us ; 
The  cross  despise  for  that  high  prize 

WThich  Thou  hast  set  before  us : 
p     And  if  Thou  count  us  worthy, 

We  each,  as  dying  Stephen, 
/  Shall  see  Thee  stand  at  God's  right 
To  take  us  up  to  heaven,    [hand, 
513  0  Wesley. 
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I  /  FKOSI  all  that  dwell  below  the  skies, 
Let  the  Creator's  praise  arise ; 
Let  the  Redeemer's  name  be  sung 
Through  eveiy  land,  by  every  tongue 

2  m  Eternal  are  Thy  mercies,  Lord, 

Eternal  truth  attends  Thy  word : 
f  Thy  praise  shall  sound  from  shore  to  shore, 
Till  suns  shall  rise  and  set  no  more. 

/.  Watts. 
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1  /  CHRIST  for  the  world  we  sing ! 

The  world  to  Christ  we  bring, 

With  loving  zeal ; 

p  The  poor,  and  them  that  mourn, 
The  faint  and  overborne, 
Sin-sick  and  sorrow-worn, 

Whom  Christ  doth  heal. 

2  /  Christ  for  tire  world  we  sing ! 

The  world  to  Christ  we  bring 

With  fervent  prayer ; 
p  The  wayward  and  the  lost, 
By  restless  passions  tossed, 
Redeemed  at  countless  cost 
From  dark  despair. 

1238  Orijj.  Ed. 
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3  /  Christ  for  the  world  we  sing ! 

The  world  to  Christ  we  bring 

With  one  accord ; 
m  With  us  the  work  to  share, 
With  us  reproach  to  dare, 
With  us  the  cross  to  bear 
For  Christ  our  Lord. 

4  f  Christ  for  the  world  we  sing ! 

The  world  to  Christ  we  bring 

With  joyful  song ; 
m  The  new-born  souls,  whose  days, 
Reclaimed  from  error's  ways, 
Inspired  with  hope  and  praise, 
To  Christ  belong. 

S.  Wolcott. 
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1  m  LIGHT  of  the  lonely  pilgrim's  heart, 

Star  of  the  coming  day, 
Arise,  and  with  Thy  morning  beams, 
Chase  all  our  griefs  away : 

2  /  Come,  blessed  Lord,  bid  every  shore 

And  answering  island  sing 
The  praises  of  Thy  royal  Name, 
And  own  Thee  as  their  King ; 

3  Bid  the  whole  earth,  responsive  now 

To  the  bright  world  above, 
Break  forth  in  rapturous  strains  of  joy, 
In  memory  of  Thy  love. 

4  p  Lord,  Lord,  Thy  fair  creation  groans, 

The  air,  the  earth,  the  sea, 
In  unison  with  all  our  hearts, 
And  calls  aloud  for  Thee. 

5  m  Come,  then,  with  all  Thy  quickening  power, 

With  one  awakening  smile, 
And  bid  the  serpent's  trail  no  more 
Thy  beauteous  realms  defile : 

6  p  Thine  was  the  Cross,  with  all  its  fruit 

Of  grace  and  peace  divine ; 

/  Be  Thine  the  crown  of  glory  now, 

The  palm  of  victory  Thine. 

Sir  E.  Denny. 
516 


of 


MELANESIA. 


S.  SMITH. 


itt^g^rtzirri^— taq 
ga^ggffigs^pEfcggzfcgE 

pfrr^-  P^frfi 


-j 


•3- 


=s^n 

^3*>-l*-&—&-  ' 


'-J-^-i|^p,;i;j^^=J: 


463 


-(^--Q- 

A-men. 

r'^? — ?TT"n 


[.Q_ 


491  Orig.  Ed. 


1  m  FLING  out  the  banner !  let  it  float 

Skyward  and  seaward,  high  and  wide ; 
The  sun  shall  light  its  shining  folds, 
The  Cross  on  which  the  Saviour  died. 

2  m  Fling  out  the  banner !  angels  bend 

In  anxious  silence  o'er  the  sign ; 
And  vainly  seek  to  comprehend 
The  wonder  of  the  Love  Divine. 

3  /  Fling  out  the  banner !  heathen  lands 

Shall  see  from  far  the  glorious  sight, 
And  nations,  crowding  to  be  born, 
Baptize  their  spirits  in  its  light. 

4  m  Fling  out  the  banner!  sin-sick  souls 

That  sink  and  perish  in  the  strife, 
Shall  touch  in  faith  its  radiant  hem, 
And  spring  immortal  into  life. 

5  /  Fling  out  the  banner !  let  it  float 

Skyward  and  seaward,  high  and  wide, 
m  Our  glory,  only  in  the  Cross ; 
Our  only  hope,  the  Crucified ! 

6  /  Fling  out  the  banner !  wide  and  high, 

Seaward  and  skyward,  let  it  shine : 
p  Nor  skill,  nor  might,  nor  merit  ours ; 
j  We  conquer  only  in  that  Sign. 

G.  W.  Doane, 
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/  0  GOD  of  God !  0  Light  of  Light ! 

Thou  Prince  of  Peace,  Thou  King  of  Kings; 
To  Thee,  where  angels  know  no  night, 
The  song  of  praise  for  ever  rings : — 

To  Him  who  sits  upon  the  throne, 
m          The  Lamb  once  slain  for  sinful  men, 
/         Be  honour,  might ;  all  by  Him  won; 
Glory  and  praise !  Amen,  Amen. 

2  m  Deep  in  the  Prophets'  sacred  page, 

Grand  in  the  Poets'  winged  word, 
Slowly  in  type,  from  age  to  age, 
Nations  beheld  their  coming  Lord : 

Till,  through  the  deep  Judean  night, 
/         Rang  out  the  song, '  Goodwill  to  men ' ; 
Hymned  by  the  first-born  sons  of  light, 
Re-echoed  now — '  GOODWILL,'  Amen. 

3  m  Nations  afar,  in  ignorance  deep ; 

Isles  of  the  sea,  where  darkness  lay ; 
These  hear  His  voice,  they  wake  from  sleep, 
/  And  throng  with  joy  the  upward  way. 

They  cry  with  us, '  Send  forth  Thy  light, 
p         0  Lamb,  once  slain  for  sinful  men ; 
/          Burst  Satan's  bonds,  0  God  of  Might, 
Set  all  men  free !'    Amen,  Amen ! 

/.  Julian. 
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1  ?«,      COME,  Jesus !  come ;  for  here 

Our  path  through  wilds  is  laid ; 
p  We  watch  as  for  the  dayspring  near, 
Amid  the  breaking  shade. 

2  m      Come,  Jesus !  come ;  for  hosts 

Meet  on  the  battle-plain ; 
p  The  patriot  mourns,  the  tyrant  boasts, 
And  tears  are  shed  like  rain. 

3  f      Come,  Jesus !  come ;  for  still 

Vice  shouts  her  maniac  mirth ; 

The  famished  crave  in  vain  their  fill, 

While  teems  the  fruitful  earth. 

4  m      Hark !  herald-voices  near 

Lead  on  Thy  happier  day ; 

f  0,  come !  and  our  hosannahs  hear ; 

We  wait  to  strew  Thy  way. 

5  p      Come  as  in  days  of  old, 

With  words  of  grace  and  power : 
m  Gather  us  all  within  Thy  fold, 
And  never  leave  us  more. 

Harriet  Martineau. 

492  Orig.  Ed.  52Q 


IN   MEMORIAM. 


Ifcingocm  of  (Boo. 

8.8.8.4. 


F.  C.  MAKER. 


Mjlir4  e-r«g=gc£g= 


466 


493  Orig.  Ed. 


1  m  FKOM  north  and  south  and  east  and  west, 

When  shall  the  peoples,  long  unblest, 
All  find  their  everlasting  rest, 
p  0  Christ,  in  Thee? 

2  m  When  shall  the  climes  of  ageless  snow 

Be  with  the  Gospel  light  aglow, 
And  all  men  their  Redeemer  know, 
p  0  Christ,  in  Thee? 

3  m  When  on  each  southern  balmy  coast, 

Shall  ransomed  men,  in  countless  host, 
/  Rise,  heart  and  voice,  to  make  sweet  boast, 
0  Christ,  in  Thee? 

4  m  0  "when  in  all  the  orient  lands, 

From  cities  white  and  flaming  sands, 
Shall  men  lift  dedicated  hands, 
p  0  Christ,  to  Thee? 

5  m  0  when  shall  heathen  darkness  roll 

Away  in  light,  from  pole  to  pole, 
And  endless  day  by  every  soul 
p  Be  found  in  Thee? 

6  /  Bring,  Lord,  the  long-predicted  hour, 

The  ages'  diadem  and  flower, 
When  all  shall  find  their  Refuge,  Tower, 
And  Home  in  Thee ! 

G.  T.  Coster. 
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1  m  THE  Lord  will  come  and  not  be  slow, 

His  footsteps  cannot  err ; 
Before  Him  righteousness  shall  go, 
His  royal  harbinger. 

2  p  Truth  from  the  earth,  like  to  a  flower, 

Shall  bud  and  blossom  then ; 
And  justice,  from  her  heavenly  bower, 
Look  down  on  mortal  men. 

3  f  Rise,  Lord,  judge  Thou  the  earth  in  might, 

This  longing  earth  redress ; 
For  Thou  art  He  who  shall  by  right 
The  nations  all  possess. 

4  m  The  nations  all  whom  Thou  hast  made 

Shall  come,  and  all  shall  frame 
To  bow  them  low  before  Thee,  Lord, 
And  glorify  Thy  name. 

5  /  For  great  Thou  art,  and  wonders  great 

By  Thy  strong  hand  are  done  • 
Thou,  in  Thine  everlasting  seat, 
Remainest  God  alone. 

J.  Milton. 
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1  y  THOU,  whose  almighty  word, 

Chaos  and  darkness  heard, 
And  took  their  flight, 

^  Hear  us,  we  humbly  pray ; 
And  where  the  gospel's  day 
Sheds  not  its  glorious  ray, 

/     Let  there  be  light. 

2  m  Thou  who  didst  come  to  bring 

On  Thy  redeeming  wing, 

Healing  and  sight, 
p  Health  to  the  sick  in  mind, 

Sight  to  the  inly  blind, 
/  0  now,  to  all  mankind, 
Let  there  be  light. 

501  Orig.  Ed. 


3  m  Spirit  of  truth  and  love,— 

Life-giving,  holy  Dove, — 
Speed  forth  Thy  flight ; 
Move  on  the  waters'  face, 
Bearing  the  lamp  of  grace, 
And  in  earth's  darkest  place 
/     Let  there  be  light. 

4  in  Blessed  and  holy  Three ! 

Glorious  Trinity ! 

Wisdom!  Love!  Might! 
/  Boundless  as  ocean's  tide 
Rolling  in  fullest  pride, 
Through  the  world  far  and  wide, 
Let  there  be  light. 

J.  Marriott. 
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1    jf  HAIL  to  the  Lord's  anointed : 
Great  David's  greater  Son ! 
Hail,  in  the  time  appointed, 
His  reign  on  earth  begun. 
He  comes  to  break  oppression, 

To  set  the  captive  free, 
m  To  take  away  transgression, 
And  rule  in  equity. 
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2  p  He  shall  come  down  like  showers 

Upon  the  fruitful  earth ; 
And  love,  joy,  hope,  like  flowers, 

Spring  in  His  path  to  birth : 
m  Before  Him,  on  the  mountains, 

Shall  peace,  the  herald,  go ; 
And  righteousness,  in  fountains. 
From  hill  to  valley  flow. 

f3        Arabia's  desert  ranger 

To  Him  shall  bow  the  knee: 
The  Ethiopian  stranger 

His  glory  come  to  see: 
With  offerings  of  devotion, 

Ships  from  the  isles  shall  meet, 
To  pour  the  wealth  of  ocean 

In  tribute  at  His  feet. 

f  Kings  shall  fall  down  before  Him 

And  gold  and  incense  bring ; 
All  nations  shall  adore  Him, 

His  praise  all  people  sing: 
For  He  shall  have  dominion 

O'er  river,  sea,  and  shore, 
Far  as  the  eagle's  pinion 

Or  dove's  light  wing  can  soar. 

5  m  For  Him,  shall  prayer  unceasing 

And  daily  vows  ascend ; 
His  kingdom  still  increasing, — 

A  kingdom  without  end. 
p  The  mountain  dews  shall  nourish 

A  seed  in  weakness  sown, 
/  Whose  fruit  shall  spread  and  flourish 

And  shake  like  Lebanon. 

6  O'er  every  foe  victorious, 

He  on  His  throne  shall  rest ; 
From  age  to  age  more  glorious. 

All  blessing  and  all  blest. 
The  tide  of  time  shall  never 

His  covenant  remove ; 
His  name  shall  stand  for  ever ; 

That  name  to  us  is — Love. 

J.  Montgomery. 
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1  /  TELL  it  out  among  the  heathen  that  the  Lord  is  King, 

Tell  it  out,  tell  it  out! 
Tell  it  out  among  the  nations,  bid  them  shout  and  sing : 

Tell  it  out,  tell  it  out 

Tell  it  out  with  adoration  that  He  shall  increase, 
That  the  mighty  King  of  Glory  is  the  King  of  Peace : 
Tell  it  out  with  jubilation,  though  the  waves  may  roar, 
That  He  sitteth  on  the  waterfloods,  our  King  for  evermore. 

2  Tell  it  out  among  the  nations  that  the  Saviour  reigns, 

Tell  it  out,  tell  it  out ! 
Tell  it  out  among  the  heathen,  bid  them  burst  their  chains, 

Tell  it  out,  tell  it  out ! 

??i  Tell  it  out  among  the  weeping  ones  that  Jesus  lives ; 
Tell  it  out  among  the  weary  ones  what  rest  He  gives ; 
Tell  it  out  among  the  sinners  that  He  came  to  save ; 
Tell  it  out  among  the  dying  that  He  triumphed  o'er  the  grave. 

3  /  Tell  it  out  among  the  heathen  Jesus  reigns  above, 

Tell  it  out,  tell  it  out! 
m  Tell  it  out  among  the  nations  that  His  reign  is  love : 

Tell  it  out,  tell  it  out ! 

Tell  it  out  among  the  highways  and  the  lanes  at  home ; 
/  Let  it  ring  across  the  mountains  and  the  ocean  foam ; 
Like  the  sound  of  many  waters  let  our  glad  shout  be, 
Till  it  echo  and  re-echo  from  the  islands  of  the  sea. 

Frances  Ridley  Havergal. 
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1  m  THERE  is  a  river,  deep  and  broad, 

Its  course  no  mortal  knows : 
It  fills  with  joy  the  Church  of  God, 
And  widens  as  it  flows. 

2  Clearer  than  crystal  is  the  stream, 

And  bright  with  endless  day: 
The  waves  with  every  blessing  teem, 
And  life  and  health  convey. 

3  Where'er  they  flow,  contentions  cease, 

And  love  and  meekness  reign; 
The  Lord  Himself  commands  the  peace, 
And  foes  conspire  in  vain. 

4  Along  the  shores,  angelic  bands 

Watch  every  moving  wave ; 
With  holy  joy  their  breast  expands, 
When  men  the  waters  crave. 

5  p  To  them  distressed  souls  repair, 

The  Lord  invites  them  nigh ; 
They  leave  their  cares  and  sorrows  there, 
They  drink,  and  never  die. 

6  /  Flow  on,  sweet  stream,  more  largely  flow, 

The  earth  with  glory  fill; 
Flow  on,  till  all  the  Saviour  know, 
And  all  obey  His  will. 

W.  Hum. 
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1  f  JESUS  shall  reign  where'er  the  sun 

Doth  his  successive  journeys  run : 

His  kingdom  stretch  from  shore  to  shore, 

Till  moons  shall  wax  and  wane  no  more. 

2  m  For  Him  shall  endless  prayer  he  made, 

And  praises  throng  to  crown  His  head ; 
p  His  name  like  sweet  perfume  shall  rise 
With  every  morning  sacrifice. 

3  ?/i  People  and  realms  of  every  tongue 

Dwell  on  His  love  with  sweetest  song ; 
p  And  infant  voices  shall  proclaim 
Their  early  blessings  on  His  name. 

4  m  Blessings  abound  where'er  He  reigns 

The  prisoner  leaps  to  lose  his  chains ; 
p  The  weary  find  eternal  rest, 

And  all  the  sons  of  want  are  blest. 

5  f  Let  every  creature  rise  and  bring 

Peculiar  honours  to  our  King ; 
Angels  descend  with  songs  again, 
And  earth  repeat  the  loud  Amen. 

/.  Watts. 
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1  m  SAviorn,  sprinkle  many  nations, 
p     Fruitful  let  Thv  sorrows  be  ; 

By  Thy  pains  an<J  consolations 
"Draw  the  Gen  tiles  unto  Thee: 

Of  Thy  Cix>ss  the  wondrous  story 

Be  to  all  the  nations  told  ; 

f  Let  them  see  Thee  in  Thy  glory, 

And  Thy  mercy  manifold. 

2  OT  Far  and  wide,  though  all  unknowing, 

Pants   for    Thee   each   mortal 

breast; 

p  Human  tears  for  Thee  are  flowing, 
Human  hearts  in  Thee  would 
rest; 
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Thirsting  as  for  dews  of  even, 
As  the  new-mown  grass  for  rain, 

Thee  they  seek,  as  God  of  heaven, 
Thee  as  Man  for  sinners  slain. 

Saviour,  lo,  the  isles  are  waiting, 
Stretched  the  hand,  and  strained 

the  s;ght, 

For  Thv  Spirit,  new-creating,  flight ; 

Love's  ^:ure  flame  and  wisdom's 

Give  tae  w;rd,  and  cf  the  preacher 

Speed  the   foot  and  touch  the 

tongue, 

Till  on  earth  by  every  creature 
Glory  to  the  Lamb  be  sung. 
A.  C,  Coxe. 
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1  ra  FATHER,  let  Thr  kingdom  come,— 

Let  it  oome  witn  bring  power  ; 

-•••  .-•..•-      • 
y  L  sber  in  the  triumph  boor. 

2  m  As  it  came  in  days  of  old, 

/>  In  die  deepest  heart*  of  mei 

•/.    .---•;-.-,        •  -.-.    •;  .-    -•  - 
/  Let  it  oocoe,  O  God,  again. 

3  Tyrant  thrones  and  idol  shrines, 

•-..  ..,.:.... 

m  Enter  on  Thy  better  reign,— 
Wear  the  oxtwn  of  this  poor  world. 

4  />  O  what  long,  sad  years  have  gone, 

-  .--'."  .  >.-.-:         •       :  ' 

O  what  eres  have  watched  and  wept 

:       -  .-:   .;   •.-..:._•-  .-•.-:• 

5  /  Break,  trioinphant  day  of  God! 

Break  at  last,  our  heart*  to  dieer; 
m.  Throbbing  toids  and  holy  scngs 

"••  -.:  v  :....'.'  :     •    - 

6  y  Eiupiics.  temples,  scepfafK, 

Ma   they  all  for  God  be  wm! 


.  _..•:--      .    .          •  - 
T  •'.'.--.  .-.  .":.;.-  .._:..  :    '  . 
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1  m      COME,  kingdom  of  our  God, 

Blest  reign  of  light  and  love, 
Shed  peace  and  hope  and  joy  abroad, 
And  wisdom  from  above. 

2  p      Over  our  spirits  first 

Extend  Thy  healing  reign ; 
Then  raise  and  quench  the  sacred  thirst 
That  never  pains  again. 

3  /      Come,  kingdom  of  our  God, 

And  make  the  broad  earth  Thine ; 
Stretch  o'er  her  lands  and  isles  the  rod 
That  flowers  with  grace  divine. 

4  m      Soon  may  all  tribes  be  blest 

With  fruit  from  Life's  glad  tree ; 
And  in  its  shade  like  brothers  rest, 
Sons  of  one  family. 

5  /      Come,  kingdom  of  our  God, 

And  raise  Thy  glorious  throne 
In  worlds  by  the  undying  trod, 
Where  God  shall  bless  His  own. 

J.  Johns. 
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1  w  FKOM  Greenland's  icy  mountains, 

Prom  India's  coral  strand, 
Where  Afric's  sunny  fountains 

Roll  down  their  golden  sand, 
From  many  an  ancient  river, 

From  many  a  palmy  plain, 
They  call  us  to  deliver 

Their  land  from  error's  chain. 

2  p  What  though  the  spicy  breezes 

Blow  soft  on  Ceylon's  isle ; 
Though  every  prospect  pleases, 

And  only  man  is  vile ; 
In  vain  with  lavish  kindness, 

The  gifts  of  God  are  strown ; 
The  heathen,  in  his  blindness, 

Bows  down  to  wood  and  stone. 
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3  m  Can  we,  whose  souls  are  lighted 

With  wisdom  from  on  high, — 
Can  we  to  men  benighted 

The  lamp  of  life  deny  ? 
/  Salvation!  0  salvation! 

The  joyful  sound  proclaim, 
Till  each  remotest  nation 

Has  learned  Messiah's  name. 

4  Waft,  waft,  ye  winds,  His  story ; 

And  you,  ye  waters,  roll, 
Till,  like  a  sea  of  glory, 

It  spreads  from  pole  to  pole ; 
Till  o'er  our  ransomed  nature, 

The  Lamb  for  sinners  slain, 
Redeemer,  King,  Creator, 

In  bliss  returns  to  reign. 

E.  Heber. 


WINCHESTER  NEW. 
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510  Orig.  Ed. 


1  m  0  SPIRIT  of  the  living  God, 

In  all  Thy  plenitude  of  grace, 
Where'er  the  foot  of  man  hath  trod, 
Descend  on  our  apostate  race. 

2  Give  tongues  of  fire  and  hearts  of  love 
To  preach  the  reconciling  word: 
Give  power  and  unction  from  above, 
Whene'er  the  joyful  sound  is  heard. 

3  Be  darkness,  at  Thy  coming,  light : 
Confusion,  order  in  Thy  path ; 

Souls  without  strength  inspire  with  might ; 
Bid  mercy  triumph  over  wrath. 

4/0  Spirit  of  the  Lord,  prepare 

All  the  round  earth  her  God  to  meet ; 
p  Breathe  Thou  abroad  like  morning  air, 
Till  hearts  of  stone  begin  to  beat. 

5  m  Baptize  the  nations,  far  and  nigh ; 

The  triumphs  of  the  cross  record : 

The  name  of  Jesus  glorify, 

Till  every  kindred  call  Him  Lord. 

6  /  God  from  eternity  hath  willed 

All  flesh  shall  His  salvation  see ; 
m  So  be  the  Father's  love  fulfilled, 

The  Saviour's  sufferings  crowned  through  Thee. 

/.  Montgomery. 
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1  /  HARK  !  the  song  of  Jubilee, 
Loud  as  mighty  thunder's  roar, 
Or  the  fulness  of  the  sea, 
When  it  breaks  upon  the  shore ; 
Hallelujah !  for  the  Lord 
God  omnipotent  shall  reign : 
Hallelujah !  let  the  word 
Echo  round  the  earth  and  main, 

-2      Hallelujah !  hark !  the  sound, 
From  the  centre  to  the  skies, 
Wakes  above,  beneath,  around, 
All  creation's  harmonies ; 

617  Orig.  Ed. 


m  See  Jehovah's  banner  furled, 
Sheathed  His  sword :  He  speaks— 

'tis  done ; 

And  the  kingdoms  of  this  world 
Are  the  kingdoms  of  His  Son. 

3  /  He  shall  reign  from  pole  to  pole, 

With  illimitable  sway ; 
p  He  shall  reign,  when  like  a  scroll 
Yonder  heavens  have  passed  away : 
Then  the  end ; — beneath  His  rod 
Man's  last  enemy  shall  fall ; 
/  Hallelujah !  Christ  in  God, 
God  in  Christ,  is  all  in  all. 

J.  Montgomery. 
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I. 


/  0  NORTH,  with  all  thy  vales  of  green, 

0  South,  with  all  thy  palms, 
From  peopled  town  and  fields  between 

Uplift  the  voice  of  psalms ; 
Raise,  ancient  East,  the  anthem  high, 
And  let  the  youthful  West  reply. 

o_ 

m  Lo !  in  the  clouds  of  heaven  appears 

God's  well-beloved  Son ; 
He  brings  a  train  of  brighter  years ; 

His  kingdom  is  begun ; 
He  comes  a  guilty  world  to  bless 
With  mercy,  truth,  and  righteousness. 
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3. 

/  0  Father,  haste  the  promised  hour 

AVhen  at  His  feet  shall  lie 
All  rule,  authority,  and  power 

Beneath  the  ample  sky,  [pole, 
When  He  shall  reign  from  pole  to 
The  Lord  of  every  human  soul ; 

4. 
m  When  all  shall  heed  the  words  He  said 

Amid  their  daily  cares, 
And  by  the  loving  life  He  led 

Shall  seek  to  pattern  theirs ;   rwjn 
/  And  He  who  conquered  death  shall 
The  nobler  conquest  over  sin. 

W.  C.  Bryant. 


ST.  BERNARD. 


ZTbe  Kingdom  of  (Boo. 

C.M.  Tochter  Sion,  1741. 
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THY  kingdom  come — on  bended  knee 

The  passing  ages  pray ; 
And  faithful  souls  have  yearned  to  see 

On  earth  that  kingdom's  day. 

2  p  But  the  slow  watches  of  the  night 

Not  less  to  God  belong, 
/  And  for  the  everlasting  Right 
The  silent  stars  are  strong. 

3  in  And  lo !  already  on  the  hills 

The  flags  of  dawn  appear ; 
/  Gird  up  your  loins,  ye  prophet  souls, 
Proclaim  the  clay  is  near : 

4  m  The  day  in  whose  clear-shining  light 

All  wrong  shall  stand  revealed, 
/  When  justice  shall  be  clothed  with  might, 
m      And  every  hurt  be  healed : 

5  When  knowledge,  hand  in  hand  with  peace. 

Shall  walk  the  earth  abroad, — 
/  The  day  of  perfect  righteousness, 
The  promised  day  of  God. 

F.  L.  Hosmer. 
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m  SPEED  Thy  servants,  Saviour,  speed 

them, 

Thou  art  Lord  of  winds  and  waves ; 
They  were  bound,  but  Thou  hast  freed 

them, 

Now  they  go  to  free  the  slaves  ; 
p  Be  Thou  with  them : 

/     'Tis  Thine  arm  alone  that  saves. 

2. 

p  Friends  and  home  and  all  forsaking, 
m      Lord,  they  go  at  Thy  command, 
As  their  stay  Thy  promise  taking, 

While  they  traverse  sea  and  land : 
p  0  be  witli  them  ! 

f      Lead  them  safely  by  the  hand. 

3. 

p  When  they  reach  theland  of  strangers, 

And  the  prospect  dark  appears, 
Nothing  seen  but  toils  and  dangers, 
Nothing  felt  but  doubts  and  fears, 

/  Be  Thou  with  them;      [tears. 

'p      Hear  their  sighs,  and  count  their 
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no    fruit  appears  to  cheer 
them, 

And  they  seem  to  toil  in  vain  ; 
Then  in  mercy,  Lord,   draw   near 

them, 
Then  their  sinking  hopes  sustain  : 

Thus  supported, 
Let  their  zeal  revive  again. 


p  In  the  midst  of  opposition, 
m      Let  them  trust,  0  Lord,  in  Thee, 
When  success  attends  their  mission, 

Let  Thy  servants  humbler  be  ; 
p  Never  leave  them, 

Till  Thy  Face  in  heaven  they  see  :  — 

6. 

/  There  to  reap  in  joy  for  ever  [sown  ; 
Fruit  that  grows  from  seed  here 
There  to  be  with  Him  who  never 
Ceases  to  preserve  His  own  ; 

And  with  gladness 
Give  the  praise  to  Him  alone. 

T.  Kelly. 
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i. 


HOME  MISSIONS. 


m  LOOK  from  Thy  sphere  of  endless  day, 
0  God  of  mercy  and  of  might ; 

p  In  pity  look  on  those  who  stray 
Benighted,  in  this  land  of  light. 

o_ 

m  In  peopled  vale,  in  lonely  glen, 
In  crowded  mart,  by  stream  or  sea, 
How  many  of  the  sons  of  men 


Send  forth  Thy  heralds,  Lord,  to  call 
The  thoughtless  young,  the  hardened 
A  scattered  homeless  flock,  till  all  [old, 
Be  gathered  to  Thy  peaceful  fold. 

4. 

Send  them  Thy  mighty  word  to  speak, 
Till  faith-shall  dawn,  and  doubt  depart, 
To  awe  the  bold,  to  stay  the  weak, 


Hear  not  the  message  sent  from  Thee,  p  And  bind  and  heal  the  broken  heart. 

5. 

m  Then  all  these  wastes,  a  dreary  scene, 
That  make  us  sadden  as  we  gaze, 
Shall  grow,  with  living  waters,  green, 
/  And  lift  to  heaven  the  voice  of  praise. 

W.  C.  Bryant, 
5\9  Orig.  Ed.  539 


Divine  Call. 


LYNCH. 


C.M.  D. 


H.  BAKER,  Mu.s.  Bac. 


vioo 

*4-  Q  O  Copyright,  1903,  l>y  W.  Ciarrett  Horder. 

1  m  THE  Lord  is  rich  and  merciful,  He  shall  be  to  thee  like  the  sea, 

The  Lord  is  very  kind; 
0  come  to  Him,  come  now  to  Him, 
With  a  believing  mind. 


His  comforts  they  shall  strengthen 
Like  flowing  waters  cool ;     [thee, 

And  He  shall  for  thy  spirit  be 
A  fountain  ever  full. 


2/  The  Lord  is  glorious  and  strong, 

Our  God  is  very  high : 
0  trust  in  Him,  trust  now  in  Him, 

And  have  security.  | 

531  Orig.  Ed.  540 


And  thou  shalt  surely  feel 
His  wind,  that  bloweth  healthily, 
Thy  sicknesses  to  heal. 


3  m  The  Lord  is  wonderful  and  wise, 

As  all  the  ages  tell ; 
0  learn  of  Him,  learn  now  of  Him, 

Then  with  thee  it  is  well. 
And  with  His  light  thou  shalt  be 
Therein  to  work  and  live :  [blest, 
p  And  He  shall  be  to  thee  a  rest. 
When  evening  hours  arrive. 

T.  T.  Lynch. 
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lm  0  JESU,  Thou  art  standing 

Outside  the  fast-closed  door, 
In  lowly  patience  waiting 

To  pass  the  threshold  o'er  ; 
Shame  on  us,  Christian  brethren, 

His  name  and  sign  who  bear, 
0  shame,  thrice  shame  upon  us, 

To  keep  Him  standing  there. 

2      0  Jesu,  Thou  art  knocking, 

And  lo  !  that  hand  is  scarred, 


p 


And  thorns  Thy  brow  encircle, 
And  tears  Thy  face  have  marred  : 


m  0  love  that  passeth  knowledge 

So  patiently  to  wait ! 
0  sin  that  hath  no  equal 
So  fast  to  bar  the  gate ! 

3  p  0  Jesu,  Thou  art  pleading 

In  accents  meek  and  low, 

'  I  died  for  you,  My  children, 

And  will  ye  treat  Me  so  ?; 

m  0  Lord,  with  shame  and  sorrow, 

We  open  now  the  door ; 
f  Dear  Saviour,  enter,  enter, 
And  leave  us  never  more. 

W.  W.  How. 
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541 


Gbe  S>iv>ine  Call. 

ANIM/t  NJMINUM.tlsT  TUNE.]  8.7.8.7. 


SEE 


A.  T.  BLANCHET. 
-4- 


-9r=2 


"P 


rn 
g'^Jg^J-^U-J-gi 

p-         ~:Tr5 R-o  QTo=^ 


A-men. 


FIRENZE.  [2SDTTOE.] 


Copyiiglit,  1U05,  by  W.  Garrett  Border. 


8.7.8.7. 


GlOVAMMARIA   CASIHI. 
Harmonized  by  E.  Moss. 


r  PfT 


T~ 


A  -  men. 


542 


Divine  Call. 
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Unison.  1   m  SOULS  of  men !  why  will  ye  scatter 

Like  a  crowd  of  frightened  sheep? 
Foolish  hearts !  why  will  ye  wander 
From  a  love  so  true  and  deep? 

Harmony.  2        Was  there  ever  kindest  shepherd, 

Half  so  gentle,  half  so  sweet, 
As  the  Saviour  who  would  have  us 
Come  and  gr.ther  round  His  feet  ? 

•    Unison.  3   /  There's  a  wideness  in  God's  mercy 

Like  the  wideness  of  the  sea ; 
m  There's  a  kindness  in  His  justice 
Which  is  more  than  liberty. 

Harmony.  4  p  There  is  no  place  where  earth's  sorrows 

Are  more  felt  than  up  in  heaven ; 

There  is  no  place  where  earth's  failings 

Have  such  kindly  judgment  given. 

Unison.  5    /  There  is  grace  enough  for  thousands 

Of  new  Avorlds  as  great  as  this ; 
There  is  room  for  fresh  creations 
In  that  upper  home  of  bliss. 

Harmony.  6        For  the  love  of  God  is  broader 

Than  the  measures  of  man's  mind; 
And  the  heart  of  the  Eternal 
Is  most  wonderf  ully  kind. 

Unison.  1   m  If  our  love  were  but  more  simple, 

We  should  take  Him  at  His  word ; 
And  our  lives  would  be  all  sunshine 
In  the  sweetness  of  our  Lord. 

F.  W.  Faber. 
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Copyright,  1905,  by  W.  Garrett  Holder. 

£>      KNOCKING,  knocking !  who  is  there 
Waiting,  waiting,  oh,  how  fair ! 

m  'Tis  a  Pilgrim,  strange  and  kingly, 
Never  such  was  seen  before ; 

p  Ah !  my  soul,  for  such  a  wonder, 
Wilt  thou  not  undo  the  door  ? 

p      Knocking,  knocking !    Still  He 's  there, 
Waiting,  waiting,  wondrous  fair ; 

m  But  the  door  is  hard  to  open, 
For  the  weeds  and  ivy- vine, 
With  their  dark  and  clinging  tendrils, 
Ever  round  the  hinges  twine. 


3    p      Knocking,  knocking !    What,  still  there 

Waiting,  waiting,  grand  and  fair ; 
m  Yes,  the  pierced  hand  still  knocketh, 

And  beneath  the  crowned  hair 

Beam  the  patient  eyes,  so  tender, 

Of  thy  Master,  waiting  there. 

Harriet  B.  Stowe. 
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p      SWEET  is  the  Spirit's  strain ; 
Breath'd  by  soft  pleadings  inly  heard, 
By  all  the  heart's  deep  fountains,  stirr'd 
By  conscience,  and  the  written  word ; 

m      Come,  wanderers,  home  again ! 

2. 

The  Bride  repeats  the  call ; 
By  high  thanksgiving,  lowly  prayer, 
By  days  of  rest  and  fostering  care, 
By  holy  rites,  that  all  may  snare ; 
p      She  whispers,  Come !  to  all. 


3. 

/      Let  him  who  hears  say,  Come ! 
If  thou  hast  been  sin's  willing  slave, 
If  thou  art  risen  from  that  grave, 
Thy  sleeping  brethren  seek  to  save, 
And  call  the  wanderers  home. 

4. 

in      And  let  all  come  wno  thirst ; 
Freely  for  every  child  of  woe 
The  streams  of  living  waters  flovr, 
And  whosoever  will  may  go 
Where  healing  fountains  burst. 


629  Orig.  Ed. 


5. 

There,  drink,  and  be  at  rest ; 
On  Him  who  died  for  thee  believe ; 
The  Spirit's  quickening  grace  receive ; 
No  more  the  God  who  seeks  thee  grieve ; 
Be  holy  and  be  blest ! 

J.  Anttice, 
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1  p  ART  thou  weary,  art  thou  languid, 

Art  thou  sore  distrest  ? 
/  '  Come  to  Me,'  saith  One,  '  and  coming 
Be  at  rest.' 

2  m  Hath  He  marks  to  lead  me  to  Him, 

If  He  be  my  guide  ? 

p  '  In  His  feet  and  hands  are  wound-prints, 
And  His  side.' 

3  /  Is  there  diadem,  as  Monarch, 

That  His  brow  adorns  ? 
'  Yea,  a  crown,  in  very  surety : 
But  of  thorns.' 

4  m  If  I  find  Him,  if  I  follow, 

What  His  guerdon  here  ? 
p  'Many  a  sorrow,  many  a  labour, 
Many  a  tear.' 

5  m  If  I  still  hold  closely  to  Him, 

What  hath  He  at  last  ? 

f  '  Sorrow  vanquish'd,  labour  ended, 

Jordan  past.' 

6  m  If  I  ask  Him  to  receive  me 

Will  He  say  me  nay  ? 

/  '  Not  till  earth  and  not  till  heaven 

Pass  away ! ' 

7  m,  Finding,  following,  keeping,  struggling, 

Is  He  sure  to  bless  'I 
f  Saints,  apostles,  prophets,  martyrs, 
Answer, '  Yes.' 

Stephen  the  Sabaite,  tr.  J.  M.  Necde. 
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1  TO  JESUS  calls' us  o'er  the  tumult 

Of  our  life's  wild,  restless  sea ; 
Day  by  day  His  sweet  voice  soundeth, 
Saying,  '  Christian,  follow  Me.' 

2  As,  of  old,  St.  Andrew  heard  it 

By  the  Galilean  lake ; 
Turned  from  home  and  toil  and  kindred, 
Leaving  all  for  His  dear  sake. 

3  p  In  our  joys  and  in  our  sorrows, 

Days  of  toil  and  hours  of  ease, 
m  Still  He  calls,  in  cares  and  pleasures, 
That  we  love  Him  more  than  these. 

4  Jesus  calls  us, — from  the  worship 

Of  the  vain  world's  golden  store, 
From  each  idol  that  would  keep  us,— 
Saying,  '  Christian,  love  Me  more.' 

5  Jesus  calls  us,— by  Thy  mercies, 

Saviour,  make  us  hear  Thy  call, 

Give  our  hearts  to  Thine  obedience, 

Serve  and  love  Thee  best  of  all. 

Cecil  Frances  Alexander. 
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Ethel -Her      of     the     fold,     mBut      one     was    out    on  the  hills    a  -  way, 
they  not  e-nough  for     Thee?' But  the  Shepherd  made  an  -swer:'This   of  Mine 
deep  were  the  wa-ters  crossed  •Norhowdarkwastnenightthatthe  Lord  passed  thro', 
markoutthemountain'strack?'jo 'They  wereshed  for     one  who  had  gone   a -stray 
up  from  the  rock  -  y      steep,       There     rose       a       cry    to  the    gate   of  heaven, 


<^S>— 


off    from  the  gates      of        gold  ; 
Has       wan-dered  a  -  way    from       Me  •, 
Ere  He    found     His     sheep  that  was  lost. 
Ere  the   Shep-herd  could  bring  him     back.'    i 
/'Re   •  ioice  !    I  have  found  My      sheep!' 

-d-    -S- 


p  A    -   way    on  the  moun-tains 

And  al-though  the     road     be 

Out        in       the    desert  He 

'  Lord,  whence  are  Thy  hands  so 

And  the    an  -  gels     ech  -  oed  a 

A 


r 

wild  and  bare,  A  •  way  from  the  ten  -  der  Shep-herd  s  care, 

rough  and  steep,  /I  go  to  the  desert  to  find  My  sheep, 

heard  its  cry —  .  .  .  Sick  and  help-lesr,andrea-dy  to  die. 

rent  and  torn  ?'j)' They  are  pierc-ed  to-night  by  ma  -  nya  thurn. 

round  the  thronr.  '  Re  -  joice  !  for  the  Lord  brings  back  His  own  ! ' 

ill  •  — 
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A-men. 


623  Orig.  Ed 


Elizabeth  Cecilia  Clephane. 


COME  UNTO  ME. 


TTbe  Divine  Call, 

7.6.7.6.  D. 


J.  B.  DYKES,  Mus.  Doc. 
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1  m  'COME  unto  Me,  ye  weary, 

And  I  will  give  you  rest,' 
0  blessed  voice  of  Jesus, 

Which  conies  to  hearts  oppressed. 
It  tells  of  benediction, 

Of  pardon,  grace,  and  peace, 
Of  joy  that  hath  no  ending, 

Of  love  which  cannot  cease. 

2  '  Come  unto  Me,  dear  children, 

And  I  will  give  you  Light.' 
0  loving  voice  of  Jesus, 

Which  comes  to  cheer  the  night. 
p  Our  heart"  were  filled  with  sadness, 

And  we  had  lost  our  way, 
/  But  morning  brings  us  gladness. 

And  songs  the  break  of  day. 


3  p  '  Como  unto  Me,  ye  fainting, 

And  I  will  give  you  Life/ 
0  peaceful  voice  of  Jesus, 

Which  comes  to  end  our  strife. 
/  The  foe  is  stern  and  eager, 

The  fight  is  fierce  and  long, 
But  Thou  hast  made  us  mighty, 

And  stronger  than  the  strong. 

4  '  And  whosoever  cometh 

I  will  not  cast  him  out.' 
p  0  patient  love  of  Jesus, 

Which  drives  away  our  doubt ; 
Which  calls  us,  very  sinners, 

Unworthy  though  we  be 
/  Of  love  so  free  and  boundless, 

To  come,  dear  Lord,  to  Thee ! 


524  Orig.  Ed. 


549 


W.  C. 


S>iv>ine  Call. 

L.M.  Geistliche  Gescinye,  1625. 
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527  Orig.  Ed. 


1  m  TAKE  up  thy  cross,  the  Saviour  .said, 

If  thou  wouldst  My  disciple  be ; 
Take  up  thy  cross  with  willing  heart, 
And  humbly  follow  after  Me. 

2  Take  up  thy  cross ;  let  not  its  weight 
Fill  thy  weak  soul  with  vain  alarm ; 

/  His  strength  shall  bear  thy  spirit  up, 
And  brace  thy  heart,  and  nerve  thy  arm. 

3  m  Take  up  thy  cross,  nor  heed  the  shame, 

And  let  thy  foolish  pride  be  still ; 
p  The  Lord  refused  not  e'en  to  die 
Upon  a  cross,  on  Calvary's  hill. 

4  Take  up  thy  cross,  then,  in  His  strength 
m  And  calmly  sin's  wild  deluge  brave ; 

'Twill  guide  thee  to  a  better  home, 
And  point  to  glory  o'er  the  grave. 

5  Take  up  thy  cross,  and  follow  on, 
p  Nor  think  till  death  to  lay  it  down ; 

For  only  he  who  bears  the  cross 
/  May  hope  to  wear  the  glorious  crown. 

C.  W.Everest. 
550 


HALDON. 


Divine  Call. 

12.11.12.11. 


F.  TOZEB,  Mus.  Doc. 
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Copyright,  1905,  by  W.  Garrett'Hordor. 


m  0  COME  to  the  merciful  Saviour  who  calls  you, 

O  come  to  the  Lord  who  forgives  and  forgets, 
p  Though  dark  be  the  fortune  on  earth  that  befalls  you, 
/     There's  a  bright  home  above  where  the  sun  never  sets. 

2  m  0  come,  then,  to  Jesus,  whose  arms  are  extended 

To  fold  His  dear  children  in  closest  embrace  ; 
f  0  come,  for  your  exile  will  shortly  be  ended, 
And  Jesus  will  show  you  His  beautiful  face. 

3  m  Then  come  to  the  Saviour,  whose  mercy  grows  brighter 

The  longer  you  look  at  the  depth  of  His  love  : 
And  fear  not  !  'tis  Jesus  !  and  life's  cares  grow  lighter 
As  you  think  of  the  home  and  the  glory  above. 

4/0  come,  then,  to  Jesus,  and  say  how  you  love  Him, 
And  vow  at  His  feet  you  will  keep  'in  His  grace  ; 
p  For  one  tear  that  's  shed  by  a  sinner  will  move  Him, 
m      And  your  sins  will  be  lost  in  His  tender  embrace. 

F.  W.  Faber. 

632  Orig.  Ed.  55! 


ERSKINE. 


Ube  S>i\?ine  Call. 

8.8.8.6. 


W.  H.  GLADSTONE. 
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i. 

m  FOB  ever  round  the  Mercy-seat 

The  lights  of  Love  shall  quenchless  burn ; 
p  But  what  if,  habit-bound,  thy  feet 
Shall  lack  the  will  to  turn  ? 


1108  Orig.  Ed. 


m  What  if  thine  eye  refuse  to  see, 

Thine  ear  of  Heaven's  free  welcome  fail. 
And  thou  a  willing,  captive  be, 

p         Thyself  thy  own  dark  jail  ? 

3. 

Oh,  doom  beyond  the  saddest  guess, 
As  the  long  years  of  God  unroll, 
To  make  thy  dreary  selfishness 
The  prison  of  a  soul ! 

4. 
in  To  doubt  the  Love  that  fain  would  break 

The  fetters  from  thy  self-bound  limb, 
p  And  dream  that  God  can  thee  forsake 
As  thou  forsakest  Him ! 

/.  G.  Whittier. 

552 


TTbe  HUvine  Call. 

10.10.10.10. 


E.  J.  HOPKINS,  Mus.  Doc. 
Harmonized  by  Sir  A.  S.  SULLIVAN,  Mus.  Doc 
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1  ??i  CHRIST  in  His  heavenly  garden  walks  all  day, 

And  calls  to  souls  upon  the  world's  highway ; 
p  Wearied  with  trifles,  raaim'd  and  sick  with  sin, 
m  Christ  by  the  gate  stands,  and  invites  them  in. 

2  'How  long,  unwise,  will  ye  pursue  your  woe? 
Here  from  the  throne  sweet  waters  ever  go : 
Here  the  white  lilies  shine  like  stars  above: 
Here  in  the  red  rose  burns  the  face  of  Love. 

3  '  "Tis  not  from  earthly  paths  I  bid  you  flee, 
But  lighter  in  My  ways  your  feet  will  be : 
'Tis  not  to  summon  you  from  human  mirth, 
But  add  a  depth  and  sweetness  not  of  earth. 

4  '  Still  by  the  gate  I  stand  as  on  ye  stray : 
Turn  your  steps  hither :  am  not  I  the  Way  ? 

p  The  sun  is  falling  fast ;  the  night  is  nigh : 
Why  will  ye  wander  ?    Wherefore  will  ye  die  ?' 

F.  T.  Pair/rave. 
1105  Orig.  Ed.  553 
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AMOR  CATHOLICA.  [2ya>  TUNE.]    10.10.10.10.4. 


D.  F.  TOTEY. 
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IReturn  to  <3oo. 
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496  i. 

/  GATHER  us  in,  Thou  Love  that  fillest  all, 

Gather  our  rival  faiths  withinThyfold, 

in  Rend  each  man's  temple's  veil  and 

bid  it  fall,  [been  of  old ; 

That  we  may  know  that  Thou  hast 

/  Gather  us  in. 

2. 

m  Gather  us  in :  we  worship  only  Thee ; 
In  varied  names  we  stretch  a  common 

hand ; 

In  diverse  forms  a  common  soul  we  see ; 
In  many  ships  we  seek  one  spirit-land ; 
f  Gather  us  in. 

3. 

in  Each  sees  one  colour  of  Thy  rainbow- 
light,  [heaven ; 
Each  looks  upon  one  tint  and  calls  it 
/Thou  art  the  fulness  of  our  partial 
sight ;  [seven ; 
We  are  not  perfect  till  we  find  the 
Gather  us  in. 


nil  Orlg.  Ed. 


*  For  use  on  missionary  occasions. 
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Thine  is  the  mystic  life  great  India 

craves, 

Thine  is  the  Parsee's  sin-destroying 

beam,  [tossing  waves, 

Thine  is  the  Buddhist's    rest   from 

Thine  is  the  empire  of  vast  China's 

/  Gather  us  in.          [dream ; 

5. 

Thine  is  the  Roman's  strength  without 

his  pride,  [its  graves, 

Thine  is  the  Greek's  glad  world  without 

Thine  is  Judaea's  lav/  with  love  beside, 

The  truth  that  censures  and  the  grace 

f  Gather  us  in.    [that  saves ; 

6. 
m  Some  seek  a  Father  in  the  heavens 

above, 

Some  ask  a  human  image  to  adore, 
Some  cravea  spirit  vastas  lif  e  and  love : 
Within  Thy  mansions  we  have  all  and 
/  Gather  us  in.          [more ; 

G. 


AUGUSTINE. 


ZTbe  IReturn  to  Goo. 

S.M.  PETER  ABELARD  (?). 
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LIKE  Noah's  weary  dove 
That  soared  the  earth  around, 
But  not  a  resting-place  above 
The  cheerless  waters  found; 


1113  Orig.  Ed. 


•m      0  cease,  my  wandering  soul, 

On  restless  wing  to  roam : 
p  All  the  wide  world,  to  either  pole, 

Has  not  for  thee  a  home. 

3. 

m      Behold  the  ark  of  God, 
Behold  the  open  door ! 
Hasten  to  gain  that  clear  abode, 
And  rove,  my  soul,  no  more. 

4. 

There  safe  thou  shalt  abide, 
There  sweet  shall  be  thy  rest, 
And  every  longing  satisfied, 
With  full  salvation  blest. 

W.  A.  Miihlenberg. 
55G 


HOLLEY. 


"Return  to  <3o&. 

L.M. 


G.  HEWS. 


498  1    m  SAVIOUR  divine,  I  come  to  Thee, — 

I  yield,  a  captive,  to  Thy  sway, 
That  Love's  gold  chain  may  set  me  free 
For  all  the  burden  of  the  day. 

2  p  Many  there  be  that  seek  Thy  face 

To  meet  the  hour  of  parting  breath, 

m  But  'tis  for  earth  I  need  Thy  grace, — 

Life  is  more  solemn  still  than  death. 

3  When  morning  gilds  the  porch  of  day, 
p  I  feel  so  vile  amid  the  glow 

That  I  should  faint,  didst  Thou  not  say, 
m  '  I  make  thee  whiter  than  the  snow  ! ' 

4  When  noontide  brings  its  work  to  all, 
I  find  my  task  so  hard  to  be, 

p  That  I  should  sink,  didst  Thou  not  call, 
m  '  My  strength  is  perfected  in  thee  ! ' 

5  p  When  darkness  leads  the  world  to  rest, 

The  silent  burden  of  the  night 
Would  crush,  but  for  Thy  message  blest, 
'  At  evening  time  there  shall  be  Tight ! ' 
G  m  Oh,  may  these  streams  of  golden  light 

To  all  my  desert  way  be  given, 
/  Till  faith  itself  is  lost  in  sight, 

And  days  on  earth  be  days  of  heaven. 


1114  Orig.  Ed.,  vv.  2  <fe  3  omitted. 
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G.  Matheson 


Ube  IReturn  to 


ARMAGEDDON. 


6.5.,  12  lines. 

Adapted  by  Sir  J.  Goss,  Mus.  Doc. 
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Ube  IReturn  to  <3oo. 


499 


1    /  WHO  is  on  the  Lord's  side  ? 
Who  will  serve  the  King  ? 
Who  will  be  His  helpers 
Other  lives  to  bring  ? 
Who  will  leave  the  world's  side  1 

Who  will  face  the  foe  ? 
Who  is  on  the  Lord's  side  1 

Who  will  for  Him  go  ? 
/>          By  Thy  call  of  mercy, 

By  Thy  grace  divine, 
f         We  are  on  the  Lord's  side, 
p  Saviour,  we  are  Thine  1 

m  Not  for  weight  of  glory, 

Nor  for  crown  and  palm, 
Enter  we  the  army, 

Raise  the  warrior  psalm ; 
p  But  for  love  that  claimeth 
Lives  for  whom  He  died, 
in  He  whom  Jesus  nameth 
Must  be  on  His  side. 
By  Thy  love  constraining, 

By  Thy  grace  divine, 
f         We  are  on  the  Lord's  side, 
p  Saviour,  we  are  Thine ! 


1119  Orig.  Ed. 
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3  m  Fierce  may  be  the  conflict, 

Strong  may  be  the  foe, 
/  But  the  King's  own  army 

None  can  overthrow. 
Round  His  standard  ranging, 

Victory  is  secure ! 
For  His  truth  unchanging 
Makes  the  triumph  sure. 
in         Joyfully  enlisting 

By  Thy  grace  divine, 
/         We  are  on  the  Lord's  side, 
Saviour,  we  are  Thine ! 

4  m  Chosen  to  be  soldiers 

In  an  alien  land, 
'  Chosen,  called,  faithful,' 
For  our  Captain's  band, 
In  the  service  royal 

Let  us  not  grow  cold : 
/  Let  us  be  right  loyal, 

Noble,  true,  and  bold. 
m          Master,  Thou  wilt  keep  us, 

By  Thy  grace  divine, 
Always  on  the  Lord's  side, 
Saviour,  always  Thine ! 
Frances  Ridley  Havergal. 


IReturn  to  (Bo&. 


ST.  MARGARET.  [!ST  TUNE.]        8.8.8.8.G. 


A.  L.  PEACE,  Mus.  Doc. 
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Ube  IReturn  to  (Sofc* 
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Copyright,  1900,  by  W.  Garrett  Horder. 
1. 

m  0  LOVE  that  wilt  not  let  me  go, 
p  I  rest  my  weary  soul  on  Thee ; 
m  I  give  Thee  back  the  life  I  owe, 
That  in  Thine  ocean  depths  its  flow 
May  richer,  fuller  be. 


0  Light  that  followest  all  my  way, 
p  I  yield  my  flickering  torch  to  Thee, 

My  heart  restores  its  borrowed  ray, 
m  That  in  Thy  sunshine's  blaze  its  day 
May  brighter,  fairer  be. 


1118  Orig.  £d. 


0  Joy  that  seekest  me  through  pain, 

1  cannot  close  my  heart  to  Thee  ; 

I  trace  the  rainbow  through  the  rain, 
And  feel  the  promise  is  not  vain 
That  morn  shall  tearless  be. 

4. 

p  0  Cross  that  liftest  up  my  head, 
I  dare  not  ask  to  fly  from  Thee  ; 
I  lay  in  dust  life's  glory  dead, 
m  And  from  the  ground  there  blossoms  red 
Life  that  shall  endless  be. 

G.  Matheson. 
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WELLS. 


tTbe  iReturn  to  <3oo* 

7.7.7.7.7.7. 


D. 


M 
for    all !  and    can  . .     it     be  ? 

^2bfifcute 


Can.  . 

_Q- 


I     hope    it 

A    -Q-         I 


is  .     .    for     me'?     p  I,  .    .  who  strayed  so      long.  .      a  -  go, 


Strayed    so     far,   and     fell .  .     so     low !    m  God     is    Love !    I 

_Q-  _Q-  J      -f=>--  -t=>-     ~?E~     _Q_     .Q, 


~^-( 


There   is    love   for   me — e'en   me ! 

^\ 
__*t!? 


2  £>  I,  the  disobedient  child, 

Wayward,  passionate  and  wild ; 
I,  who  left  my  Father's  home 
In  forbidden  ways  to  roam ! 

8  p  I,  who  spurned  His  loving  hold, 
I,  who  would  not  be  controlled ; 
I,  who  would  not  hear  His  call ; 
I,  the  wilful  prodigal ! 

1116  Orig.  Ed. 
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4m  To  my  Father  can  I  go? — 
At  His  feet  myself  I'll  throw ! 
In  His  house  there  yet  may  be 
Place,  a  servant's  place,  for  me. 

5  See,  my  Father  waiting  stands ! 
See,  He  reaches  out  His  hands ! 
Lo !  the  Cross  His  love  reveals, 
Moves  my  heart  by  its  appeals. 
£  Longfellow. 


Eternal  IKflorlfc. 


ALFORD. 


J.  B.  DYKES,  Mus.  Doc. 

^3" 


502 


1  /     TEN  thousand  times  ten  thousand, 

In  sparkling  raiment  bright, 
The  armies  of  the  ransomed  saints 
Throng  up  the  steeps  of  light : 
m     'Tis  finished !  all  is  finished, — 

Their  fight  with  death  and  sin ; 
/  Fling  open  wide  the  golden  gates, 
And  let  the  victors  in. 

2  What  rush  of  hallelujahs 

Fills  all  the  earth  and  sky ! 
What  ringing  of  a  thousand  harps 

Bespeaks  the  triumph  nigh ! 
0  day,  for  which  creation 

And  all  its  tribes  were  made ! 
0  joy,  for  all  its  former  woes 

'A  thousandfold  repaid! 

167  Orig.  Ed.  503 


!  m      Oh,  then,  what  raptured  greetings 

On  Canaan's  happy  shore ! 
What  knitting  severed  friendships  up 

Where  partings  are  no  more ! 
/     Then  eyes  with  joy  shall  sparkle 
p         That  brimmed  with  tearsof  late ; 
m-  Orphans  no  longer  fatherless, 

Nor  widows  desolate. 
t '  :      Bring  near  Thy  great  salvation, 
p         Thou  Lamb  for  sinners  slain ; 
m  Fill  up  the  roll  of  Thine  elect, 
/        Then  take  Thy  power,  and  reign : 
m     Appear,  Desire  of  nations ! 
p         Thine  exiles  long  for  home ;  [sign ; 
Show  in  the  heavens  Thy  promised 
f        Thou  Prince  and  Saviour,  come ! 


FARRANT. 

Mhs= 


Ube  Eternal  Worlfc. 

C.M. 
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1  m  GIVE  me  the  wings  of  faith  to  rise 

Within  the  veil,  and  see 
The  saints  above,  how  great  their  joys, 
How  bright  their  glories  be  ! 

2  p  Once  they  were  mourning  here  below, 

And  wet  their  couch  with  tears  ; 
They  wrestled  hard  as  we  do  now 
With  sins  and  doubts  and  fears. 

3  m  I  ask  them  whence  their  victory  came  V 
/      They,  with  united  breath, 

Ascribe  their  conquest  to  the  Lamb, 
Their  triumph  to  His  death. 

4  m  They  marked  the  footsteps  that  He  trod, 

His  zeal  inspired  their  breast  ; 
And,  following  their  Incarnate  God, 
Possess  the  promised  rest. 

5  /  Our  glorious  Leader  claims  our  praise 

For  His  own  pattern  given, 
While  the  long  cloud  of  witnesses 
Shows  the  same  patli  to  heaven. 


7. 


633  Orig.  Ed. 
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1  m  JERUSALEM,  my  happy  home, 

Name  ever  dear  to  me : 
When  shall  my  labours  have  an  end 
lu  joy  and  peace,  and  thee? 

2  When  shall  these  eyes  thy  heaven- 

built  walls 

And  pearly  gates  behold, 
f  Thy  bulwarks  with  salvation  strong, 
And  streets  of  shining  gold? 

3  m  There  happier  bowers  than  Eden's 

Nor  sin  nor  sorrow  know;  [bloom, 

Blest  seats,  through  rude  and  stormy 

I  onward  press  to  you.     [scenes, 

4  p  Why  should  I  shrink  from  pain  and 

Or  feel  at  death  dismay  ?     [woe, 
/  I've  Canaan's  goodly  land  in  view, 
And  realms  of  endless  day. 

5  m  Apostles,  martyrs,  prophets  there, 

Around  my  Saviour  stand ; 
And  soon  my  friends  in  Christ  below 
Will  join  the  glorious  band. 

6  Jerusalem,  my  happy  home, 

My  soul  still  pants  for  thee : 
Then  shall  my  labours  have  an  end, 
When  I  thy  joys  shall  see. 

F.  B.  P. 
539  Orig.  Ed.  565 
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1  /  THERE  is  a  land  of  pure  delight, 
Where  saints  immortal  reign ; 
Infinite  day  excludes  the  night, 
And  pleasures  banish  pain. 

•2  m  There  everlasting  spring  abides, 
And  never-withering  flowers ; 
p  Death,  like  a  narrow  sea,  divides 
This  heavenly  land  from  ours. 

3  m  Sweet  fields  beyond  the  swelling  flood 

Stand  dressed  in  living  green ; 

So  to  the  Jews  old  Canaan  stood, 

While  Jordan  rolled  between. 

4  ;>  But   timorous   mortals   start   and 

To  cross  this  narrow  sea,  [shrink 
And  linger  shivering  on  the  brink, 
And  fear  to  launch  away. 

•in  0  could  we  make  our  doubts  remove, 

Those  gloomy  doubts  that  rise ; 
And  see  the  Canaan  that  we  love, 
With  unbeclouded  eyes : 

[stood, 
Could  we  but  climb  where  Moses 

And  view  the  landscape  o'er, 
f  Not  Jordan's  streams,  nor  death's 

cold  Hood 

Should  fright  us  from  the  shore. 
/.  Watts. 
35  Orig.  Ed. 
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1  w  GOD  of  the  living,  in  whose  eyes, 

Unveiled  Thy  whole  creation  lies ; 

All  souls  are  Thine ;  we  must  not  say 
p  That  those  are  dead  who  pass  away ;  i 

From  this  our  world  of  flesh  set  free, 
/  We  know  them  living  unto  Thee. 

2  in  Released  from  earthly  toil  and  strife, 

With  Thee  is  hidden  still  their  life; 
Thine  are  their  thoughts,  their  works, 

their  powers, 

All  Thine,  and  yet  most  truly  ours ; 
For  well  we  know,  where'er  they  be, 
/  Our  dead  are  living  unto  Thee. 

5   m  0  Breather  into  men  of  breath, 
0  Holder  of  the  keys  of  death, 
0  Giver  of  the  life  within, 
p  Save  us  from  death,  the  death  of  sin ; 
/  That  body,  soul,  and  spirit,  be 
For  ever  living  unto  Thee. 

J.  Ellerton. 
537  Orig.  Ed.  566 


1  (3m  Not  spilt  like  water  on  the  ground, 
Not   wrapped  in  dreamless  sleep 

profound, 

Not  wandering  in  unknown  despair 
Beyond  Thy  voice,  Thine  arm,  Thy 
Not  left  to  lie  like  fallen  tree ;  [care ; 
/  Not  dead,  but  living  unto  Thee. 

Thy  word  is  true,  Thy  will  is  just ; 
m  ToTheeweleavethem,Lord,intrust ; 

And  blesL  Thee  for  the  love  which 

Thy  Son  to  fill  a  human  grave,  [gave 
/  That  none  might  fear  that  world  to 

Where  all  are  living  unto  Thee,  [see, 
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1. 

m  So  heaven  is  gathering,  one  by  one, 

In  its  capacious  breast, 
All  that  is  pure  and  permanent, 
And  beautiful  and  blest. 


538  Orig.  Ed. 


m  The  family  is  scattered  yet, 

Though  of  one  home  and  heart; 
Part  militant  in  earthly  gloom  ; 
In  heavenly  glory  part. 

3. 

f  But  who  can  speak  the  rapture,  when 

The  number  is  complete  ; 
And  all  the  children  sundered  now 
Around  one  Father  meet? 

4. 

One  fold,  one  shepherd,  one  employ, 

One  everlasting  home, 
Our  Father's  house  from  whose  dear  rest 
No  wanderer  e'er  shall  roam. 

E.  H.  Bickersteth. 
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1  p  Hark  !  hark  !  my      soul,     an    -     gel  -  ic    songs  are    swell  -  ing 


s 


O'er  earth's  green  fields      and       o  -  cean's  wave-  beat       shore  : 
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m  How  sweet  the    truth    those     bless  -  ed  strains  are      tell  -  ing 
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Of      that   new    life    when    sin     shall      be 
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gels      of      light, 
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Sing  -  ing  to      wel  -  come  the    pilgrims  of  the  night.       A-men. 
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2  m  Onward  we  go,  for  still  we  hear  them  singing, 

'  Come,  weary  souls !  for  Jesus  bids  you  come !' 
And,  through  the  dark  its  echoes  sweetly  ringing, 
The  music  of  the  Gospel  leads  us  home. 

3  p  Far,  far  away,  like  hells  at  evening  pealing, 

The  voice  of  Jesus  sounds  o'er  land  and  sea, 
And  laden  souls  by  thousands  meekly  stealing, 
Kind  Shepherd !  turn  their  weary  steps  to  Thee. 

4  m  Rest  comes  at  length :  though  life  be  long  and  dreary, 

The  day  must  dawn  and  darksome  night  be  past ; 
All  journeys  end  in  welcome  to  the  weary, 
And  heaven,  the  heart's  true  home,  will  come  at  last 

5  m  Angels !  sing  on,  your  faithful  watches  keeping, 

Sing  us  sweet  fragments  of  the  songs  above ; 
Till  morning's  joy  shall  end  the  night  of  weeping, 
And  life's  iong  shadows  break  in  cloudless  love. 

F.  W.  Faler. 
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1  ?tt  COME,  let  us  join  our  friends  above, 

That  have  obtained  the  prize, 
And  on  the  eagle  wings  of  love 
To  joys  celestial  rise: 

2  f  Let  all  the  saints  terrestrial  sing, 

With  those  to  glory  gone ; 
For  all  the  servants  of  our  King, 
In  earth  and  heaven,  are  one. 

3  TO  One  family  we  dwell  in  Him, 

One  church,  above,  beneath, 

j)  Though  now  divided  by  the  stream, 

The  narrow  stream  of  death : 

4  /  One  army  of  the  living  God, 

To  His  command  we  bow ; 
p  Part  of  His  host  have  crossed  the  flood, 
And  part  are  crossing  now. 

5  m  Our  spirits  too  shall  quickly  join, 

Like  theirs  with  glory  crowned, 
f  And  shout  to  see  our  Captain's  sign, 
To  hear  His  trumpet  sound. 

6  0  give  us  faith  to  grasp  our  guide ! 

And  when  the  word  is  given ! 
Come,  Lord  of  hosts,  the  waves  divide, 
And  land  us  all  in  heaven ! 

C.  Wesley. 
570 
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Amen. 


jl  II  By  permission  of  Novello  and  Company,  Limited. 

\p  THE  roseate  hues  of  early  dawn,  /  0  for  a  heart  that  never  sins, 

The  brightness  of  the  day,  0  for  a  soul  washed  white, 

The  crimson  of  the  sunset  sky,  0  for  a  voice  to  praise  our  King, 

How  fast  they  fade  away.  "  Nor  weary  day  or  night ! 

/  °  f°r  the  pearly  gates  of  heaven,  3  m  Herefaithisours,andheavenlyhope, 

0  for  the  golden  floor :  And  gmce  to  lead  us  higl,e,. . 


0  for  the  Sun  of  Righteousness 
That  setteth  nevermore ! 

2  p  The  highest  hopes  we  cherish  here, 

How  fast  they  tire  and  faint, 

How  many  a  spot  denies  the  robe 

That  wraps  an  earthly  saint  \ 
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But  there  are  perfectness  and  peace, 

Beyond  our  best  desire. 
p  0  by  Thy  love  and  anguish,  Lord, 

0  by  Thy  life  laid  down : 
/  Grant  that  we  fall  not  from  Thy 
Nor  cast  away  our  crown,  [grace, 
Cecil  Frances  Alexander. 


DEERHURST. 


Eternal 

8.7.8.7.  D. 


J.  LANGRAN,  Mus.  Bac. 
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my,  Limited. 

p  HARK,  the  sound  of  holy  voices  chanting,  at  the.  crystal  sea, 

/  Hallelujah,  Hallelujah,  Hallelujah,  Lord,  to  Thee. 

Multitude,  which  none  can  number,  like  the  stars  in  glory  stands, 
Clothed  in  white  apparel,  holding  palms  of  victory  in  their  hands. 

2  p  They  have  come  from  tribulation,  and  have  washed  their  robes  in  blood, 

Washed  them  in  the  blood  of  Jesus ;  tried  they  were,  and  firm  they  stood : 
Gladly,  Lord,  with  Thee  they  suffered;  gladly,' Lord,  with  Thee  they  died, 
m  And,  by  death,  to  life  immortal  they  were  born  and  glorified. 

3  /  Now  they  reign  with  Thee  in  glory,  now  they  walk  with  Thee  in  white, 

Now  they  drink  as  from  a  river,  holy  bliss  and  infinite ; 

Love  and  peace  they  taste  for  ever,  and  all  truth  and  knowledge  see 

In  the  beatific  vision  of  the  Blessed  Trinity. 

4  m  Word  Incarnate,  One-begotten,  Light  of  light,  Emmanuel, 

In  whose  Body,  joined  together,  all  the  saints  for  ever  dwell ; 
/  Pour  upon  us  of  Thy  fulness,  that  we  may  for  evermore 
God  the  Father,  God  the  Son,  and  God  the  Holy  Ghost  adore. 
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1  m  WHEN  shall  we  meet  again, 

Meet  ne'er  to  sever? 
When  will  peace  wreathe  her  chain 

Round  us  for  ever  ? 
Our  hearts  will  ne'er  repose, 
Safe  from  each  blast  that  blows, 
p  In  this  dark  vale  of  woes ; 

Never,  no,  never. 

2  m  When  shall  love  freely  flow 

Pure  as  life's  river  'i 
When  shall  sweet  friendship  glow 

Changeless  for  ever  ? 
WThere  joys  celestial  thrill, 
Where  bliss  each  heart  shall  fill ; 
p  And  fears  of  parting  chill, 

Never,  no,  never. 


548  Orig.  Ed. 


3  in  Up  to  that  world  of  light 

Take  us,  dear  Saviour ; 
May  we  all  there  unite, 

Happy  for  ever. 
Where  kindred  spirits  dwell, 
/  There  may  our  music  swell, 

And  time  our  joys  dispel, 
p      Never,  no,  never. 

4  m  Soon  shall  we  meet  again, 

Meet  ne'er  to  sever ; 
Soon  shall  peace  wreathe  her  chain 

Round  us  for  ever. 
Our  hearts  will  then  repose, 
Secure  from  earthly  woes ; 
/  Our  song  of  praise  shall  close, 

Never,  no,  never. 

A.  A.  Watts;  verses  2,  3,  4,  S.  F.  Smith 
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Full.     Unison. 


By  permission  of  Novello  and  Company,  Limited. 

1    f  FOR  all  the  Saints  who  from  their  labours  rest, 
Who  Thee  by  faith  before  the  world  confest, 
Thy  Name,  0  Jesu,  be  for  ever  blest. 
Alleluia ! 


Full.    Harmony.  2        Thou  wast  their  Rock,  their  Fortress,  and  their  Might ; 
Thou,  Lord,  their  Captain  in  the  well-fought  fight ; 
Thou  in  the  darkness  drear  their  one  true  Light. 
Alleluia  1 

Men  in  Unison.    ("&        Oh !  may  Thy  soldiers,  faithful,  true,  and  bold, 
Fight  as  the  Saints  who  nobly  fought  of  old, 
And  win,  with  them,  the  victor's  crown  of  gold. 
Alleluia ! 

Full.    Harmony.  4  m  Oh,  blest  communion !  Fellowship  divine ! 
We  feebly  struggle ;  they  in  glory  shine ! 
Yet  all  are  one  in  Thee,  for  all  are  Thine. 
Alleluia ! 

Men  in  Unison.     5    p  And  when  the  strife  is  fierce,  the  warfare  long, 
m  Steals  on  the  ear  the  distant  triumph-song, 
f  And  hearts  are  brave  again,  and  arms  are  strong ! 
Alleluia ! 

Trebles  only.  6   p  The  golden  evening  brightens  in  the  west : 

Soon,  soon,  to  faithful  warriors  coraeth  rest ; 
Sweet  is  the  calm  of  Paradise  the  blest. 
Alleluia ! 

Full.    Harmony.   7    /  But  lo!  there  breaks  a  yet  more  glorious  day; 
The  Saints  triumphant  rise  in  bright  array ; 
The  King  of  Glory  passes  on  His  way ! 
Alleluia ! 

Full.     Unison.      8  ff  From  earth's  wide  bounds,  from  ocean's  farthest  coast, 
Through  gates  of  pearl  streams  in  the  countless  host, 
Singing  to  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost — 
Alleluia ! 

W.  W.  How. 

547  Orlg.  Ed.  575 
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May  be  sung  to  Ewing,  No.  515. 


I. 


p  BRIEF  life  is  here  our  portion ; 

Brief  sorrow,  short-lived  care ; 
in  The  life  that  knows  no  ending, 

The  tearless  life,  is  there. 

2. 

0  happy  retribution ! 

Short  toil,  eternal  rest ; 
For  mortals  and  for  sinners 

A  mansion  with  the  blest ! 

3. 

/  But  now  we  fight  the  battle, 

And  then  shall  wear  the  crown 
Of  full  and  everlasting 
And  passionless  renown ; 

4. 

m  But  He,  whom  now  we  trust  in, 

Shall  then  be  seen  and  known ; 

And  they  that  know  and  see  Him 

Shall  have  Him  for  their  own. 


The  morning  shall  awaken, 
The  shadows  shall  decay, 

And  each  true-hearted  servant 
Shall  shine  as  does  the  day. 

6. 
f  There  God,  our  King  and  Portion, 

In  fulness  of  His  grace, 
Shall  we  behold  for  ever, 
And  worship  face  to  face. 

7. 
in  0  sweet  and  blessed  country, 

The  home  of  God's  elect  ! 

0  sweet  and  blessed  country, 

That  eager  hearts  expect  ! 

8. 
p  Jesu,  in  mercy  bring  us 

To  that  dear  land  of  rest  ; 
/  Who  art,  with  God  the  Father 

And  Spirit,  ever  Blest. 
Bernard  of  Clugny,  tr.  J.  M.  Neale, 
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1  m  JERUSALEM  the  golden, 

With  milk  and  honey  blest, 
p  Beneath  thy  contemplation 

Sink  heart  and  voice  opprest. 
I  know  not,  0,  I  know  not 
/     What  joys  await  us  there, 
What  radiancy  of  glory, 
What  bliss  beyond  compare. 

2  /  They  stand,  those  halls  of  Sion, 

All  jubilant  with  song, 
And  bright  with  many  an  angel, 

And  all  the  martyr  throng ; 
m  The  Prince  is  ever  in  them, 

The  daylight  is  serene : 
The  pastures  of  the  blessed 

Are  decked  in  glorious  sheen. 

552  Orig.  Ed. 


3  /  There  is  the  throne  of  David ; 

And  there,  from  care  released, 
The  shout  of  them  that  triumph, 

The  song  of  them  that  feast ; 
And  they,  who  with  their  Leader 

Have  conquered  in  the  fight, 
For  ever  and  for  ever 

Are  clad  in  robes  of  white. 

4  m  0  sweet  and  blessed  country, 

The  home  of  God's  elect ! 
0  sweet  and  blessed  country 
That  eager  hearts  expect ! 
Jesu,  in  mercy  bring  us 

To  that  dear  land  of  rest ; 
Who  art,  with  God  the  Father 

And  Spirit,  ever  Blest. 
Bernard  of  Clugny,  tr.  J.  M.  Neale. 
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0     Pa-*a-dise  !  0     Pa  -  radise  !  Who  doth  not  crave  for     rest? 


Who  would  not  seek  the     hap  -  py  land  Where  they  that  loved  are  blest : 
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2 p  0  Paradise!  0  Paradise! 

The  world  is  growing  old ; 
Who  would  not  be  at  rest  and  free 
Where  love  is  never  cold ; 

4  m  Lord  Jesu,  King  of  Paradise, 

0  keep  me  in  Thy  love, 
And  guide  me  to  that  happy  land 
Of  perfect  rest  above ; 


3  m  0  Paradise !  0  Paradise ! 
I  want  to  sin  no  more, 
I  want  to  be  as  pure  on  earth 
As  on  thy  spotless  shore ; 
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A.  BERRIDGE. 


1  m  Sun  •  set      ami     eve-ning  star,  And  one  clear  call  for       me  !  .    .    And 

2  Twi-light     and     eve-ning  bell,  And    af  •  ter  that  the       dark!.  .    And 

I        I 


may  there  be     no  moaning  of  the  bar, When    I     put  out    to       sea,         But 
may  there  be     no  sadness  of  farewell.When   I    .    .     em       •      bark  ;  m  For, 


such    a  tide  as   moving  seems  a-sleep,  Too  full  for  sound  and  foam,  ..  When 

though  from  out  our  bourn  of  Timeand  Place  The  floodmay  bear  me  far,   .    .     I 
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that  which  drew  from  out  the  boundless  deep  .  .  Turns  a  -  gain         home, 
hope    to      lee    my     Pilot  face  to  face  When    I  have  crost  the     bar. 


Amen. 


Alfred  Tennyson. 


1120  Orig.  Ed, 
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ST.  MARK. 


Eternal 

8.8.8.8.8.8. 


J.  W.  ELLIOTT. 
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1  m  THE  mourners  came  at  break  of  day 

Unto  the  garden-sepulchre, 
p  With  darkened  hearts  to  weep  and  pray 

For  Him,  the  loved  One  buried  there. 
/  What  radiant  light  dispels  the  gloom  ? 

An  angel  sits  beside  the  tomb. 

2  p  The  earth  doth  mourn  her  treasures  lost, 

All  sepulchred  beneath  the  snow, 
When  wintry  winds  and  chilling  frost 
Have  laid  her  summer  glories  low : 
/  The  spring  returns,  the  flowerets  bloom— 
An  angel  sits  beside  the  tomb. 

3  m  Then  mourn  we  not  beloved  dead, 

E'en  while  we  come  to  weep  and  pray : 
The  happy  spirit  far  hath  fled 
To  brighter  realms  of  endless  day : 
J  Immortal  hope  dispels  the  gloom— 
An  angel  sits  beside  the  tomb. 

Sarah  F.  Adams. 
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M.  VULPIUS. 
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1122  Grig.  Ed. 


1  f  MY  soul,  there  is  a  country 

Afar  beyond  the  stars, 
Where  stands  a  winged  sentry 
All  skilful  in  the  wars. 

2  m  There,  above  noise  and  danger, 

Sweet  Peace  sits  crowned  with  smiles, 
p  And  One  born  in  a  manger 

Commands  the  beauteous  files. 

3  He  left  the  heavenly  City, 

And  (0  my  soul,  awake!) 

Came  in  pure  love  and  pity, 

To  die  here  for  thy  sake. 

4  m  If  thou  canst  get  but  thither, 

There  grows  the  flower  of  Peace, 
The  Rose  that  cannot  wither, 
Thy  fortress,  and  thy  ease. 

5  Leave  then  thy  foolish  ranges, 

For  none  can  thee  secure 
/  But  One,  who  never  changes, 
Thy  God,  thy  Life,  thy  Cure. 

H.  Vaughan  (1621— 1695). 
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1  ^j  I  LONG  for  household  voices  gone, 

For  vanished  smiles  I  long; 
m  But  God  hath  led  my  dear  ones  on, 
And  He  can  do  no  wrong. 

2  I  know  not  what  the  future  hath 

Of  marvel  or  surprise, 
f  Assured  alone  that  life  find  death 
His  mercy  underlies. 

3  p  And  if  my  heart  and  flesh  are  weak 

To  bear  an  untried  pain, 
The  bruised  reed  He  will  not  break, 
But  strengthen  uncl  sustain. 

4  No  offering  of  my  own  I  have, 

Nor  works  my  faith  to  prove ; 
m  I  can  but  give  the  gifts  He  gave, 
And  plead  His  love  for  love. 

5  p  And  so  beside  the  Silent  Sea 

I  wait  the  muffled  oar ; 
m  No  harm  from  Him  can  come  to  me 
On  ocean  or  on  shore. 

6  j9  I  know  not  where  His  islands  lift 

Their  fronded  palms  in  air ; 
m  I  only  know  I  cannot  drift 
Beyond  His  love  and  care. 

J.  G.  Whittier. 
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Ube  Eternal  Motto* 

C.M.  Sir  J.  STAINER,  Mus.  Doc, 
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MY  God,  I  rather  look  to  Thee 

Than  to  niy  fancy  fond, 
And  wait,  till  Thou  reveal  to  me 

That  fair  and  far  Beyond. 

2  I  seek  not  of  Thine  Eden-land 

The  forms  and  hues  to  know, 
What  trees  in  mystic  order  stand, 
What  strange,  sweet  waters  flow ; 

3  What  duties  fill  the  heavenly  day, 

What  converse  glad  and  kind ; 
Or  how  along  each  shining  way 
The  bright  processions  wind. 

4  Oh,  sweeter  far  to  trust  in  Thee 

While  all  is  yet  unknown, 
And  through  the  death-dark  cheerily 
To  walk  with  Thee  alone ! 

5  /In  Thee  my  powers,  my  treasures  live; 

To  Thee  my  life  must  tend ; 
Giving  Thyself,  Thou  all  dost  give, 
0  soul-sufficing  Friend. 

Eliza  Scudder. 
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m      I  HEARD  a  sound  of  voices 

Around  the  great  white  throne, 
/  With  harpers  harping  on  their  harps 

To  Him  that  sat  thereon  ; 
'  Salvation,  glory,  honour  !  ' 

I  heard  the  song  arise, 
As  through  the  courts  of  heaven  it  rolled 
In  wondrous  harmonies. 


A-men. 


1126  Orig.  Ed. 
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ttbe  Eternal 


2  From  every  clime  and  kindred, 

And  nations  from  afar, 
As  serried  ranks  returning  home 

In  triumph  from  a  war ; 
I  heard  the  saints  upraising 

The  myriad  hosts  among, 
In  praise  of  Him  who  died,  and  lives, 

Their  one  glad  triumph-song. 

3  m      I  saw  the  holy  City, 

The  new  Jerusalem, 
Come  down  from  heaven  a  Bride  adorned 

With  jewelled  diadem ; 
The  flood  of  crystal  waters 

Flowed  down  the  golden  street, 
And  nations  brought  their  honours  there 

And  laid  them  at  her  feet. 

And  there  nor  sun  was  needed, 
Nor  moon  to  shine  by  night, 
God's  glory  did  enlighten  all, 

The  Lamb  Himself  the  Light ; 
And  there  His  servants  serve  Him, 

And, — life's  long  battle  o'er,— 
Enthroned  with  Him  their  Saviour-King, 
They  reign  for  evermore. 

0  great  and  glorious  vision  !— 
The  Lamb  upon  His  throne : 
0  wondrous  sight  for  man  to  see ! — 

The  Saviour  with  His  own ; 
To  drink  the  living  waters, 

And  stand  upon  the  shore, 
Where  neither  sorrow,  sin,  nor  death, 
Shall  ever  enter  more. 

0  Lamb  of  God  who  reignest — 

Thou  Bright  and  Morning  Star, 
Whose  glory  lightens  that  new  earth 

Which  now  we  see  from  far ; 
p        0  worthy  Judge  Eternal, 

When  Thou  dost  bid  us  come, 
/    Then  open  wide  the  gates  of  pearl 
And  call  Thy  servants  home. 

G.  Thring. 
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Eternal  Morto. 

C.M.  D.  H.  BAKER,  Mus,  Bac. 
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1  TO  IT  singeth  low  in  every  heart, 

We  hear  it  each  and  all, — 
A  song  of  those  who  answer  not, 

However  we  may  call ; 
p  They  throng  the  silence  of  the  breast, 

We  see  them  as  of  yore, — 
m  The  kind,  the  true,  the  brave,  the 

sweet, 
Who  walk  ivith  us  no  more. 

2  p  'Tis  hard  to  take  the  burden  up, 

When  these  have  laid  it  down : 
on  They  brightened  all  the  joy  of  life, 
They  softened  every  frown. 


Copyright,  1905,  by  \V.  Garrett  Horder. 
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But  oh,  'tis  good  to  think  of  them, 

When  we  are  troubled  sore ! 
f  Thanks  be  to  God  that  such  have 
Although  they  are  no  more  !  [been, 

3  m  More    homelike    seems    the    vast 

Unknown, 

Since  they  have  entered  there; 
To  follow  them  were  not  so  hard, 

Wherever  they  may  fare ; 
/They  cannot  be  where  God  is  not, 

On  any  sea  or  shore ; 
Whate'er  betides,  Thy  love  abides, 
Our  God  for  evermore. 

J.  W.  Chadvsick. 


524 


i. 

WE  cannot  think  of  them  as  dead 
Who  walk  with  us  no  more ; 

Along  the  path  of  life  we  tread, 
They  have  but  gone  before. 


1128  Orig.  Ed. 


/  The  Father's  house  is  mansioncd  fair 

Beyond  our  vision  dim ; 
All  souls  are  His,  and  here  or  there, 
Are  living  unto  Him. 

3. 

p  And  still  their  silent  ministries 
Within  our  hearts  have  place, 

m  As  when  on  earth  they  walked  with  us 
And  met  us  face  to  face. 

4. 

Ours  are  they  by  an  ownership 
Nor  time  nor  death  can  free ; 
/  For  God  hath  given  to  Love  to  keep 
Its  own  eternally. 

F.  L.  Hosmer, 

687 
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E.  Moss. 
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^>  WHEN  for  me  the  silent  oar 

Parts  the  Silent  River, 
m  And  I  stand  upon  the  shore 

Of  the  strange  Forever, 
p  Shall  I  miss  the  loved  and  known  ? 
Shall  I  vainly  seek  mine  own  ? 

2. 

m  Can  the  bonds  that  make  us  here 

Know  ourselves  immortal, 
Drop  away,  like  foliage  sere, 

At  life's  inner  portal  ? 
What  is  holiest  below 
Must  for  ever  live  and  grow. 

1129  Orig.  Ed.  588 


3. 

He  who  plants  within  our  hearts 

All  this  deep  affection, 
Giving,  when  the  form  departs, 

Fadeless  recollection, 
Will  but  clasp  the  unbroken  chain 
Closer  when  we  meet  again. 

4. 

Therefore  dread  I  not  to  go 

O'er  the  Silent  River : 
Death,  thy  hastening  oar  I  know ; 

Bear  me,  Thou  Life-giver, 
Through  the  waters  to  the  shore 
Where  mine  own  have  gone  before. 
Lucy  Larcom. 


ILKLEY. 


Eternal  WorlD. 

L.M.  J.  B.  DYKES,  Mus.  Doc. 
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1. 

p  No  angel  comes  to  us  to  tell 
Glad  news  of  our  beloved  dead ; 
Nor  at  the  old  familiar  board 
Sit  they  among  us  breaking  bread. 


Three  days  we  wait  before  the  tomb, 
Nay,  life-long  years,  and  yet  no  more, 
For  all  our  passionate  tears,  we  find 
The  stone  rolled  backward  from  the  door. 


1130  Orig.  Ed. 


TO  Yet  are  they  risen  as  He  is  risen ; 
For  no  eternal  loss  we  grieve. 
Blessed  are  they  who  ask  no  sign, 
And,  never  having  seen,  believe. 

Lewis  Morris. 
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ZTbe  Eternal  Movlt>. 

C.M. 
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1132  Orig.  Ed. 


1  p  EARTH,  with  its  dark  and  dreadful  ills, 

Recedes,  and  fades  away ; 
/  Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  heavenly  hills ; 
Ye  gates  of  death,  give  way ! 

2  m  My  soul  is  full  of  whispered  song; 

My  blindness  is  my  sight ; 
The  shadows  that  I  feared  so  long 
/      Are  all  alive  with  light. 

3  p  The  while  my  pulses  faintly  beat, 
/      My  faith  doth  so  abound, 

I  feel  grow  linn  beneath  my  feet 
The  green  immortal  ground. 

4  m  That  faith  to  me  a  courage  gives, 
p      Low  as  the  grave  to  go ; 

m  I  know  that  my  Redeemer  lives: 
That  I  shall  live,  I  know. 

5  The  palace  walls  I  almost  see, 

Where  dwells  my  Lord  and  King; 
/  0  grave,  where  is  thy  victory  ? 
0  death,  where  is  thy  sting  ? 

Alice  Gary. 
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IRENE. 


7.7.7.5. 


C.  C.  SCHOLEPIELD. 
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1  m  WHEN  the  day  of  toil  is  done, 

When  the  race  of  life  is  run, 
Father,  grant  Thy  wearied  one 
p         Rest  for  evermore ! 

2  m  When  the  strife  of  sin  is  stilled, 

When  the  foe  within  is  killed, 
Be  Thy  gracious  word  fulfilled, 
p          Peace  for  evermore ! 

3  m  When  the  darkness  melts  away 

At  the  breaking  of  the  day, 

/  Bid  us  hail  the  cheering  ray; — 

Light  for  evermore ! 

4  p  When  the  heart  by  sorrow  tried 

Peels  at  length  its  throbs  subside, 
f  Bring  us,  where  all  tears  are  dried, 
Joy  for  evermore ! 

5  p  When  for  vanished  days  we  yearn, 

Days  that  never  can  return, 

in  Teach  us  in  Thy  love  to  learn 

Love  for  evermore ! 

6  p  When  the  breath  of  life  is  flown, 

When  the  grave  must  claim  its  own, 
j  Lord  of  life !  be  ours  Thy  crown — 
Life  for  evermore ! 

J.  Ellerton. 
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own, 
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1  p  WHEN  on  my  day  of  life  the  night  is  falling, 

And,  in  the  winds  fro*i  unsunned  spaces  bl 
m  I  hear  far  voices  out  of  dwkness  calling 
My  feet  to  paths  inknown. 

2  Thou  who  hast  made  my  hone  of  life  so  pleasant, 

Leave  not  its  tenant  when  '4s  walls  decay  ; 
/  0  Love  Divine,  0  Helper  ever  present, 
Be  Thou  my  strength  aid  stay  ! 

3  p  Be  near  me  when  all  else  is  from  i>.e  drifting— 

Earth,  sky,  home's  pictures,  days  «f  shade  and  shine, 
And  kindly  faces  to  my  own  uplifting 
The  love  which  answers  mine. 

4  m  I  have  but  Thee,  my  Father  !  let  Thy  spuit 

Be  with  me  then  to  comfort  and  uphold  ; 
p  No  gate  of  pearl,  no  branch  of  palm  I  merit, 
Nor  street  of  shining  gold. 

5  m  Suffice  it  if  —  my  good  and  ill  unreckoned, 

And  both  forgiven  through  Thy  abounding  grace— 
p  I  find  myself  by  hands  familiar  beckoned 
Unto  my  fitting  place. 

6  m  Some  humble  door  among  Thy  many  mansions, 

Some  sheltering  shade  where  sin  and  striving  cease, 
/  And  flows  for  ever  through  heaven's  green  expansions 
The  river  of  Thy  peace. 

7  m  There,  from  the  music  round  about  me  stealing, 

I  fain  would  learn  the  new  and  holy  song, 
/  And  find  at  last,  beneath  Thy  trees  of  healing, 
The  life  for  which  I  long. 

J.  G.  Whittier. 
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ALL-DAY  SYMJf. 

1  TO  Cbwe  £0  me,  Lord,  vhen  first  I  wake, 

As  the  faint  lights  of  morning  break ; 
p  Bid  purest  thoughts  within  me  rise, 
Like  crystal  dewdrops,  to  the  skies. 

2  m  Come  to  me  Ji  the  sultry  noon ; 

Or  earth's  row  coramunings  will  soon 
p  Of  Thy  <iear  face  eclipse  the  light, 
And  ctange  my  fairest  day  to  night. 

3  m  Cone  to  me  in  the  evening  shade ; 

Md  if  my  heart  from  Thee  have  strayed, 
Oh !  bring  it  back,  and  from  afar 
Smile  on  me  like  Thine  evening  star. 

4  p  Come  to  me  in  the  midnight  hour ; 

When  sleep  withholds  her  balmy  power, 
Let  my  lone  spirit  find  its  rest, 
Like  John,  upon  my  Saviour's  breast. 

5  m  Come  to  me  through  life's  varied  way ; 

And  when  its  pulses  cease  to  play, 
Then,  Saviour,  bid  me  come  to  Thee, 
That  where  Thou  art  Thy  child  may  be. 


H.  V.  Tebbs. 


1133  Orig.  Ed. 
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SELBORNE. 


L.M. 


Ancient  Melody. 


1  m  0  TIMELY  happy,  timely  wise, 

Hearts  that  with  rising  morn  arise ! 
Eyes  that  the  beam  celestial  view, 
Which  evermore  makes  all  things  new ! 

2  New  every  morning  is  the  love 
Our  wakening  and  uprising  prove ; 
Through  sleep  and  darkness  safely  brought, 
Restored  to  life  and  power  and  thought. 

3  New  mercies  each  returning  day, 
Hover  around  us  while  we  pray ; 

p  New  perils  past,  new  sins  forgiven ; 

New  thoughts  of  God,  new  hopes  of  heaven. 

4  m  lion  our  daily  course  our  mind 

Be  set  to  hallow  all  we  find, 

New  treasures  still,  of  countless  price, 

God  will  provide  for  sacrifice. 

5  Old  friends,  old  scenes  will  lovelier  be, 
As  more  of  heaven  in  each  we  see : 

p  Some  softening  gleam  of  love  and  prayer 
Shall  dawn  on  every  cross  and  care. 

6  m  The  trivial  round,  the  common  task, 

Would  furnish  all  we  ought  to  ask : 
Room  to  deny  ourselves ;  a  road 
To  bring  us  daily  nearer  God. 

7  Only,  0  Lord,  in  Thy  dear  love, 
Fit  us  for  perfect  rest  above ; 
And  help  us,  this  and  every  day, 
To  live  more  nearly  as  we  pray. 


557  Orig.  Ed. 
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i. 


m  AWAKE,  my  soul,  and  with  the  sun, 
Thy  daily  stage  of  duty  run ; 
Shake  off  dull  sloth,  and  joyful  rise 
To  pay  thy  morning  sacrifice. 

2. 

p  Thy  precious  time  misspent,  redeem  ; 
Each  present  day  thy  last  esteem, 
Improve  thy  talent  with  due  care, 
For  the  great  day  thyself  prepare. 

3. 

In  conversation  be  sincere ; 

Keep    conscience    as    the    noontide 

clear, 

Think  how  All-seeing  God  thy  ways 
And  all  thy  secret  thought  surveys. 

4. 

//"Wake  and  lift  up  thyself,  my  heart, 
And  with  the  angels  bear  thy  part, 
Who,  all  night  long,  unwearied  sing 

\  High  praise  to  the  Eternal  King. 


5. 

/»*  All  praise  to  Thee,  who  safe  hast  kept, 

Aad  hast  refreshed  me  while  I  slept. 
hp  Grant,  Lord,  when  I  from  death  shall 
\   I  may  of  endless  Light  partake,  [wake, 

6. 

m  Lord,  I  my  vows  to  Thee  renew ; 
Disperse  my  sins  as  morning  dew ; 
Guard  my  first  springs  of  thought  and 
And  with  Thyself  my  spirit  fill.  twill> 

7. 

Direct,  control,  suggest  this  day, 
All  I  design,  or  do,  or  say ; 
/That  all  my  powers,  with  all  their 
In  Thy  sole  glory  may  unite. 


Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessings 

flow; 

Praise  Him,  all  creatures  here  helow ; 
Praise  Him  above,  ye  heavenly  host ; 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 
T.  Ken. 


f>60  Orig.  Ed. 
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THANKFULNESS. 


10.10.10.6. 


1  m  For 
2m  For 

3  Day 

4  Thou 


V---V     i 
the      dear  love 

the     fresh  life 
ut  -  ter-eth  speech 
know'st  our  needs, 

'       A 


that      kept    us  through  the  night    And 
that  through  our     be  -  ing    flows 
to       day,    and  night    to    night 
Thy       ful  -  ness  will    sup  -  ply,      Our 


gave      our       sen  -  ses    to    sleep's   gen -tie  sway, —         For    the  new 
With    its    full  tide    to  .  .  strengthen  and  to  bless—  For  calm     sweet 
m  Tells    of    Thy  pow  -  er  and  glo  -  ry.  So  would  we,      Thy  chil  -  dren, 
blind  -  ness, —  let      Thy    hand  still  lead  us     on,       Till,  vis    -     it   - 


mi    -     ra    -    cle    of  dawn-  ing  light  Flush-  ing  the  east  with 

thoughts,  up  -  spring-ing  from  re  -  pose  f  To     bear        to     Thee  their 

dn    -     ly,      with  the  morn-ing  light,  Or      at  still  eve,    up    - 

-    ed      by  the  dayspring  from  on  high  p  Our  prayer,    one        on  -  ly, 


pro-phe-cies  of    day,    /  We  thank  Thee,    0      our 

song  of  thankful-ness,       We  praise  Thee,    0      our 

on   the  bended  knee         A  -  dore  Thee,    O     our 

'  Let  Thy  will  be  done ! '     We  breathe  to    Thee,  0 


God! 
God! 
God! 
God! 


A  -  men. 


5C1  Orig.  Ed. 
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1  TO  O  LORD,  it  is  a  blessed  thing 

To  Thee  both  morn  and  night  to  bring 
p  Our  worship's  lowly  offering : — 

2  m  And,  from  the  strife  of  tongues  away, 

Ere  toil  begins,  to  meet  and  pray 
For  blessings  on  the  coming  day : — 

3  And  night  by  night  for  evermore 
/  Again  with  blended  voice  to  pour 

Deep  thanks  for  mercies  gone  befort 

4  m  0  Jesu,  be  our  morning  Light, 

/  That  we  may  go  forth  to  the  fight 

With  strength  renewed  and  armour  bright. 

5  m  And  when  our  daily  work  is  o'er, 
p  And  sins  and  weakness  we  deplore, 
m  0  be  Thou  then  our  Light  once  more. 

6  /  Light  of  the  world !  with  us  abide, 

And  to  Thyself  our  footsteps  guide 
At  morn,  and  noon,  and  eventide. 

W.  W.  How. 
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1  m  LORD  God  of  morning  and  of  night, 

We  thank  Thee  for  Thy  gift  of  light; 

As  in  the  dawn  the  shadows  fly, 

We  seem  to  find  Thee  now  more  nigh. 

2  Fresh  hopes  have  wakened  in  the  heart, 
Fresh  force  to  do  our  daily  part ; 

Thy  slumber  gifts  our  strength  restore, 
Throughout  the  day  to  serve  Thee  more. 

3  Yet  whilst  Thy  will  we  would  pursue, 
Oft  what  we  would  AVC  cannot  do ; 
The  sun  may  stand  in  zenith  skies, 
But  on  the  soul  thick  midnight  lies. 

4  0  Lord  of  light !  'tis  Thou  alone 

Canst  make  our  darkened  hearts  Thine  own  ; 
Though  this  new  day  with  joy  we  see, 
Great  Dawn  of  God !  we  cry  for  Thee. 

5  J  Praise  God,  our  Maker  and  our  Friend ; 

Praise  Him  through  time,  till  time  shall  end, 
Till  psalm  and  song  His  Name  adore 
Through  Heaven's  great  da,y  of  Evermore. 

F,  T.  Palgrave, 
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1  f  WHEN  morning  gilds  the  skies, 

My  heart  awaking  cries 
May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised. 

in  Alike  at  work  and  prayer 
To  Jesus  I  repair ; 

/  May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised. 

2  To  Thee,  my  God  above, 
I  cry  with  glowing  love, 
May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised. 
This  song  of  sacred  joy, 

It  never  seems  to  cloy, 
May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised. 

'3  p  Does  sadness  fill  my  mind? 

A  solace  here  I  find, 
/  May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised : 
p  Or  fades  my  earthly  bliss? 

My  comfort  still  is  this, 
/  May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised. 


Am  When  evil  thoughts  molest, 
/  With  this  I  shield  my  breast, 
May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised. 
The  powers  of  darkness  fear, 
m  When  this  sweet  chant  they  hear 
.    /  May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised. 

5  p  When  sleep  her  balm  denies, 

My  silent  spirit  sighs 
/  May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised. 
The  night  becomes  as  day, 
When  from  the  heart  we  say 
May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised. 

6  m  Be  this,  while  life  is  mine, 

My  canticle  divine, 
/  May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised ; 
Be  this  the  eternal  song 
Through  all  the  ages  on, 
May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised. 
From  the  German^  tr.  E.  Casicall. 
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1  m  STILL,  still  with  Thee,  when  purple  morning  breaketh— 

When  the  bird  waketh,  and  the  shadows  flee ; 
Fairer  than  morning,  lovelier  than  the  daylight, 
Dawns  the  sweet  consciousness,  I  am  with  Thee. 

2  2J  Alone  with  Thee,  amid  the  mystic  shadows, 

The  solemn  hush  of  nature  "newly  born; 
Alone  with  Thee,  in  breathless  adoration, 

In  the  calm  dew  and  freshness  of  the  morn. 
'3  m  As  in  the  dawning  o'er  the  waveless  ocean, 

The  image  of  the  morning  star  doth  rest, 
So  in  this  stillness  Thou  bcholdest  only 

Thine  image  in  the  waters  of  my  breast. 

4  Still,  still  with  Thee,  as  to  each  new-born  morning 

A  fresh  and  solemn  splendour  still  is  given, 
So  doth  this  blessed  consciousness,  awaking, 
Breathe,  each  day,  nearness  unto  Thee  and  heaven. 

5  p  When  sinks  the  soul,  subdued  by  toil,  to  slumber, 

Its  closing  eye  looks  up  to  Thee  in  prayer ; 
Sweet  the  repose,  beneath  Thy  wings  o'ershadowing, 
m      But  sweeter  still  to  wake  and  find  Thee  there. 

6  So  shall  it  be  at  last,  in  that  bright  morning 

Whpn  tViP  Soul  waketh,  and  life's  shadows  flee ; 


799  Orig.  Ed. 


/  Oh !  in  that  hour  fairer  than  daylight's  dawningj 
thought,  I  am  with  Thee ! 


Shall  rise  the  glorious 
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'in  Now,  when  the  dusky  shades  of  night,  retreating 

Before  the  sun's  red  banner,  swiftly  flee ; 
Now,  when  the  terrors  of  the  dark  are  fleeting, 
.»      0  Lord,  we  lift  our  thankful  hearts  to  Thee, — 

2  m  To  Thee,  Whose  word,  the  fount  of  life  unsealing, 

When  hill  and  dale  in  thickest  darkness  lay, 
Awoke  bright  rays  across  the  dim  earth  stealing, 
/     And  bade  the  eve  and  morn  complete  the  day. 

3  m  Look  from  the  tower  of  heaven,  and  send  to  cheer  us 

Thy  light  and  truth  to  guide  us  onward  still ; 
Still  let  Thy  mercy,  as  of  old,  be  near  us, 
/      And  lead  us  safely  to  Thy  holy  hill. 

4  ?n  So,  when  that  morn  of  endless  light  is  waking, 

And  shades  of  evil  from  its  splendours  flee, 
Safe  may  we  rise,  the  earth's  dark  breast  forsaking, 
Through  all  the  long  bright  day  to  dwell  with  Thee. 

Gregory  the  Greatt  tr.  Anon. 
P54  Orig.  Ed.  602 
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1  }>  You  that  have  spent  the  silent  night 

In  sleep  and  quiet  rest, 
in  And  joy  to  see  the  cheerful  light 

That  riseth  in  the  east,      [heart, 
/  Now  clear  your  voice,  now  cheer  your 

Come,  help  me  now  to  sing  : 
Each  willing  wight,  come,  bear  apart 

To  praise  the  heavenly  King  ! 

2  p  For,  as  the  darksome  night  did  last 

But  for  a  little  space, 
m  And  heavenly  day,  now  night  is  past, 
' 
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Doth  show  his'  pleasant  face, 


So  must  we  hope  to  see  God's  face, 

At  last,  in  heaven  on  high, 
/When  we  have  changed  this  mortal 
For  immortality.  [place 

3  m  Unto  which  joy  for  to  attain, 
God  grant  us  all  His  grace, 
And  send  us,  after  worldly  pain, 

In  heaven  to  have  a  place ; 
Where  we  may  still  enjoy  that  light 

Which  never  shall  decay ! 
p  Lord,  for  Thy  mercy,  lend  us  might 
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To  see  that  joyful  day. 

G.  Gascoitjne  (1540—1577). 
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1. 


/         MY  soul,  awake ! 
m          Thy  rest  forsake, 

And  greet  the  morning  light; 
/         With  song  arise — 
Glad  sacrifice 

For  mercies  of  the  night. 

2. 

With  courage  drest, 

Strong-hearted,  blest, 
Fulfil  thy  work  abroad. 

Fearless  and  true, 

Thy  way  pursue, 
A  happy  child  of  God. 


m         Amid  the  strife 

Of  daily  life, 
Amid  its  noontide  heat, 

Fear  not  to  miss 
p         Thy  secret  bliss, 
The  rest  of  sonship  sweet. 


A  -  men. 


4. 

In  liberty, 

0  holy  glee, 
Accept  thy  childhood's  part  ; 

And  thou  shalt  find, 

By  faith  enshrined, 
The  Father  in  thy  heart. 


0  blessed  rest, 
With  such  a  Guest 
m  Life's  duty  grows  divine, 
Dross  becomes  gold, 
And,  as  of  old, 
The  water  turns  to  wine. 

6. 
/          Eternal  praise 

To  Thee  we  raise, 
Who  deign'st  with  men  to  dwell  : 
Great  Word  of  God, 
Jehovah  !  Lord  ! 
Adored  Immanuel  ! 

Jane  Livock. 
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HAIL  to  the  Sabbath  Day, 
The  day  divinely  given, 
When  men  to  God  their  homage  pay, 
And  eartli  draws  near  to  heaven. 


2  m      Lord,  in  Thy  sacred  hour, 

Within  Thy  courts  we  bend ; 
And  bless  Thy  love,  and  own  Thy  power, 
Our  Father  and  our  Friend. 

3  But  Thou  art  not  alone 
In  courts  by  mortals  trod : 

Nor  only  is  the  day  Thine  own 
When  crowds  adore  their  God. 

4  /      Thy  temple  is  the  arch 

Of  yon  unmeasured  sky ; 
Thy  Sabbath  the  stupendous  march 
Of  vast  Eternity. 

5  m      Lord,  may  a  holier  day 

Dawn  on  Thy  servants,'  sight: 
And  grant  us  in  Thy  courts  to  pray 
Of  pure  unclouded  light. 

*S".  G.  Balfinch. 
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May  be  sung  to  Aurelia,  No.  453. 

>  THE  dawn  of  God's  dear  Sabbath 

Breaks  o'er  the  earth  again, 
As  some  sweet  summer  moraifig 

After  a  night  of  pain : 
It  comes  as  cooling  showers 

To  soma. exhausted  land; 
As  shade  of  clustered  palm-trees 

'Mid  weary  wastes  of  sand. 
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2  m  0  day,  when  earthly  sorrow 

Is  merged  in  heavenly  joy, 
And  trial  changed  to  blessing 

That  foes  may  not  destroy,  — 
/  When  want  is  turned  to  fulness, 

And  weariness  to  rest  ; 
And  pain  to  wondrous  rapture, 

Upon  the  Saviour's  breast. 

3  m  Lord,  we  would  bring  for  offering, 

Though  marred  with  earthly  soil, 
A  week  of  earnest  labour, 

Of  steady  faithful  toil  ; 
Fair  fruits  of  self-denial, 

Of  strong  deep  love  to  Thee, 
Fostered  by  Thine  own  Spirit 

In  our  humility. 

'4   p  And  we  would  bring  our  burden 

Of  sinful  thought  and  deed, 
In  Thy  pure  presence  kneeling, 

From  bondage  to  be  freed  ; 
Our  heart's  most  bitter  sorrow 
For  all  Thy  work  undone,  — 
So  many  talents  wasted  ! 
.  So  few  bright  laurels  won  ! 

5  m  So  be  it,  Lord,  for  ever  : 

0  may  we  evermore, 
In  Jesu's  holy  presence, 

His  blessed  name  adore  : 
Upon  His  peaceful  Sabbath, 

Within  His  temple  walls, 
Type  of  the  stainless  worship 

In  Zion's  golden  halls  ; 

€  /  So  that,  in  joy  and  gladness 

We  reach  that  home  at  last  ; 
p  When,  life's  short  week  of  sorrow, 

And  sin,  and  strife  is  past  : 
When  angel-hands  have  gathered 

The  fair  ripe  fruit  for  Thee, 
/  0  Father,  Lord,  Redeemer, 
Most  Holy  Trinity! 

Ada  Cross. 
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1/0  DAY  of  rest  and  gladness, 

0  day  of  joy  and  light, 
m  0  balm  of  care  and  sadness, 

Most  beautiful,  most  bright ! 
Thou  art  a  cooling  fountain 
In  life's  dry,  dreary  sand ; 
From  thee,  like  Pisgah's  mountain, 

We  view  our  promised  land. 
2      On  thee,  at  the  Creation, 

The  light  first  had  its  birth ; 
On  thee,  for  our  salvation, 

Christ  rose  from  depths  of  earth ; 
/  On  thee  our  Lord  victorious 

The  Spirit  sent  from  heaven ; 
And  thus  on  thee  most  glorious 

A  triple  light  was  given. 
593  Orig.  Ed.  608 


3  m  To-day  on  weary  nations 

The  heavenly  manna  falls ; 
/  To  holy  convocations 

The  silver  trumpet  calls, 
Where  gospel  light  is  glowing 

With  pure  and  radiant  beams : 
And  living  water  flowing 

With  soul-refreshing  streams. 

4  7?i  A  day  of  sweet  refection, 

Thou  art  a  day  of  love ; 
f  A  day  of  resurrection 

From  earth  to  things  above. 
May  we,  new  graces  gaining 
From  this  our  day  of  rest, 
Attain  the  rest  remaining 
To  spirits  of  the  blest. 

C.  Wordsworth, 
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1  wi  AGAIN  returns  the  day  of  holy  rest 

Which,  when  He  made  the  world,  Jehovah  blest, 
When,  like  His  own,  He  bade  our  labours  cease, 
p  And  all  be  piety,  and  all  be  peace. 

2  m  Let  us  devote  this  consecrated  day 

To  learn  His  will,  and  all  we  learn  obey, 
In  pure  religion's  hallowed  duties  share, 
And  join  in  penitence,  and  join  in  prayer. 

3  So  shall  the  God  of  mercy,  pleased,  receive 
That  only  tribute  man  has  power  to  give ; 
So  shall  He  hear,  while  fervently  we  raise 

/  Our  choral  harmony  in  hymns  of  praise. 

|    (S>    £=»    <3    | 

4  m  Father  of  heaven,  in  whom  our  hopes  confide, 

Whose  power  defends  us,  and  whose  precepts  guide ; 
In  life  our  Guardian,  and  in  death  our  Friend, 
f  Glory  supreme  be  Thine,  till  time  shall  end. 

W.  Mason. 
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1  m  HAIL,  sacred  day  of  earthly  rest, 

From  toil  and  trouble  free ; 
p  Hail,  quiet  spirit,  bringing  peace 
And  joy  to  me. 

2  A  holy  stillness,  breathing  calm 

On  all  the  world  around, 
Uplifts  mv  soul,  0  God,  to  Thee, 
Where  rest  is  found. 

3  in  No  sound  of  jarring  strife  is  heard, 

As  weekly  labours  cease ; 
No  voice,  but  those  that  sweetly  sing- 
Sweet  songs  of  peace. 

4  p  All  earthly  things  appear  to  fade, 
m      As,  rising  high  and  higher, 

The  yearning  voices  strive  to  join 
The  heavenly  choir. 

5  /  For  those  who  sing  with  saints  below 

Glad  songs  of  heavenly  love, 
Shall  sing,  when  songs  on  earth  have  ceased, 
With  saints  above. 

6  Accept,  0  God,  my  hymn  of  praise 

That  Thou  this  day  hast  given, 
m  Sweet  foretaste  of  that  endless  day 
Of  rest  in  heaven. 

G.  Thring. 
610 


Sunfcav 

DULWICH  COLLEGE.  S.M. 


E.  D.  KENDALL. 


546 


1    /      THIS  is  the  day  of  Light  ! 
Let  there  be  light  to-day  ! 
0  Dayspring,  rise  upon  our  night, 
And  chase  its  gloom  away. 

•2  m      This  is  the  day  of  Rest  ! 

Our  failing  strength  renew  ; 
p  On  weary  brain  and  troubled  breast 
Shed  Thou  Thy  freshening  dew. 

3  m      This  is  the  day  of  Peace  ! 

Thy  Peace  our  spirits  fill  ! 
/  Bid  Than  the  blasts  of  discord  cease 
The  waves  of  strife  be  still. 

4  m      This  is  the  day  of  Prayer  ! 

Let  earth  to  heaven  draw  near  ; 
Lift  up  our  hearts  to  seek  Thee  there: 
Come  down  to  meet  us  here. 

5  /      This  is  the  First  of  days  ! 

Send  forth  Thy  quickening  breath, 
And  wake  dead  souls  to  love  and  praise, 
0  Vanquisher  of  Death  1 

J.  Ellerton. 
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1  m  HAIL,  holy  rest!  calm  herald  of  that  day 

When  all  the  toils  of  time  shall  pass  away ; 
First  gift  of  God,  as  life  on  earth  began, 
f  We  welcome  thee,  0  Sabbath  made  for  man ! 

2  m  Lord  of  the  Sabbath,  lift  our  hearts  to  Thee, 

That  in  Thy  light  we  now  may  all  things  see ; 
By  Thee  created,  loved,  redeemed,  and  blest, 
in  Thee  alone  is  everlasting  rest. 

3  Now  on  the  way  to  our  eternal  home, 

To  Thee,  true  Sabbath  of  our  souls,  -we  come ; 
In  all  our  path,  though  countless  mercies  shine. 
The  glory  and  the  brightness,  Lord,  are  Thine.' 

4  p  \i  in  the  cool  of  day  we  find  Thee  near, 

m,  Thy  voice  awakes  no  dark  foreboding  fear ; 

We  hear  Thy  step  in  every  rustling  breeze, 

p  Thy  shadow  glances  from'the  waving  trees. 

5  m  Our  land  enjoys  her  Sabbaths,  Lord,  and  still 

Thy  peace  on  earth  breathes  soft  from  vale  to  hill, 
Yet  lives  the  hope,  wherever  man  hath  trod, 
A  rest  remaineth  for  the  sons  of  God ! 

W.  J.  Irons. 
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p  0  GOD,  Thy  world  is  sweet  with  prayer ; 

The  breath  of  Christ  is  in  the  air ; 
m  We  rise  on  Thy  free  Spirit's  wings, 

And  every  thought  within  us  sings. 

2. 

J  Thou  art  our  Morning  and  our  Sun ; 

Our  work  is  glad,  in  Thee  begun ; 
m  Our  foot-worn  path  is  fresh  with  dew, 

For  Thou  Greatest  all  things  new. 

3. 

TO  0  God,  within  us  and  above, 

Close  to  us  in  the  Christ  we  love, 
/  Through  Him,  our  only  Guide  and  Way, 

May  heavenly  life  be  ours  to-day ! 

L  ucy  Larcom. 
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1  />  0  DAY  to  sweet  religious  thought 

So  wisely  set  apart, 
m  Back  to  the  silent  strength  of  life 
Help  thou  my  wavering  heart. 

2  p  Nor  let  th'  obtrusive  lies  of  sense 

My  meditations  draw 
m  From  the  composed,  majestic  realm 
Of  everlasting  law. 

3  Break  down  whatever  hindering  shapes 

I  see,  or  seem  to  see, 
And  make  my  soul  acquainted  with 
Celestial  company. 

4  p  Beyond  the  wintry  waste  of  death 
m      Shine  fields  of  heavenly  light ; 

Let  not  this  incident  of  time 
Absorb  me  from  their  sight. 

5  I  know  these  outward  forms,  wherein 

So  much  my  hopes  I  stay, 
Are  but  the  shadowy  hints  of  that 
Which  cannot  pass  away. 

6  That  just  outside  the  work-day  path 

_By  man's  volition  trod, 
/  Lie  the  resistless  issues  of 

The  things  ordained  of  God. 

Alice  Cary. 
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L.M.  GARDINER'S  Sacred  Melodies. 
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1  m  UNTO  Thy  temple,  Lord,  we  come 

With  thankful  hearts  to  worship  Thee; 
p  And  pray  that  this  may  he  our  home 
Until  we  touch  eternity  :— 

2  m  The  common  homo  of  rich  and  poor, 

Of  bond  and  free,  and  great  and  small , 
/  Large  as  Thy  love  for  evermore, 
And  warm  and  bright  and  good  to  all. 

3  m  And  dwell  Thou  with  us  in  this  place, 

Thou  in  Thy  Christ,  to  guide  and  bless ; 
Here  make  the  well-springs  of  Thy  grace 
Like  fountains  in  the  wilderness. 

4  May  Thy  whole  truth  be  spoken  here ; 
Thy  gospel  light  for  ever  shine ; 

Thy  perfect  love  cast  out  all  fear, 
And  human  life  become  divine. 

li.  ColJycr. 


1U9  Orig.  Ed. 
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m  As  Tliou  didst  rest,  0  Father,  o'er  nature's  finished  birth, 

As  Thou  didst  in  Thy  work  rejoice,  and  bless  the  new-born  earth, 
So  give  us  now  that  Sabbath-rest,  which  makes  Thy  children  free, 

/  Free  for  the  work  of  love  to  man,  of  thankfulness  to  Thee. 

2  m  But  in  Thy  worship,  Father,  0  lift  our  souls  above, 

By  holy  word,  by  prayer  and  hymn,  by  eucharistic  love  ; 
p  Till  e'en  the  dull  cold  work  of  earth,  the  earth  which  Christ  hath  trod, 
Shall  be  itself  a  silent  prayer,  to  raise  us  up  to  God. 

3  m  So  lead  us  on  to  heaven,  where  in  Thy  presence  blest 

p  '  The  wicked  cease  from  troubling,  and  the  weary  are  at  rest,' 
m  Where  faith  is  lost  in  vision,  where  love  hath  no  alloy, 

And  through  eternity  there  flows  the  deepening  stream  of  joy. 

4  /  To  Thee,  who  giv'st  us  freedom,  our  Father  and  our  King  ; 

To  Thee,  the  Risen  Lord  of  life,  our  ransomed  spirits  sing  ; 

Thou  fill'st  the  Church  in  earth  and  heaven,  0  Holy  Ghost;—  to  Thee 

In  warfare's  toil  in  victor's  rest  eternl    l 


5970rig.  Ed. 


arfare's  toil,  in  victory's  rest,  eternal  glory  be. 


A.Barry. 
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8.7.8.7.7.7. 


W.  SCHTTLTHES. 
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1  «i  FATHER,  now  the  day  is  over, 

As  the  sun  sinks  in  the  west, 
Ere  the  night  creep  slowly  round  us, 
p      Ere  soft  slumber  be  our  guest, 
f     Let  us  bless  Thee  that  to-day 

The  u,  our  God,  hast  been  our  stay. 

I 

f2  in  Lord,  we  need  no  earthly  temple,    ! 

For,  where  weThy  love  have  found, 

All  Thy  humblest  creatures  teachus  | 

Where  we  are  is  holy  ground : 
p      Lord,  we  need  no  holier  place 
Than  where  we  Thylove  can  trace, 


3  m  For  the  love  of  friends  we  bless  Thee, 

Who  to-day  our  joys  have  shared, 
Whose truehearts,  spread  out  before 
Have  Thy  love  to  us  declared ;  [us, 
For  each  thought  of  truth  and  love 
They  have  echoed  from  above. 

4  For  the  mystic  bond  which  binds  us 

Each  to  each,  and  all  to  Thee, 
And  with  all  the  past  entwines  us, 
In  the  world's  long  harmony ; 
For  each  striving  human  soul 
Which  is  part  of  Thy  great  whole. 


564  Orig.  Ed. 


Pour  Thy  Spirit,  Lord,  upon  us, 
p      Guard  us  in  unconscious  sleep ; 
Be  that  Spirit  ever  with  us 
While  death-slumbers  o'er  us  creep ; 
And,  our  life's  long  journey  past, 
/      We  are  safe  with  Thee  at  last ! 

Ellen  Bibby 
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»i  HOLY  Father,  cheer  our  way 
With  Thy  love's  perpetual  ray ; 
Grant  us  every  closing  day 

>»          Light  at  evening-time. 

2 

m  Holy  Saviour,  calm  our  fears 

When  earth's  brightness  disappears : 
Grant  us  in  our  later  years 

p         Light  at  evening-time. 

3. 

p  Holy  Spirit,  be  Thou  nigh 
When  in  mortal  pains  we  lie ; 
Grant  us,  as  we  come  to  die, 
Light  at  evening-time. 


566  Orig.  Ed. 


m  Holy,  Blessed  Trinity, 

Darkness  is  not  dark  to  Thee ; 

Those  Thou  keepest  always  see 

Light  at  evening-time. 

R.  H.  Robinson. 
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1  «i  ERE  I  sleep,  for  every  favour 

This  day  showed 
By  my  God, 
/      I  will  bless  my  Saviour. 

2  m  0  my  Lord,  what  shall  I  render 

To  Thy  Name, 
Still  the  same, 
Merciful  and  tender  1 

3  Thou  hast  ordered  all  my  goings 

In  Thy  way  ; 
Heard  me  pray, 
Sanctified  my  doings. 

4  Leave  me  not,  but  ever  love  me; 
p         Let  Thy  peace 

Be  my  bliss, 
Till  Thou  hence  remove  me. 

5  /  Thou  my  rock,  my  guard,  my  tower, 

Safely  keep, 
While  I  sleep, 
Me,  with  all  Thy  power. 

6  p  So,  whene'er  in  death  I  slumber, 
f         Let  me  rise 

With  the  wise, 
Counted  in  their  number. 

J.  Cennick. 


f.67  Orig.  Ed. 
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1  wi  THE  radiant  morn  liath  passed awav, 


By  permission  of  Novrllo  and  Company,  Limited. 
May  be  sung  to  .Soutliport,  Xo.  223. 


3  /  Oh !  by  Thy  soul-inspiring  grace 


L '  — J  J  ~     t/  •        ~*J J       *JV      -"     i.i^^-'i*  '•',-,     ^«.  «v>^ 

And  spent  too  soon  her  golden  store ;  Uplift  our  hearts  to  realms  on  high ; 

The  shadows  of  departing  day  m  Help  us  to  look  to  that  bright  place 

Creep  on  once  more.  Beyond  the  sky  ;— 

2      Our  life  is  but  an  autumn  day,         j  4      Where  light,  and  life,  and  joy,  and 
^  Its  glorious  noon  how  quickly  past;—          In  undivided  empire  reign,     [peace 
/  Lead  us,  0  Christ,  Thou  Living  Way,]      f  And  thronging  angels  never  cease 
p         Safe  home  at  last.  Their  deathless  strain  ;— 

5  m  Where  saints  are  clothed  in  spotless  white, 

And  evening  shadows  never  fall, 
/  Where  Thou,  Eternal  Light  of  light, 

Art  Lord  of  all. 
568  Orig.  Ed.  6>20  G.  Thring. 
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By  permission  of  Kovcllo  and  Company,  Limited. 


1  p  THE  sun  is  sinking  fast, 

The  daylight  dies ; 

m  Let  love  awake,  and  pay 

Her  evening  sacrifice. 

2  p  As  Christ  upon  the  Cross 

In  death  reclined, 
And  to  His  Father's  hands 
His  parting  soul  resigned ; 

3  in  So  now  herself  my  soul 

Would  wholly  give 
Into  His  sacred  charge, 
In  whom  all  spirits  live : 

4  p  So  now  beneath  His  eye 

Would  calmly  rest, 
Without  a  wish  or  thought 
Abiding  in  the  breast. 

5  m  Thus  would  I  live :  yet  now 

Not  I,  but  He 
In  all  His  power  and  love 
Henceforth  alive  in  me. 

6  One  sacred  Trinity, 

One  Lord  divine, 
Thine  may  I  ever  be, 
And  Thou  for  ever  mine. 

Latin,  tr.  E,  Caswall. 
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TROYTE.  [2ND  TUNE.] 

i 


10.10.10.10. 


A.  H.  D.  TEOYTE. 


557 


572  Orig.  Ed. 


1  m  ABIDE  with  me !    Fast  falls  the  eventide ; 

The  darkness  deepens :  Lord,  with  me  abide ! 
When  other  helpers  fail,  and  comforts  flee, 
Help  of  the  helpless,  0  abide  with  me ! 

2  p  Swift  to  its  close  ebbs  out  life's  little  day ; 

Earth's  joys  grow  dim,  its  glories  pass  away ; 
Change  and  decay  in  all  around  I  see, 
f  0  Thou,  who  changest  not,  abide  with  me ! 

'3  in  Not  a  brief  glance  I  beg,  a  passing  word, 

But  as  Thou  dwell'st  with  Thy  disciples,  Lord, — 
Familiar,  condescending,  patient,  free ; 
Come,  not  to  sojourn,  but  abide  with  me ! 

4        Come  not  in  terrors,  as  the  King  of  kings ; 

But  kind  and  good,  with  healing  in  Thy  wings ; 
p  Tears  for  all  woes,  a  heart  for  every  plea ; 
Come,  Frjend  of  sinners,  thus  abide  with  me. 

5ml  need  Thy  presence  every  passing  hour,— 

/  What  but  Thy  grace  can  foil  the  tempter's  power  ? 

Who  like  Thyself  my  guide  and  stay  can  be  ? 
p  Through  cloud  and  sunshine,  0  abide  with  me ! 

6/1  fear  no  foe  with  Thee  at  hand  to  bless : 
m  Ills  have  no  weight,  and  tears  no  bitterness, 
/  Where  is  death's  sting,  where,  grave,  thy  victory  ? 
I  triumph  still,  if  Thou  abide  with  me. 

7  p  Hold  Thou  Thy  cross  before  my  closing  eyes, 

m  Shine  through  the  gloom,  and  point  me  to  the  skies ; 
f  Heaven's  moaning  breaks,  and  earth's  vain  shadows  flee ; 
p  In  life  and  death,  0  Lord,  abide  with  me ! 

H.  F,  Lyte. 
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/  0  THOU  true  Life  of  all  that  live ! 
Who  dost,  unmoved,  all  motion  sway ; 
Who  dost  the  morn  and  evening  give, 
And  through  its  changes  guide  the  day: 

2. 

'in  Thy  light  upon  our  evening  pour, — 

So  may  our  souls  no  sunset  see : 
p  But  death  to  us  an  open  door 
/  To  an  eternal  morning  be. 

3. 

m  Father  of  mercies,  hear  our  cry ! 
Hear  us,  0  sole-begotten  Son ! 
Who,  with  the  Holy  Ghost  most  high, 
Reignest  while  endless  ages  run. 

Latin  (18th  cent.),  tr.  E.  Caswall. 
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•2  ^  This  day's  sins,  0  pardon,  Saviour, 
Evil  thoughts,  perverse  behaviour, 

Envy,  pride,  and  vanity ; 
m  From  the  world,  the  flesh  deliver ; 
Save  us  now,  and  save  us  ever, 
0  Thou  Lamb  of  Calvary ! 


1  m  FATHER,  in  high  heaven  dwelling, 
May  our  evening  song  be  telling 
Of  Thy  mercy  large  and  free. 
Through  the  day  Thy  love  hath  fed  us, 
Through  the  day  Thy  care  hath  led  us, 
With  divinest  charity. 

3   p  Whilst  the  night-dews  are  distilling, 
Holy  Ghost,  each  heart  lie  filling 

From  Thine  own  infinity ; 
Softly  let  the  eyes  be  closing, 
Loving  souls  on  Thee  reposing, 
Ever  blessed  Trinity. 

G.  Itawson. 
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1  ^)  How  calmly  the  evening  om-e  more  is  descending 

As  kind  as  a  promise,  as  still  as  a  prayer  ; 
m  0  wing  of  the  Lord,  in  Thy  shelter  befriending, 
May  we  and  our  households  continue  to  share  ! 

2  The  sky,  like  the  kingdom  of  heaven,  is  open  ; 
/      0  enter,  my  soul,  at  the  glorious  gates  ; 

m  The  silence  and  smile  of  His  love  are  the  token, 
Who  now  for  all  comers  invitingly  waits. 

3  We  come  to  be  soothed  with  His  merciful  healing  ; 

p      The  dews  of  the  night  cure  the  wounds  of  the  day  ; 

We  come,  our  life's  work  and  its  brevity  feeling, 
m      With  thanks  for  the  past,  for  the  future  we  pray. 

4  Lord,  save  us  from  folly  ;  be  with  us  in  sorrow  ; 

Sustain  us  in  work  till  the  time  of  our  rest  ; 

/  When  earth's  day  is  over,  may  heaven's  to-morrow 

Dawn  on  us,  of  homes  long  expected  possest. 

T.  T.  Lynch. 
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1  m  TUKOUGH  the  day  Thy  love  has  spared  us : 

Now  we  lay  us  down  to  rest ; 
Through  the  silent  watches  guard  us, 

Let  no  foe  our  peace  molest : 
J      Jesus,  Thou  our  guardian  be ; 
Sweet  it  is  to  trust  in  Thee. 

2  p  Pilgrims  here  on  earth,  and  strangers 

Dwelling  in  the  midst  of  foes, 
m  Us  and  ours  preserve  from  dangers ; 

In  Thy  love  may  we  repose ; 
p      And  when  life's  short  day  is  past, 
m      Rest  with  Thee  in  heaven  at  last. 


T.  Kelly. 


590  Orig.  Ed. 
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KEBLE.  [2xD  TUXE.] 


L.M 


J.  B.  DYKES,  Mus.  Doc. 


1st  line.  end  of  2nd  line.   3rd  line. 


4th  verse. 


live.  A  -  bide  with  me,  &c. 
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Bvenina. 

L.M.    Katholisches  Gesangluch,  1774-1780. 
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m  SUN  of  my  soul,  Thou  Saviour  dear, 
It  is  not  night  if  Thou  be  near : 
0  may  no  earth-born  cloud  arise, 
To  hide  Thee  from  Thy  servant's 
eyes. 

2. 
'    When  with  dear  friends  sweet  talk  I 

hold, 

And  all  the  flowers  of  life  unfold, 
Let  not  my  heart  within  me  burn, 
Except  in  all  I  Thee  discern. 

3. 

p  When  the  soft  dews  of  kindly  sleep 
My  wearied  eyelids  gently  steep, 
Be  my  last  thought,  how  sweet  to  rest 
For  ever  on  my  Saviour's  breast ! 

4. 

/  Abide  with  me  from  morn  till  eve, 
For  without  Thee  I  cannot  live. 

p  Abide  with  me  when  night  is  nigh, 
For  without  Thee  I  dare  not  die. 


m  Thou  Frame?  of  the  light  and  dark, 
Steer  through  the  tempest  Thine  own 

ark: 

Amid  the  howling  wintry  sea,       v% 
We  are  in  port  if  we  have  Thee. 

6. 

p  If  some  poor  wandering  child  of  Thine 
Have  spurned  to-day  the  voice  divine, 

/  Now,  Lord,  the  gracious  work  begin : 
Let  him  no  more  lie  down  in  sin. 


p  WTatch  by  the  sick :  enrich  the  poor 
With  blessings  from  Thy  boundless 

store : 

Be  every  mourner's  sleep  to-night, 
Like  infants'  slumbers,  pure  and  light. 

8. 

f  Come  near  and  bless  us  when  we  wake, 
Ere  through  the  world  our  way  we 
Till  in  the  ocean  of  Thy  love    |  take : 
We  lose  ourselves  in  heaven  above. 
J.  Keble. 


A    -  men. 
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TALUS'  CANON.  [2ND  TUNE.J 


/  ALL  praise  to  Thee,  my  God,  this  night, 


For  all  the  blessings  of  the  light  ; 
in  Keep  me,  0  keep  me,  King  of  kings, 
Beneath  Thine  own  almighty  wings. 

p  Forgive  me,  Lord,  for  Thy  dear  Son, 
The  ill  that  I  this  day  have  done  : 
That  with  the  world,  myself,  and  Thee, 
I,  ere  I  sleep,  at  peace  may  be. 

TO  Teach  me  to  live,  that  I  may  dread 
The  grave  as  little  as  my  bed  : 

p  Teach  me  to  die,  that  so  I  may 
Rise  glorious  at  the  judgment  day. 


m  0  may  my  soul  on  Thee  repose, 


And  may  sweet  sleep  mine  eyelids  close  ; 
Sleep,  that  may  me  more  vigorous  make, 
To  serve  my  God  when  I  awake. 

p  When  in  the  night  I  sleepless  lie, 
My  soul  with  heavenly  thoughts  supply; 
Let  no  ill  dreams  disturb  my  rest, 
No  powers  of  darkness  me  molest. 

in  0  when  shall  I,  in  endless  day, 
For  ever  chase  dark  sleep  away  ; 
And  hymns,  with  the  supernal  choir, 
Incessant  sing,  and  never  tire  ? 


581  Orig.  Ed. 


/  Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow, 
Praise  Him,  all  creatures  here  below  ; 
Praise  Him  above,  ye  heavenly  host : 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 

630  T-  Ken- 
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1  m  0  LORD,  who  by  Thy  presence  hast  made  light 

The  heat  and  burden  of  the  toilsome  day, 
p  Be  with  me  also  in  the  silent  night, 

Be  with  me  when  the  daylight  fades  away. 

2  m  As  Thou  hast  given  me  strength  upon  the  way, 

So  deign  at  evening  to  become  my  guest ; 
As  Thou  hast  shared  the  labours  of  the  day, 
So  also  deign  to  share  and  bless  my  rest. 
'3   p  How  sad  and  cold,  if  Thou  be  absent,  Lord, 

The  evening  leaves  me,  and  my  heart  how  dead ! 
m  But,  if  Thy  presence  grace  my  humble  board, 
I  seem  with  heavenly  manna  to  be  fed. 

4  Fraught  with  rich  blessing,  breathing  sweet  repose, 
p  The  calm  of  evening  settles  on  my  breast ; 

if  Thou  be  with  me  when  my  labours  close, 
No  more  is  needed  to  complete  my  rest. 

5  m  Come,  then,  0  Lord,  and  deign  to  be  my  guest, 

After  the  day's  confusion,  toil,  and  din ; 

0  come  to  bring  me  peace,  and  joy,  and  rest, 

To  give  salvation,  and  to  pardon  sin ! 

6  p  Bind  up  the  wounds,  assuage  the  aching  smart 

Left  in  my  bosom  from  the  day  just  past, 
m  And  let  me,  on  a  Father's  loving  heart, 
Forget  my  griefs,  and  find  sweet  rest  at  last ! 

C.  J.  P.  Spitta,  tr.  E.  Massie. 
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682  Orig.  Ed. 


1   m  WHEN  evening  shadows  gather, 

And  twilight  gently  fades ; 
p  When  all  is  still  and  silent 

In  midnight's  darker  shades  : 
rni  Then,  0  my  God,  be  near  me, 

Do  Thou  protect  my  bed ; 
From  evil  and  from  danger 
Let  angels  guard  my  head. 

'  ~2   p  We  know  not,  when  we  slumber, 

That  we  shall  e'er  awake, 
To  see  another  day  begin, 

Another  dawning  break : 
in  But  Thou  art  ever  watching, 
Thou  wilt  our  vigils  keep, 
And,  trusting  in  Thy  mercy, 
p      We  sink  in  peaceful  sleep. 

3  m  But,  ere  our  eyelids  closing, 

We  humbly  seek  Thy  Face, 
And  pray  for  Thy  forgiveness, 
And  Thy  sustaining  grace : 
p  For  we  are  weak  and  erring, 
m      And  need  Thy  mighty  power ; 
0  Jesu,  ever  guard  us 
In  dark  temptation's  hour. 

4  p  We  pray  for  those  who  languish 

In  sickness  and  distress, 
That  Thou  wilt  soothe  their  anguish 

And  their  afflictions  bless : 
rm  We  pray  for  those  in  peril 

Upon  the  mighty  sea ; 
We  pray  for  friends  and  loved  ones  : 
Do  Thou  their  Guardian  be. 

5  f  And  now  to  Thee  we  render 

Our  thanks  for  mercies  past, 
With  grateful  hearts  imploring 

Thy  favour  to  the  last. 
m  And  at  the  great  awakening 
May  we  be  found  above, — 
J  With  saints  and  angels  praising 
Thy  providence  and  love. 

J.  F.  Swift. 
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»i     THE  day  is  past  and  over ; 
/        All  thanks,  0  Lord,  to  Thee : 
m      I  pray  Thee  that  offenceless 

The  hours  of  dark  may  be : 
/  0  Jesu,  keep  me  in  Thy  sight, 
And  save  me  through  the  coming  m; 


3. 

The  toils  of  day  are  over ; 

I  raise  the  hymn  to  Thee, 
And  ask  that  free  from  peril 
The  hours  of  fear  may  be. 
,  /  0  Jesu,  keep  me  in  Thy  sight,   [night. 
flit,  i      And  guard  me  through  the  coming 


m     The  joys  of  day  are  over : 
I  lift  my  heart  to  Thee : 
And  call  on  Thee  that  sinless 
The  hour*  if  dark  may  be : 
/  0  Jesu,  make  their  darkness  light, 
And  saveme  through  thecomingnight. 


585  Orig.  Ed. 


m      Be  Thou  my  soul's  preserver, 

0  God !  for  Thou  dost  know 
How  many  are  the  perils 

Through  which  I  have  to  go : 
./'Lover  of  men !  0  hear  my  call, 
And  guard  and  save  me  from  them  all. 
Anatoli  us,  tr.  J.  M,  Neale. 
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Italian  Melody. 
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p  SAVIOUR,  breathe  an  evening  blessing,1  2  jt> 

Ere  repose  our  spirits  seal, 
Sin  and  want  we  come  confessing : 
Thou  canst  save,  and  Thou  canst 

heal.  p 

m  Though  destruction  walk  around  us. 

Though  the  arrows  past  us  fly, 
/  Angel  guards  from  Thee  surround  us;  I    / 
We  are  safe,  for  Thou  art  nigh. 


f.86  Orig.  Ed. 


635 


Though  the  nightbe  dark  and  dreary, 

Darkness  cannot  hide  from  Thee. 
Thou  art  He  who,  never  weary, 

Watchest  where  Thy  people  he. 
Should  swift  death  this  night  o'ertake 
us, 

And  our  couch  become  our  tomb, 
May  the  morn  in  heaven  awake  us, 

Clad  in  light,  and  deathless  bloom. 
</.  Edmeston, 


CONSECRATION. 


Ibours  of  tbe 

7.7.7.7. 


G.  M.  GARRETT,  Mus.  Doc. 


OOO  By  permission  of  Novello  and  Company,  Limited. 

1  m  SLOWLY,  by  Thy  hand  unfurled, 

Down  around  the  weary  world 
p  Falls  the  darkness ;  0  now  still 
Is  the  working  of  Thy  will ! 

2  -m  Mighty  Maker,  here  am  I, 

Work  in  me  as  silently ; 

Veil  the  day's  distracting  sights ; 

Show  me  heaven's  eternal  lights. 

3  From  the  darkened  sky  come  forth 
Countless  stars, — a  wondrous  birth ! 
So  may  gleams  of  glory  start 
From  this  dim  abyss,  my  heart. 

4  Living  worlds  to  view  be  brought 
In  the  boundless  realms  of  thought; 
High  and  infinite  desires, 
Flaming  like  those  upper  fires ! 

5  /  Holy  Truth,  eternal  Right- 

Let  them  break  upon  my  sight ; 
Let  them  shine  serenely  still, 
And  with  light  my  being  fill. 

6  m  Thou  who  dwellest  there,  I  know 

Dwellest  here  within  me  too ; 
May  the  perfect  love  of  God 
Here,  as  there,  be  shed  abroad. 

7  Let  my  soul  attuned  be 
To  the  heavenly  harmony 
Which,  beyond  the  power  of  sound, 
Fills  the  universe  around. 

W.  H.  Furness. 
587  Orig  Ed.  636 
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Copyright,  1897,  by  Novello,  Ewer  and  Co. 

1  TO  BEHOLD  the  sun,  that  seemed  but  I         Thus  from  us  all  our  pleasures  fly 

-  --  -~  f  -WT-T-.  "  L        1  » 

[now 


Enthroned  overhead, 
Beginneth  to  decline  below 

The  globe  whereon  we  tread ; 
And  he,  whom  yet  we  look  upon 

With  comfort  and  delight, 
p  Will  quite  depart  from  hence  anon, 

And  leave  us  to  the  night. 

Thus  time,  unheeded,  steals  away 
The  life  which  nature  gave ; 

Thus  are  our  bodies  every  day 
Declining  to  the  grave : 


588  Orig.  Ed. 


637 


Whereon  we  set  our  heart ; 
And  when  the  night  of  death  draws 
Thus  will  they  all  depart,    [nigh, 

3  TO  Lord !  though  the  sun  forsake  our 
And  mortal  hopes  are  vain ;  [sight, 
/  Let  still  Thine  everlasting  light 

Within  our  souls  remain ! 
in  And  in  the  night  of  our  distress 
f      Vouchsafe  those  rays  divine, 
Which  from  the  Sun  of  Righteous- 
For  ever  brightly  shine !       [ness 
G.  Wither. 
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1   M  FATHER  of  love  and  power, 

Guard  Thou  our  evening  hour, 
/      Shield  with  Thy  might ; 
m  For  all  Thy  care  this  day 
Our  grateful  thanks  we  pay, 
And  to  our  Father  pray, 
Bless  us  to-nidit ! 


Jesus  Iminauuel ! 

Come  in  Thy  love  to  dwell 
p      In  hearts  contrite ; 

For  many  sins  we  grieve, 
m  But  we  Thy  grace  receive, 

And  in  Thy  word  believe ; 
p      Bless  us  to-night ! 


3  m  Spirit  of  Holiness, 

Gentle  transforming  grace, 

Indwelling  Light ; 
Soothe  Thou  each  weary  breast, 
Now  let  Thy  peace  possest, 
Calm  us  to  perfect  rest, 
Bless  us  to-night ! 

G.  Rawson. 
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J.  BOOTH. 
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1  »i  THE  night  is  come :  like  to  the  day 

Depart  not  Thou,  great  God,  away. 
p  Let  not  my  sins,  bfack  as  the  night, 

Eclipse  the  lustre  of  Thy  light. 
m  Keep  my  horizon,  for  to  me, 

The  sun  makes  not  the  day,  but  Thee. 

2  0  Thou,  whose  nature  cannot  sleep, 
Upon  my  temples  sentry  keep ; 
Guard  me  against  those  watchful  foes  ! 
Whoseeyesareopenwhilemineclose ; 
And  let  no  dreams  my  head  infest 
But  such  as  Jacob's  temples  blest. 


3  p  While  I  do  rest,  my  soul  advance, 

And  make  my  sleep  a  holy  trance, 
That  I  may,  when  my  rest  is  wrought 
f  Awake  into  some  "holy  thought ; 
And  with  as  active  vigour  run 
My  course  as  doth  the  nimble  sun. 

4  p  Sleep  is  a  death,  0  make  me  try 

By  sleeping  what  it  is  to  die ; 
And  down  as  gently  lay  my  head 
Upon  my  grave  as  now  my  bed. 
m  Howe'er  I  rest,  great  God,  let  me 
Awake  again  at  least  with  Thee. 


And  thus  assured,  behold  I  lie 
Securely,  or  to  wake  or  die. 
These  are  my  drowsy  days — in  vain 
I  do  now  wake  to  sleep  again. 
f  0  come  that  hour  when  sleep  is  o'er, 
And  I  shall  wake  for  evermore. 

Sir  Thomas  Browne,  arr.  by  George  MacDonald. 
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May  be  sung  to  Dalehurst,  No.  191. 

m  THE  twilight  falls,  the  night  is  near ; 

We  fold  our  work  away, 
And  kneel  to  One  who  bends  to  hear 
The  story  of  the  day. 

The  old,  old  story ;  yet  we  kneel 

To  tell  it  at  Thy  call, 
And  cares  grow  lighter  as  we  feel 

That  Jesus  knows  them  all. 

Knows  all !  the  morning  and  the  night, 
p      The  joy,  the  grief,  the  loss, 

The  mountain  track,  the  valley  bright, 
The  hourly  thorn  and  cross. 

Thou  knowest  all :  we  lean  our  head, 

Our  wearied  eyelids  close ; 
m  Content  and  glad  awhile  to  tread 
The  path,  since  Jesus  knows. 

And  He  has  loved  us !  all  our  heart 
With  answering  love  is  stirred, 

And  every  anguish,  pain,  and  smart, 
Find  healing  in  that  word. 

So  here  we  lay  us  down  to  rest, 

As  nightly  shadows  fall ; 
And  lean,  confiding,  on  His  breast, 

Who  knows  and  pities  all. 

640 
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BEETHOVEN. 


783  Orig.  Ed 


1  m  HEAR  my  prayer,  0  heavenly  Father, 

Ere  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep ; 
Bid  Thine  angels,  pure  and  holy, 
Round  my  bed  their  vigil  keep. 

2  p  Great  my  sins  are,  but  Thy  mercy 

Far  outweighs  them  every  one ; 
Down  before  the  cross  I  cast  them, 
m      Trusting  in  Thy  help  alone. 

3  Keep  me,  through  this  night  of  peril, 

Underneath  its  boundless  shade ; 
Take  me  to  Thy  rest,  I  pray  Thee, 
When  my  pilgrimage  is  made. 

4  f  None  shall  measure  out  Thy  patience 

By  the  span  of  human  thought ; 
None  shall  bound  the  tender  mercies 
Which  Thy  holy  Son  hath  wrought. 

5  p  Pardon  all  my  past  transgressions ; 
f      Give  me  strength  for  days  to  come ; 

Guide  and  guard  me  with  Thy  blessing 
Till  Thine  angels  bid  me  home. 

Harriet  Parr. 
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May  be  suns  to  st-  peter'  N°- 


1  rni  Now  from  the  altar  of  our  hearts, 

Let  incense-flames  arise. 
Assist  us,  Lord,  to  offer  up 
Our  evening  sacrifice. 

2  /  Awake  !  our  love  ;  awake  !  our  joy, 

Awake  !  our  heart  and  tongue  ; 
Sleep  not  when  mercies  loudly  call  ; 
Break  forth  into  a  song. 

3  m  Minutes  and  mercies  multiplied 

Have  made  up  all  this  day  : 
Minutes  came  quick,  but  mercies  were 
More  fleet  and  free  than  they. 

4  New  time,  new  favours,  and  new  joys 

Do  a  new  song  require  : 
Till  we  shall  praise  Thee  as  we  would, 
Accept  our  hearts'  desire. 

5  Lord  of  our  time,  whose  hand  hath  set 

New  time  upon  our  score  ; 
/  Thee  may  we  praise  for  all  our  time, 
When  time  shall  be  no  more. 

J.  Mason. 
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i. 

m  0  GOD,  whose  daylight  leadeth  down 

Into  the  sunless  way ; 
Who  with  restoring  sleep  dost  crown 
The  labour  of  the  day ! 

2. 

p  What  I  have  done,  Lord  make  it  clean 
With  Thy  forgiveness  dear ; 

m  That  so  to-day  what  might  have  been, 
To-morrow  may  appear. 


785  Orig.  Ed. 


And  when  my  thought  is  all  astray, 

Yet  think  Thou  on  in  ine ; 
That  with  the  new,  unsullied  day, 

My  soul  rise  fresh  and  free. 

4. 

Nor  let  me  wander  all  in  vain 
Through  dreams  that  mock  and  flee ; 

But  even  in  visions  of  the  brain 
Go  wandering  unto  Thee. 

G.  MacDonald. 
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jo  SOFTLY  the  silent  night 

Falleth  from  God, 
On  weary  wanderers 

Over  life's  road ; 
m  And  as  the  stars  on  high 
Light  up  the  darkening  sky, 
Lord,  unto  Thee  we  cry, — 
Father  above ! 


2   7?  Slowly  on  failing  wing 
Daylight  has  passed ; 
Sleep,  like  an  angel  kind, 

Folds  us  at  last. 
•m  Peace  be  our  lot  this  night, 
Safe  be  our  slumber  light, 
Watched  by  Thine  angels  bright, 
Father  above ! 


1141  Orig.  Ed. 


And  when  the  gleam  of  morn 

Touches  our  eyes, 
f  And  the  returning  day 

Bids  us  arise, — 
m  Happy  beneath  Thy  will, 
Steadfast  in  joy  or  ill, 
Lord,  may  we  serve  Thee  still, 
Father  above ! 

A.  N.  Blatchford 
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Copyright,  1905,  by  W.  Garrott  Horcler. 

1  j?  Now  the  wings  of  day  are  furled, 

And  the  earth  has  gone  to  rest, 
M  Take  me,  Shepherd  of  the  world, 
Home  to  sleep  upon  Thy  breast. 

2  p  All  the  night  from  dream  to  dream, 

Keep  my  spirit  pure  and  bright ; 
m  Fill  the  darkness  with  the  stream 
Of  Thine  everlasting  light. 

3  If  I  waken,  calm  and  fail- 
Be  the  thoughts  that  in  me  rise; 
And  Thy  presence  in  the  air 
Make  my  heart  a  Paradise. 

4  p  But  if  trouble  in  my  heart, 

Or  fierce  pain  me  restless  keep, 
m  Then  to  me  Thy  peace  impart ; 
p  Give  to  Thy  beloved  sleep. 

5  m  So  when  morning,  with  his  wing, 

Wakens  me  to  work  and  play, 
/  May  I  rise  with  joy  and  sing— 
'  God  has  turned  my  night  to  day.' 

S.  A.  Brooke. 
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1. 

p  SWEET  evening  hour,  sweet  evening  hour 
That  cairns  the  air,  and  shuts  the  flower ; 
That  brings  the  wild  bird  to  her  nest, 
The  infant  to  its  mother's  breast. 


0  season  of  soft  sounds  and  hues, 
Of  twilight  walks  amid  the  dews, 
Of  feelings  calm,  and  converse  sweet, 
And  thoughts  too  shadowy  to  repeat '. 


1143  Orig.  Ed. 


Dear  God,  as  earth  recedes  from  sight, 
m  Open  the  quiet  of  Thy  light, 
And  call  the  fettered  soul  above, 
From  sin  and  grief,  to  peace  and  love. 

4. 

Be  with  us  in  this  evening  time, 
When  feelings  flow  and  wishes  climb ; 
Thy  care  disperse  our  earthly  care ; 
Hear,  and  receive  our  parting  prayer. 

H.  F.  Lyte. 
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m  0  SHADOW  in  a  sultry  land  ! 

We  gather  to  Thy  breast, 
Whose  love  enfolding  us  like  night, 

Brings  quietude  and  rest  ; 
Glimpse  of  a  fairer  life  to  be 

In  foretaste  here  possessed. 


p  From  all  our  wanderings  we  come, 

From  drifting  to  and  fro, 
From  tossing  on  life's  restless  deep, 
Amid  its  ebb  and  flow  ; 

m  The  grander  sweep  of  tides  serene 
Our  spirits  yearn  to  know. 
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j>  That  which  the  garish  day  has  lost, 
The  twilight  vigil  brings : 

m  The  breezes  from  celestial  hills, 

The  draughts  from  deeper  springs, 

p  The  sense  of  an  immortal  trust, 
The  touch  of  angel  wings. 

4. 
Drop  down  behind  the  solemn  hills, 

0  day  with  golden  skies ; 
Serene,  above  its  fading  glow, 

Night,  starry-crowned,  arise; 
m  So  beautiful  may  heaven  be 
When  life's  last  sunbeam  dies. 

Charlotte  M.  Packard. 


BRIGHT. 


H.  BAKER,  Mus.  Bac. 
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1. 

^9  THE  day  is  ended.     Ere  I  sink  to  sleep, 
My  weary  spirit  seeks  repose  in  Thine ; 
Father,  forgive  my  trespasses,  and  keep 
This  little  life  of  mine. 


rO-*-i 


o- 
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ra  With  loving-kindness  curtain  Thou  my  bed, 

p  And  cool  in  rest  my  burning  pilgrim  feet  ; 

Thy  pardon  be  the  pillow  for  my  head  ; 

So  shall  my  rest  be  sweet. 

3. 

m  At  peace  with  all  the  world,  dear  Lord,  and  Thee, 

No  fears  my  soul's  unwavering  faith  can  shake  ; 
f  All  's  well,  whichever  side  the  grave  for  me 
The  morning  light  may  break. 

Harriet  McEwen  Kimball. 
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1  £>  PEACEFULLY  round  us  the  shadows  are  falling, 
m      Glad  be  our  praises  and  trustful  our  prayer ! 

Hear  us,  0  Lord !  on  Thy  providence  calling, 
Lighten  our  darkness,— and  banish  our  care ! 

2  p  Hushed  are  the  sheep-bells  afar  on  the  moorland, 

O'er  the  still  meadows  the  night  breezes  sweep, 
Faint  fall  the  footsteps  in  city  and  hamlet, 
Safely  the  children  are  folded  in  sleep. 

3  Softly  may  weary  ones  rest  from  their  duty, 

in      Bright  be  the  dreams  of  the  troubled  and  worn ! 
While  through  the  shade  beam  the  stars  in  their  beauty, 
Watching  the  world  till  the  breaking  of  morn. 

4  Lord  of  the  night !  let  Thine  angels  befriend  us ! 

Sunshine  and  gloom  are  alike  unto  Thee. 
/  Lord  of  the  day !  let  Thy  Spirit  attend  us, 
Bless  us,  and  keep  us  wherever  we  be ! 

A.  N.  BlatcJiford, 
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A.  E.  DONKIN. 
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p      ROUND  me  falls  the  night ; 

tn  Saviour,  be  my  Light :  [shrouded 
Through  the  hours  in  darkness 
Let  me  see  Thy  face  unclouded; 

/      Let  Thy  glory  shine 
"     In  this  heart  of  mine. 


p      Earthly  work  is  done, 

Earthly  sounds  are  none ; 
Rest  in  sleep  and  silence  seeking, 

m  Let  me  hear  Thee  softly  speaking ; 
In  my  spirit's  ear 
Whisper  Thou  art  near. 


651 


3. 

p      Darkened  now  each  ray 
O'er  the  wanderer's  way ; 

•m  LetmeknowthatThouhastfound  me, 
Let  me  feel  Thine  arms  around  me, 
Sure  from  every  ill 
Thou  wilt  guard  me  still. 

4. 

Blessed,  heavenly  Light, 

Shining  through  earth's  night ; 
Voice,  that  oft  of  love  hast  told  me ; 
Arms,  so  strong  to  clasp  and  hold  me ; 

Thou  Thy  watch  wilt  keep, 

Saviour,  o'er  my  sleep. 

W.  Romanis. 


ST.  LEONARDS. 
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1  2}  THE  shadows  of  the  evening  hours 

Fall  from  the  darkening  sky  ; 
Upon  the  fragrance  of  the  flowers 

The  dews  of  evening  lie  : 
in  Before  Thy  throne,  0  Lord  of  Heaven, 

We  kneel  at  close  of  day  ; 
Look  on  Thy  children  from  on  high, 

And  hear  us  while  we  pray. 

2  p  The  sorrows  of  Thy  servants,  Lord, 

0  do  not  Thou  despise, 
m  But  let  the  incense  of  our  prayers 

Before  Thy  mercy  rise  : 
The  brightness  of  the  coming  night 

Upon  the  darkness  rolls  ; 
/  With  hopes  of  future  glory  chase 

The  shadows  on  our  souls. 

3  p  Slowly  the  rays  of  daylight  fade  ; 

So  fade  within  our  heart 
The  hopes  in  earthly  love  and  joy, 

That  one  by  one  depart  : 
m  Slowly  the  bright  stars,  one  by  one, 

Within  the  heavens  shine  ; 
/  Give  us,  0  Lord,  fresh  hopes  in  Heaven 

And  trust  in  things  divine. 

4  m  Let  peace,  0  Lord,  Thy  peace,  0  God, 

Upon  our  souls  descend  ; 
From  midnight  fears  and  perils,  Thou 

Our  trembling  hearts  defend  : 
Give  us  a  respite  from  our  toil, 

Calm  and  subdue  our  woes  ; 
Through  the  long  day  we  labour,  Lord, 

0  give  us  now  repose.    Amen. 

Adelaide  Anne  Procter. 


NIGHTFALL. 
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1  »?i  Now  God  be  with  us,  for  the  night  is  closing ; 

The  light  and  darkness  are  of  His  disposing, 
_p  And  'neath  His  shadow  we  to  rest  may  yield  us, 
For  He  will  shield  us. 

2  m  Let  evil  thoughts  and  spirits  flee  before  us ; 

Till  morning  cometh,  watch,  0  Father,  o'er  us ; 
In  soul  and  body  from  all  harm  defend  us ; 
Thine  Angels  send  us. 

3  p  Let  holy  thoughts  be  ours  when  sleep  o'ertakes  us ; 

m  Our  earliest  thoughts  be  Thine  when  morning  wakes  us ; 
All  day  serve  Thee ;  in  all  that  we  are  doing 
Thy  praise  pursuing. 

•4       We  have  no  refuge :  none  on  earth  to  aid  us, 

Save  Thee,  0  Father,  Who  Thine  own  hast  made  us; 
But  Thy  dear  Presence  will  not  leave  them  lonely, 
Who  seek  Thee  only. 

5    /  Father,  Thy  Name  be  praised,  Thy  kingdom  given, 
Thy  will  be  done  on  earth  as  'tis  in  heaven ; 
Keep  us  in  life,  forgive  our  sins,  deliver 
Us  now  and  ever. 
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By  permission  of  Novello  and  Company,  Limited. 

1  tn  0  LIGHT  of  life,  0  Saviour  dear, 

Before  we  sleep  bow  down  Thine  ear: 
Through  dark  and  day,  o'er  land  and  sea, 
We  have  no  other  hope  but  Thee. 

2  p  Oft  from  Thy  royal  road  we  part, 

Lost  in  the  mazes  of  the  heart ; 
Our  lamps  put  out,  our  course  forgot, 
We  seek  for  God,  and  find  Him  not. 

3  /  What  sudden  sunbeams  cheer  our  sight ! 

What  dawning  risen  upon  the  night ! 
Thou  giv'st  Thyself  to  us,  and  we 
Find  guide  and  path  and  all  in  Thee. 

4  m  Through  day  and  darkness,  Saviour  dear, 

Abide  with  us,  more  nearly  near, 
Till  on  Thy  face  we  lift  our  eyes, 
The  Sun  of  God's  own  Paradise. 

5  /  Praise  God,  our  Maker  and  our  Friend, 

Praise  Him,  through  time,  till  time  shall  end, 
Till  psalm  and  song  His  name  adore, 
Through  heaven's  great  day  of  evermore. 

F.  T.  Palgrave. 
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1/0  STRENGTH  and  stay  upholding  all  creation, 

Who  ever  dost  Thyself  unmoved  abide, 
m  Yet  day  by  day  the  light  in  due  gradation 

From  hour  to  hour  through  all  its  changes  gi^de ; 

2  p  Grant  to  life's  day  a  calm,  unclouded  ending, 

An  eve  untouched  by  shadows  of  decay, 
The  brightness  of  a  holy  death-bed  blending 
/      With  dawning  glories  of  the  Eternal  day. 

Latin,  tr.  J.  Ellerton. 
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ON  the  dewy  breath  of  even, 
Thousand  odours  mingling  rise, 

Borne  like  incense  up  to  heaven,  — 
Nature's  evening  sacrifice. 

With  her  balmy  offerings  blending,, 
Let  our  glad  thanksgivings  be 

To  Thy  throne,  0  Lord,  ascending,  — 
Incense  of  our  hearts  to  Thee. 

Thou,  whose  favours  without  number 
All  our  days  with  gladness  bless, 

Let  Thine  eye,  which  knows  not  slumber, 
Guard  our  hours  of  helplessness. 


4  Then,  though  conscious  we  are  sleeping 

In  the  outer  courts  of  death, 

m  Safe,  beneath  the  Father's  keeping, 

Calm  we  rest  in  placid  faith. 

5  p  And,  when  life  is  closing  round  us, 

Dark  with  anguish,  faint  with  fear, 
f  Let  Thy  beams  of  love  surround  us, 
Let  us  know  Thee,  feel  Thee  near. 

Julia  Anne  Elliott. 

The  Hymns  in  this  Section  are  specially  suitable  for  the  opening  of  Sunday  Evening  Service. 
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3  p  While  the  deepening  shadows  fall, 

Heart  of  Love\enfolding  all, 
m  Through  the  glVy  and  the  grace/ 
Of  the  stars  thatVeil  Thy  face 
Our  hearts  as\end. 


2  m  Lord  of  life,  beneath  the  dome 
Of  the  universe,  Thy  home, 
Gather  us  who  seek  Thy  face 
To  the  fold  of  Thy  embrace, 
For  Thou  art  nigh. 

4  p  When,  for  ever  from  our  sight 

Pass  the  stars — the  day — the  night, 
f  Lord  of  angels,  on  our  eyes 

Let  eternal  morning  rise, 
p         And  shadows  end. 
1152  Orig.  Ed,  658  Mary  A .  Lathbury. 
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If  is  the  hour  of  prayer ; 
Draw  near  and  bend  the  knee, 
And  fill  the  calm  and  holy  air 

"With  voice  of  melody ! 
p      O'erwearied  with  the  heat  ;  g 

And  burden  of  the  day, 
Now  let  us  rest  our  wandering 

feet, 
And  gather  here  to  pray. 

2  The  dark  and  deadly  blight 

That  walks  at  noontide  hour, 
The  midnight  arrow's  secret  flight, 
O'er  us  have  had  no  power : 

1151  Orig.  Ed.  659 


m      But  smiles  from  loving  eyes 
Have  been  around  our  way, 
And  lips  on  which  a  blessing  lies 
Have  bidden  us  to  pray. 

m      Oh,  blessed  is  the  hour 

That  lifts  our  hearts  on  high ! 
Like  sunlight  when  the  tempests 
Prayer  to  the  soul  is  nigh :  [lower, 
Though  dark  may  be  our  lot, 
Our  eyes  be  dim  with  care, 
The    saddening    thoughts    shall 

trouble  not 
This  holy  hour  of  prayer. 
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m  AGAIN,  as  evening's  shadow  falls, 
We  gather  in  these  hallowed  walls ; 
And  vesper  hymn  and  vesper  prayer 
Rise  mingling  on  the  holy  air. 

2. 

p  May  struggling  hearts,  that  seek  release, 
Here  find  the  rest  of  God's  own  peace ; 
And,  strengthened  here  by  hymn  and  prayer, 
Lay  down  the  burden  and  the  care. 


59!)  Orig.  Ed. 


m  0  God  our  Light,  to  Thee  we  bow ; 
Within  all  shadows  standest  Thou ; 
Give  deeper  calm  than  night  can  bring; 
Give  sweeter  songs  than  life  can  sing. 

4. 

Life's  tumult  we  must  meet  again, 
We  cannot  at  the  shrine  remain ; 
But  in  the  spirit's  secret  cell, 
May  hymn  and  prayer  for  ever  dwell. 

661 
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/«.  AT  even,  ere  the  sun  was  set, 

The  sick,  0  Lord,  around  Thee  lay ; 
p  0  in  what  divers  pains  they  met ! 
f  0  with  what  joy  they  went  away! 

2. 

m  Once  more  'tis  eventide,  and  we, 
Oppressed  with  various  ills,    draw 

near: 

What  if  Thy  form  we  cannot  see? 
f  We  know  and  feel  that  Thou  art 
here. 

3. 

p  0  Saviour  Christ,  our  woes  dispel ; 
For  some  are  sick,  and  some  are 

sad, 
And  some  have  never  loved  Thee 

well, 
And  some  have  lost  the  love  they 


had. 
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And  some  have  found  the  world  is 
vain,  [free ; 

Yet  from  the  world  they  break  not 
And  some  have  friends  who  give  them 

pain, 
Yet  have  not  sought  a  friend  in  Thee ; 

5. 

And  none,  0  Lord,  have  perfect  rest, 
For  none  are  wholly  free  from  sin  ; 
And  they,  who  fain  would  serve  Thee 

best, 
VAre  conscious  most  of  wrong  within. 

6. 

in  0  Saviour  Christ,  Thou  too  art-  Man ; 

Thou  hast  been  troubled,  tempted, 

tried;  [scan 

Thy  kind  but  searching  glance  can 

p  The  very  wounds  that  shame  would 

hide ; 


f  Thy  touch  has  still  its  ancient  power ; 

No  word  from  Thee  can  fruitless  fall ; 
p  Hear  in  this  solemn  evening  hour, 

And  in  Thy  mercy  heal  us  all. 

cfto  H.  Twlu 


Evening. 


BREAD  OF  HEAVEN. 
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1  »i  HEAVENLY  Father,  by  whose  care 

Comes  again  this  hour  of  prayer, 
In  the  evening  stillness,  we 
Grateful  raise  our  hearts  to  Thee ; 
p  To  our  spirits,  as  we  bend, 
Peace  and  holy  comfort  send. 

2  m  Gladly  we  Thy  presence  seek : 

Father !  to  our  spirits  speak : 
Call  us  from  the  world  away ; 
Still  our  passions'  reckless  play; 
On  our  inner  darkness  shine ; 
Bend  our  wayward  will  to  Thine. 

3  p  In  this  quiet  eventide 

May  our  souls  with  Thee  abide, 
Own  Thy  presence,  feel  Thy  power, 
Through  tais  consecrated  hour ; 
m  And  from  peaceful  vesper-prayer 
Purer,  stronger  spirits  'iear. 

T.  Hincks. 
663 


fbours  of  tbe  S)a£. 

ST.  AMBROSE.  C.M.  C.  STEQGAIL,  Mus.  Doc. 

1^  '—      ' 1_^ 1 1 1_ 1 1 _ \— 1 . .    -    .  m 


594 


1150  Grig.  Ed. 


By  permission  of  Xovello  and  Company,  Limited. 

1  p  As  darker,  darker,  fall  around 

The  shadows  of  the  night, 
m  We  gather  here,  with  hymn  and  prayer 
To  seek  the  eternal  Light. 

2  Father  in  heaven,  to  Thee  are  known 

Our  many  hopes  and  fears, 
p  Our  heavy  weight  of  mortal  toil, 
Our  bitterness  of  tears. 

3  m  We  pray  Thee  for  all  absent  friends, 

Who  have  been  with  us  here ; 
p  And  in  our  secret  heart  we  name 
The  distant  and  the  dear. 

4  For  weary  eyes  and  aching  hearts, 

And  feet  that  from  Thee  rove, 
The  sick,  the  poor,  the  tried,  the  fallen, 
m      We  pray  Thee,  God  of  love. 

;">        We  pray  Thee  for  the  little  bark 
Just  launched  upon  life's  sea ! 
p  Are  not  the  depths  of  parents'  love 
0  Father,  known  to  Thee  ? 

6  m  We  bring  to  Thee  our  hopes  and  fears, 

And  at  Thy  footstool  lay, 
And,  Father,  Thou  who  lovest  all 
Wilt  hear  us  as  we  pray. 

Hymn  of  the  Calabrian  Shepherds. 
6G4 


Evening, 


SHERBORNE. 


7.7.7.7. 


From  MENDELSSOHN. 
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1  p  HARK  !  the  evening  call  to  prayer  ! 

Lay  we  down  each  earthly  care; 
Still  we  every  anxious  fear, 
m  Owning  thus  that  God  is  here. 

2  Father  !  from  our  hearts  remove 
Every  veil  that  hides  Thy  love  ; 
Here  the  spirit's  eye  unseal  ; 
Here  Thy  glory  now  reveal. 

3  Lord,  in  whom  our  spirits  live  ! 
Thou  dost  heavenly  guidance  give  ; 
As  a  shepherd,  leading  still 
Hearts  submissive  to  Thy  will. 

4  Quiet  every  passion  wild  ; 
Speak,  as  to  Thy  prophet-child  ; 
Grant  us  child-like  hearts,  that  we 
May  be  willing,  Lord,  as  he. 

o   p  Send  us  holy  calm  within  ; 

Cleanse  us  from  the  stains  of  sin  ; 
m  Be  each  heart  a  sacred  shrine, 
Still  and  pure,  and  wholly  Thine. 

6    /  Kindle,  Lord,  the  altar  fire,— 

May  the  holy  flame  aspire  ; 
m  Thouhts  of  love  and  contrite  sighs 
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Be  our  Vesper  sacrifice. 
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T.  Hincks. 


Ifoours  of  tbe 

8.7.8.7.  D. 


E.  J.  HOPKINS,  Mus.  Doc. 
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T>  Now  on  land  and  sea  descending, 
Brings  the  night  its  peace  pro 

found  ; 
m  Let  our  vesper-hymn  be  blending 

With  the  holy  calm  around. 
p  Soon  as  dies  the  sunset  glory, 
m      Stars  of  heaven  shine  out  above, 
/  Telling  still  the  ancient  story,  — 
Their  Creator's  changeless  love. 


2  p  Now  our  wants  and  burdens  leaving 
m      To  His  care,  who  cares  for  all, 
Cease  we  fearing,  cease  we  grieving 

At  His  touch  our  burdens  fall. 
As  the  darkness  deepens  o'er  us, 
y      Lo !  eternal  stars  arise ; 

Hope  and  Faith   and    Love   rise 

glorious 
Shining  in  the  spirit's  skies. 

S.  Longfellow. 


The  Hymns  in  this  Section  are  specially  suitable  for  the  close  of  Sunday  Evening  Service. 
576  Orig.  Ed.  666 


Evening. 


HESPERUS. 


L.M. 


H.  BAKER,  Mus.  Bac. 
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1  2'  THOU  who  hast  known  the  careworn  breast, 

The  weary  need  of  sleep's  deep  balm, 
m  Come,  Saviour,  ere  we  go  to  rest, 
And  breathe  around  Thy  perfect  calm. 

2  Thy  presence  gives  us  childlike  trust, 
Gladness  and  hope  without  alloy, 

/  The  faith  that  triumphs  o'er  the  dust, 
And  gleamings  of  eternal  joy. 

3  m  Stand  in  our  midst,  dear  Lord,  and  say, 

'  Peace  be  to  you  this  evening  hour ' ; 
Then  all  the  struggles  of  the  day 
Vanish  before  Thy  loving  power. 

4  Blest  is  the  pilgrimage  to  heaven, 
A  little  nearer  every  night : 

/  Christ  to  our  earthly  darkness  given, 
Till  in  His  glory  there  is  light. 

G.  Eaivson. 
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ST.  CLEMENT. 


Ibours  of  tbe 

9.8.9.8. 


C.  C.  SCHOLEFIELD. 
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602  Orig.  Ed. 


m  THE  day  Thou  gavest,  Lord,  is  ended, 

The  darkness  falls  at  Thy  behest; 
f  To  Thee  our  morning  hymns  ascended, 

Thy  praise  shall  hallow  now  our  rest. 

m  We  thank  Thee  that  Thy  Church  unsleeping, 

While  earth  rolls  onward  into  light, 
Through  all  the  world  her  watch  is  keeping, 
And  rests  not  now  by  day  or  night. 

As  o'er  each  continent  and  island 
The  dawn  leads  on  another  day, 
/  The  voice  of  prayer  is  never  silent, 
Nor  dies  the  strain  of  praise  away. 

m  The  sun,  that  bids  us  rest,  is  waking 
Our  brethren  'neath  the  western  sky, 

/  And  hour  by  hour  fresh  lips  are  making 
Thy  wondrous  doings  heard  on  high. 

So  be  it,  Lord ;  Thy  throne  shall  never, 

Like  earth's  proud  empires,  pass  away ; 
But  stand,  and  rule,  and  grow  for  ever, 
Till  all  Thy  creatures  own  Thy  sway. 

J.  Ellerton. 
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Sun&a$  Evening, 


CATERHAM. 


C.M. 


A.  COTTMAN. 
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i. 

m  THE  Lord  be  with  us  as  we  bend 

His  blessing  to  receive ; 
His  gift  of  peace  upon  us  send, 
Before  His  courts  we  leave. 
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The  Lord  be  with  us  as  we  walk 

Along  our  homeward  road ; 
In  silent  thought,  or  friendly  talk, 
p      Our  hearts  be  still  with  God. 

3. 

m  The  Lord  be  with  us  till  the  night 

Shall  close  the  day  of  rest ; 
Be  He  of  every  heart  the  Light, 
Of  every  home  the  Guest. 

4. 

p  And  when  our  nightly  prayers  we  say, 
His  Avatch  He  still  shall  keep, 

m  Crown  with  His  grace  His  own  blest  day, 
And  guard  His  people's  sleep. 

J.  Ellerton. 
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ST.  MARGUERITE. 


Ibours  ot  tbe 

C.M. 


E.  C.  WALKER. 
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1  p  WHILE  sinks  our  land  to  reahrs  of  night, 

And  twilight  skies  grow  dim 
/  We  raise  again  with  joyful  hearts 
Our  parting  evening  hymn. 

2  m  We  bless  Thee  for  the  warm,  rich  glow 

Of  this  our  hallow'd  day, 
And  for  the  love  that  year  by  year 
Shines  o'er  our  onward  way ; 

3  For  holy  thoughts  and  helpful  words, 

And  deeds  of  kindness  wrought, 
For  gentle  whispers  of  reproof, 
And  lessons  sweetly  taught ; 

4  p  For  sacred  memories  of  the  dead, 

Who  here  have  learnt  the  song, 
/  Which  now  they  sing  around  Thy  throne 
In  chorus  sweet  and  long. 

5  m  And  now,  0  Father !  from  on  high 

List  to  our  evening  prayer, 
p  Shed  o'er  our  hearts  a  blissful  calm, 
And  keep  us  in  Thy  care. 

6  m  And  when  again  our  earth  moves  round 

To  greet  another  day, 
/  May  we  arise  with  newborn  strength 
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lo  live  as  now  we  pray. 
670 


Janet  S.  Pattinson. 


Evening. 

C.M. 


F.  TOZEE,  Mus.  Doc. 
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Copyright,  1U05,  by  \V.  Garrett  Holder. 

1  m  AND  now  the  wants  are  told,  that  brought 

Thy  children  to  Thy  knee ; 
p  Here  lingering  still,  we  ask  for  naught, 
But  simply  worship  Thee. 

2  m  The  hope  of  heaven's  eternal  days 

Absorbs  not  all  the  heart, 
That  gives  Thee  glory,  love,  and  praise, 
For  being  what  Thou  art. 

3  /  For  Thou  art  God,  the  One,  the  Same, 

O'er  all  tilings  high  and  bright ; 
And  round  us  when  we  speak  Thy  Name, 
There  spreads  a  heaven  of  light. 

4  m  0  wondrous  peace,  in  thought  to  dwell 

On  excellence  divine ; 
To  know  that  naught  in  man  can  tell 
How  fair  Thy  beauties  shine. 

5/0  Thou,  above  all  blessing  blest, 

O'er  thanks  exalted  far, 
p  Thy  very  greatness  is  a  rest 
To  weaklings  as  we  are ; 

G  m  For  when  we  feel  the  praise  of  Thee 

A  task  beyond  our  powers, 
/  We  say,  'A  perfect  God  is  He, 
And  He  is  fully  ours.' 

7        All  glory  to  the  Father  be, 

All  glory  to  the  Son, 
All  glory,  Holy  Ghost,  to  Thee, 
While  endless  ages  run. 

W.  Bright. 
671 


Ibours  of  tbe 

10.10.10.10. 


Fl  LERS    M<*T  TTTVP! 


E.  J-  HOPKINS,  Mus.  Doc. 
Ilaruwuized  by  Sir  A.  >S.  SULLIVAN,  Mus.  Doc. 


I  1 — — fc—Jh-ta-i— TP 

— crKvTJ— ^T-G>\^P^-^ 

-fi Q  r^S'    ^>"<^>  n 


— Q— B 
ES?E 


PAX   DEI.   [2ND   TUNE.] 


10.10.10.10.  J.  C.  DYKES,  Mus.  Doc. 


1.1         ii        i         i 

A. 


T— ^^ "       O      —*-*—, < 

>— f-o  -S— »-© 

— p-i= 


-& — ^PC^ 


-rptr 


^^L 


672 


Evening. 
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«i  SAVIOUR,  again  to  Thy  dear  name  we  raise 

With  one  accord  our  parting  hymn  of  praise ; 
f  We  stand  to  bless  Thee  ere  our  worship  cease, 
p  Then  lowly  kneeling  wait  Thy  word  of  peace. 

2  m  Grant  us  Thy  peace  upon  our  homeward  way : 

With  Thee  began,  with  Thee  shall  end  the  day ; 
Guard  Thou  the  lips  from  sin,  the  hearts  from  shame, 
That  in  this  house  have  called  upon  Thy  Name. 

3  Grant  us  Thy  peace,  Lord,  through  the  coming  night, 
Turn  Thou  for  us  its  darkness  into  light ; 

From  harm  and  danger  keep  Thy  children  free 
For  dark  and  light  are  both  alike  to  Thee. 

4  Grant  us  Thy  peace  throughout  our  earthly  life, 
p  Our  balm  in  sorrow,  and  our  stay  in  strife ; 

m  Then  when  Thy  voice  shall  bid  our  conflict  cease, 
Call  us,  0  Lord,  to  Thine  eternal  peace. 

J.  Ellerton. 
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1  y  WE  rose  to-day  with  anthems  sweet, 

To  sing  before  the  mercy-seat, 
And  ere  the  darkness  round  us  fell, 
We  bade  the  grateful  vespers  swell. 

2  m  Whate'er  has  risen  from  heart  sincere, 

Each  upward  glance  of  filial  fear, 
Each  true  resolve,  each  solemn  vow, 
Jesus  our  Lord !  accept  them  now. 

3  0  let  each  following  Sabbath  yield 
For  our  loved  work  an  ampler  field, 

/  A  sturdier  hatred  of  the  wrong, 
A  stronger  purpose  to  grow  strong. 

4  m  Whate'er  beneath  Thy  searching  eyes 

Has  wrought  to  spoil  our  sacrifice, 
p  'Mid  this  sweet  stillness  while  we  bow, 
Jesus  our  Lord !  forgive  us  now. 

5  m  And  teach  us  erring  souls  to  win, 

And  hide  their  multitude  of  sin ; 

To  tread  in  Christ's  longsuft'ering  way, 

And  grow  more  like  Him  day  by  day. 

6  m  So  as  our  Sabbaths  hasten  past, 

And  rounding  years  bring  nigh  the  last; 
When  sinks  the  sun  behind  the  hill, 
When  all  the  weary  wheels  stand  still ; 

7  />  When  by  our  bed  the  loved  ones  weep, 

And  death-dews  o'er  the  forehead  creep, 
And  vain  is  help  or  hope  from  men ; 
Jesus  our  Lord  I  receive  us  then. 

W.  M.  Punshwi. 
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ST.  MATTHIAS. 
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W.  H.  MOXK,  Mus.  Doc. 
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1  m  Sweet  Saviour !  bless  us    ere  we    go ;  Thy  word  in  -  to  our  minds  in-stil ; 

A  A.  QiA% 
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And  make  our  lukewarm  hearts  to  glow  With  low-  ly  love  and  fer-veut  will. 
J.  J.  J.  J        J     J  J 


p  Thro'  life's  long  day  and  death's  dark  night,  0  gen-tie  Jesus !  be   .    .our  light. 
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m  The  day  is  done,  its  hours  have  run, 
And  Thou  hast  taken  count  of  all, 
The  scanty  triumphs  grace  hath  won, 

p  The  broken  vow,  the  frequent  fall. 

3. 

m  Grant  us,  dear  Lord !  from  evil  ways 
True  absolution  and  release ; 
And  bless  us  more  than  in  past  days 
With  purity  and  inward  peace. 


Do  more  than  pardon  ;  give  us  joy, 
Sweet  fear  and  sober  liberty ; 
And  simple  hearts  without  alloy. 
That  only  long  to  be  like  Thee. 

5. 

Labour  is  sweet,  for  Thou  hast  toileci., 
And  care  is  light,  for  Thou  hast  cared ; 
Let  not  our  works  with  self  be  soiled, 
M  or  in  unsimple  ways  ensnared. 


G. 
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For  all  we  love,  the  poor,  the  sad, 
The  sinful — unto  Thee  we  call ; 
0  let  Thy  mercy  make  us  glad : 
TJiou  art  our  Jesus,  Thou  our  All. 

F.  W.  Fab*r. 
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1   »i  OF  Thy  love  some  gracious  token 

Grant  us,  Lord,  before  we  go ; 
Bless  Thy  word  which  has  been  spoken ; 
Life  and  peace  on  all  bestow ! 
When  we  join  the  world  again 
Let  our  hearts  with  Thee  remain ; 
0  direct  us, 
And  protect  us, 

Till  we  gain  the  heavenly  shore 
Where  Thy  people  want  no  more. 

T.  Kelly. 
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J.  B.  DYKES,  Mus.  Doc. 
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1. 

m  PART  in  peace !  is  day  before  us  ? 
/      Praise  His  Name  for  life  and  light : 
p  Are  the  shadows  lengthening  o'er  us  ? 
m      Bless  His  care  who  guards  the  nigh* . 


??i  Part  in  peace !  with  deep  thanksgiving ; 

Rendering,  as  we  homeward  tread, 
Gracious  service  to  the  living, 
p      Tranquil  memory  to  the  dead. 


m  Part  in  peace !  such  are  the  praises 
/      God,  our  Maker,  loveth  best ; 
Such  the  worship  that  upraises 
Human  hearts  to  heavenly  rest. 


612  Orig.  Ed. 


in  Part  in  peace !  our  duties  call  us ; 

We  must  serve  as  well  as  praise ; 
Ask  not  what  may  here  befall  us ; 
Leave  to  God  the  coming  days. 

Sarah,  Adams. 
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DAY  OF  PRAISE. 
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s.M. 


C.  STEGGALL,  Mus.  Doc. 
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1  />      OUR  day  of  praise  is  done  ; 

The  evening  shadows  fall  ; 
w.But  pass  not  from  us  with  the  sun, 
True  Light  that  lightenest  all  ! 

2  /     Around  the  throne  on  high, 

Where  night  can  never  be, 
The  white-robed  harpers  of  the  sky 
Bring  ceaseless  hymns  to  Thee. 

3  p      Too  faint  our  anthems  here  ; 

Too  soon  of  praise  we  tire  ; 
/  But  oh,  the  strains  how  full  and  clear 
Of  that  eternal  choir  ! 

4  m      Yet,  Lord,  to  Thy  dear  will, 

If  Thou  attune  the  heart, 
/  "We  in  Thine  angels'  music  still 
May  bear  our  lower  part. 

5  m      'Tis  Thine  each  soul  to  calm, 

Each  wayward  thought  reclaim, 
/  And  make  our  life  a  daily  psalm 
Of  glory  to  Thy  Name. 

6  m      A  little  while,  and  then 

f      Shall  come  the  glorious  end  ; 
And  songs  of  angels  and  of  men 
In  perfect  praise  shall  blend. 

J.  Ellerton. 
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HOLY  TRINITY. 


C.M. 


Sir  J.  BARNEY. 
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1  m  Now  that  our  holy  day  is  clone, 

Our  day  so  blest  and  bright, 
p  Lord,  through  the  grace  of  Thy  dear  Son, 
Vouchsafe  us  rest  to-night. 

2  m  Put  thoughts  of  worldly  strife  aside, 

Let  love  and  faith  increase ; 
p  Grant  us,  on  this  calm  eventide, 
Thine  own  best  gift  of  peace. 

3  Faint  echoes -of  our  sacred  songs 

Shall  haunt  each  weary  brain, 
Even  in  sleep  the  heart  prolongs 
Our  holy  babbath  strain. 

4  m  And  in  our  busy  waking  hours, 

0  Father,  still  we  pray, 
Let  music  from  immortal  bowers 
Lighten  the  toils  of  day. 

5  Send  down  through  all  the  strifes  of  time 

Some  undertone  of  love, 
A  message  from  Thy  sinless  clime 
Of  perfect  bliss  above. 

6  Such  songs  shall  help  us  to  endure 

The  world's  discordant  strife, 
And  keep  our  spirits  calm  and  pure 
Amid  the  cares  of  life. 

7  Until  this  earthly  conflict  cease, 

Lord,  let  us  faithful  be ; 
p  Him  Thou  wilt  keep  in  perfect  peace 
Whose  mind  is  stayed  on  Thee. 

Sarah  Doudney. 
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1  m  THE  day  is  done,  the  sacred  day  of  thought  and  toil  is  past, 

p  Soft  falls  the  twilight  cool  and  grey  on  the  tired  earth  at  last ; 
By  wisest  teachers  wearied,  by  gentlest  friends  oppressed, 
In  Thee  alone,  the  soul,  outworn,  refreshment  finds  and  rest. 

2  m  Bend,  gracious  Spirit,  from  above,  like  these  o'erarching  skies, 

And  to  Thy  firmament  of  Love  lift  up  these  longing  eyes ; 
p  And  folded  by  Thy  sheltering  hand,  in  refuge  still  and  deep, 
Let  blessed  thoughts  from  Thee  descend,  as  drop  the  dews  of  sleep. 

3  m  And  when,  refreshed,  the  soul  once  more  puts  on  new  life  and  power 

0  let  Thine  image,  Lord,  alone,  gild  the  first  waking  hour ! 
/  Let  that  dear  Presence  rise  and  glow  fairer  than  morn's  first  ray, 
And  Thy  pure  radiance  overflow  the  splendour  of  the  day. 

4  m.  So  in  the  hastening  evening,  so  in  the  coming  morn, 

When  deeper  slumber  shall  be  given  and  fresher  life  be  born, 
/  Shine  out,  true  Light !  to  guide  my  way  amid  that  deepening  gloom, 
And  rise,  0  Morning  Star,  the  first  that  day-spring  to  illume ! 

5ml  cannot  dread  the  darkness  deep  where  Thou  wilt  watch  o'er  me, 

Nor  smile  to  greet  the  sunrise  glad,  unless  Thy  smile  I  see  ; 
/  Creator,  Saviour,  Comforter !  on  Thee  my  soul  is  cast ; 

At  morn,  at  night,  in  earth,  in  heaven,  be  Thou  my  First  and  Last. 

Eliza  Scudder 
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May  be  sung  to  St.  Anatolius  (A.  H.  Brown),  No.  566. 


610  i. 

MI      THE  clay  of  prayer  is  ending, 

Our  feet  must  homeward  go ; 
p      The  shades  of  night  ascending 
Creep  o'er  the  world  below ; 
m  But  still  the  mountain  summits  fair 
Glow  with  the  light  of  praise  and 
prayer. 

2. 

Here,  to  green  pastures  guiding, 
Thou,   Lord,   didst    lead    Thy 

flock; 

p      Here,  from  life's  noonday  hiding, 
We  found  the  shelt'ring  rock ; 
m  But  now  we  leave  the  hills  of  praise, 
To  tread  again  earth's  common  ways. 


1157  Orig.  Ed. 
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0  presence  full  of  glory, 

Go  with  us  where  we  wend, 
As  once  in  sacred  story, 
p        Thou  didst  the  Mount  descend. 
And  o'er  the  sick  and  maddened  boy 
Didst  breathe  the  words  of  calm  and 

joy. 

4. 

H      To  life's  dull  path  returning, 
And  duty's  narrow  sphere, 
Still  in  our  hearts  keep  burning 

The  Vision  witnessed  here ; 
Still  may  Thy  spell  of  peace  and  power 
Breathe  strength  for  every  toilsome 
hour. 

Ella  S.  Armitage. 


LUDBOROUGH 


L.M. 


T.  R.  MATTHEWS. 


607  Orig.  Ed. 


By  permission  of  Novello  and  Company,  Limitrd. 

1  m  MILLIONS  within  Thy  courts  have  met, 

Millions  this  day  before  Thee  bowed ; 

Their  faces  Zion-ward  were  set, 

Vows  with  their  lips  to  Thee  they  vowed ; 

2  Soon  as  the  light  of  morning  broke 
O'er  island,  continent,  or  deep, 
Thy  far-spread  family  awoke, 
Sabbath  all  round  the  world  to  keep. 

3  p  And  not  a  prayer,  a  tear,  a  sigh, 

Hath  failed  this  day  some  suit  to  gain ; 
To  those  in  trouble  Thou  wert  nigh, 
Not  one  has  sought  Thy  face  in  vain. 

4  m  Thy  poor  were  bountifully  fed, 

p  Thy  chastened  sons  have  kissed  the  rod, 
Thy  mourners  have  been  comforted, 
The  pure  in  heart  have  seen  their  God. 

5  m  Yet  one  prayer  more ;  and  be  it  one 

In  which  both  heaven  and  earth  accord ; 
/  Fulfil  Thy  promise  to  Thy  Son, 
Let  all  that  breathe  call  Jesus,  Lord ! 

J.  Montgomery. 
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SHARON. 


Tbours  of  tbe 

8.7.8.7. 


\V.  BOTCE. 


604  Orig.  Ed. 


Lo !  the  day  of  rest  declineth, 

Gather  fast  the  shades  of  night ; 
/  May  the  Sun  that  ever  shineth 

Fill  our  souls  with  heavenly  light. 

2  p  Softly  now  the  clew  is  falling ; 

Peace  o'er  all  the  scene  is  spread ; 
in  On  His  children,  meekly  calling, 
Purer  influence  God  will  shed. 

3  While  Thine  ear  of  love  addressing, 

Thus  our  parting  hymn  we  sing, — 
p  Father,  give  Thine  evening  blessing; 
Fold  us  safe  beneath  Thy  wing. 


C.  Bobbins. 


613 


613  Orig.  Ed. 


DISMISSAL  HYMNS. 

1  m  MAY  the  grace  of  Christ  our  Saviour, 

And  the  Father's  boundless  love, 
With  the  Holy  Spirit's  favour, 
Rest  upon  us  from  above ! 

2  Thus  may  we  abide  in  union 

With  each  other  and  the  Lord; 

And  possess,  in  sweet  communion, 

Joys  which  earth  cannot  afford. 

684 


J.  Newton. 


DISMISSAL. 


Evening. 

8.7.8.7.4.7. 


W.  LITTON  VINER. 


::*£:-:      H^Ea^E 


-£2_PH?2ZP? 
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'611  Orig.  Ed. 


May  be  sung  to  St.  Raphael,  No.  36. 


1  in  LORD,  dismiss  us  with  Thy  blessing, 

Fill  our  hearts  with  joy  and  peace  : 
Let  us  all,  Thy  love  possessing, 
Triumph  in  redeeming  grace  : 

0  refresh  us, 
Travelling  through  this  wilderness 

2  /  Thanks  we  give,  and  adoration, 

For  Thy  gospel's  joyful  sound: 
m  May  the  fruits  of  Thy  salvation 
In  our  hearts  and  lives  abound, 

May  Thy  presence 
With  us  evermore  be  found. 

3  p  So,  whene'er  the  signal  's  given, 

Us  from  earth  to  call  away, 

/  Borne  on  angels'  wings  to  heaven, 

Glad  the  summons  to  obey, 

May  we  ever 
Reign  with  Christ  in  endless  day. 

J.  Fawcett. 
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VESPER.  [1ST  SETTING.] 


S.M. 


BEETHOVEN. 

An.  by  A.  BERRIDQE. 


-€>••— 


-&> — e — O — ^-vG^> 


zzzzznrrqp: 


1^ 


- 


A-men. 


[0-0-0    Q   |    <g    gl  -g-i 
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VESPER.  [2ND  SETTING.] 


S.M. 


W.  G.  Ross. 


--"-sF'-— — — - 


FT* 


rJ 


A  -men. 


LORD,  keep  us  safe  this  night, 
Secure  from  all  our  fears  ; 
May  angels  guard  us  while  we  sleep, 
Till  morniug  light  appears. 


G86 


Despers. 

(J'Kj  AFTER  SERMON  VESPER. 

No.  3.  8.G.8.8.6.  H.  BAKER,  Mus.  Bac. 

— I- 


3 


^ g=^: 


In          sim    -   pie       trust       like        theirs         who      heard, 

1  I  ! 


m 


P    -fcTT 


Be  -    side   the    Syr  -  iau      sea,        The       gra-  cious   call  -  ing 
,  cres      -   i    -        -        mi 


?       r q     — 

7  ^  *  i     i  ^^   i 


do. 


^ — |— H— ; d-ffFi 

[>     xj       r3       ^^       tf     t 


,! 


^^ 


RI        i 

l  i       l  i  i  I  r^ 

of      the  Lord,     Let       us,    like    them    with  -  out      a       word, 
do.  f  \~^\  \s-\ 

1        -    ^        '  I          I          J      -J    *    — 

-^—^-  "  z^^^pzzEzzf: 


^=4 
-*« ^ 


iizttea=^g±=-il 


:2==t 


Rise       up 


"     i       n^ti 

and         fol    -     low         Thee.  A    -     men. 


-4^ 


^zrrtizil^pzit 

Copyright,  1905,  by  W.  G&rrett  Horder.   J^  Q^   Whlttier. 
687 


Despers. 

617     No.  4.  6.5.6.5.  D. 

Slowly  and  with  expression. 


W.  ACFIELD. 


^^ 


W 

With  Thy  Ben  -  e  -    die    -    tion        Fall  -  ing  on      our        ear, 

P    '  '       '         ' 


.-:-• 


dim. 


1    i  ii 

Pray     we  now,  Most     Ho    -    ly,          Be    Thou  ev  -  er  near ; 

T    iii  i,  [i 

i-*    -«--©-  lv-J  l-evh 


mF=^-—t 


m 


** 


Near    us     'mid    the    shad  -   ows         Of     the    com  -  ing        night ; 
/>    ,         i  I 

-&-  -&  jvJ  ^A     ^  J   -Q-    J   -Q-      P°U 

^^ ^^ 


& 


^zzfl 


:s=; 


o: 


Near  us  when  the  morn -ing    Breaks  in  gold  -  en      light.         A  -  men. 

cres.  -,.  j, 

ii         ii  dim.        rail. 

=L__J_ai d 
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W.  Acfield. 


618 


Despers, 


O.  . 

Lento. 


8.4.8.4.8.8.8.4. 


H.  BAKER,  Mus.  Bac. 


TT   t> 

IIZ~? 


^-— P- 


God  that  ma-dest    earth  and  heaven,  Dark  -  ness  and      light : 

n    i         i         i         i  i          i  ii 

d el a. J     <3 


Wlio  the  day  for    toil    has  giv'n,  For  rest,  for     rest  the      night ; 
cres. 


1 — 

-i 


1 — 1 ' »T 1 1 

^3 — I— — t<* &—*-i — 

^i-^d^^^ 

:p~*  I     ITI:_-:?>~C?  Q,- 


May  Thine  angel  guards  defend  us,      Slurabersweet  Thy  mer-cy  send  us, 


-flL      I       I 


a 


<-~i         '  . 

=£2= 


dim. 


i=qi 


Ho  -  ly  dreams  and  hope  at-tend  us,      This  live- long  night.      A -men. 
dim. 
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II 


IRature, 


EDWIN. 


A.  BEKRIDGE. 


1   p  HE  hides  within  the  lily 

A  strong  and  tender  care, 
That  wins  the  earth-born  atoms 

To  glory  of  the  air ; 
m  He  weaves  the  shining  garments 

Unceasingly  and  still, 
p  Along  the  quiet  waters, 
In  niches  of  the  hill. 
•2        We  linger  at  the  vigil 

With  Him  who  bent  the  knee 
To  watch  the  old-time  lilies 

In  distant  Galilee ; 
'in  And  still  the  worship  deepens 
And  quickens  into  new, 


As,  brightening  down  the  ages, 
God's  secret  thrilleth  through. 


1166  Orig.  Ed. 


0  Toiler  of  the  lily, 

Thy  touch  is  in  the  Man ! 
p  Xo  leaf  that  dawns  to  petal 
But  hints  the  angel-plan. 
w  The  flower-horizons  open! 

The  blossom  vaster  shows ! 
We  hear  Thy  wide  world's  echo, — 

See  how  the  lily  grows ! 
4   p  Shy  yearnings  of  the  savage, 

Unfolding  thought  by  thought, 
To  holy  lives  are  lifted, 

To  visions  fair  are  wrought ; 
/  The  races  rise  and  cluster, 
And  evils  fade  and  fall, 
Till  chaos  blooms  to  beauty, 
Thy  purpose  crowning  all ! 
690  W.  C.  Gannett. 


620 

ASSISI.  [1ST  TUNE.] 


IRature. 

6.6.6.6.  D. 


A.  BERRIDGK. 


1  /          Prais'd   be  the  Lord  our  God — 

2  in          Prais'd   by  the  pa  -  lei1  Moon, 
3m    By     Wa  -   ter, . .  pure   and  chaste, 

4  in.  And  prais'd   be  .  .  Thou  by  those 

5  m  But    bless  •  ed  .  .  then   are  they 


Be      glo  -    ry,hon-our, 
By   Stars     as  they    ap    -  pear, 
Hum  -  ble,    and  fair,  and      free, 
Who    par  -  don  for    Thy      love ; 
That   love    Thy  word  and      will ; 


p  \Ve 
In 

And 
P  For 
No 

J. 


are     not    wor  -  thy,    Lord,       To  breathe  Thy       ho 
Thy    fair    sky       a    -  bove,       So     beau  -  ti     -    ful 
pre  -  cious    to     the    world,    The    Lord  shall     prais 
theirs    is    grief    be   -  low,  /  But  crowns  of       peace 
sec  -  ond  death    is     theirs,      No     more    of        pain 

J-J-J-J- 


and 
ed 


and 


name, 
clear. 

be. 
bove. 

ill. 


/  Prais'd  by  the  fla  -  niiug 
/  And       prais   -   ed  be     the 
/  And       prais'd    be  Thou,  O 
p  And       prais'd    be  Thou,  O 
/  We        crea  -  tures  of    Thy 


Sun, 
Lord 
Lord, 
Lord, 
power 


Who    lights     this  earth-.y       ball ; 

By     the   health   •   giv  -  ing     Wind, 

By     our  dear  .    .  Mo-ther    Earth, 

By          the       re- leas  -  er     Death, 

Our     thank  -  ful  hearts  up  -  raise, 


His  burn-  ing  rays  de  -  clare 
By  Air,  and  Cloud,  and  Sky, 
Whom  Thou  dost  love  and  deck 
For  woe  is  theirs  a  •  lone 
And  ren  -  der  to  Thy  name 

1 


((*)  *, 


Thy  splendours  where  they 
Who  give    us        food      in 
With  fruit,  and    flowers,  and 
Who  yield,  in          sin,   their 
All  ser  -  vice       and      all 


fall, 
kind, 
mirth, 
breath, 
praise. 


A  -  men. 


H-re— 


1159  Orig.  Ed. 
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St.  Francis  of  Assist. 
tr.  W.  E.  A.  Axon. 


mature. 

620  6.6.6.6.  D. 

CANTICO  DELLE  CREATURE.  ['2ND  TUNE.] 
SOLO  OR  SEMI-CHORUS.         ,-- 


H.  WALPORD  DAVIES, 
Mus.  Doc. 


1  /          Prais'd  be      the 

2  m         Prais'd  by     the 

3  m  By         Wa   -  ter, 

4  «t  And    prais'cl     be 

5  m  But     bless    -  ed 


Lord  our 
pa  -  ler 
pure  and 
Thou  by 
then  are 


God—  Be  glo  -  ry,  ho- nour,  fame ! 
Moon,  By  Stars  as  they  ap  -  pear, 
chaste,  Hum-ble,  and  fair,  and  free, 
those  Who  par  •  don  for  Thy  love ; 
they  That  love  Thy  word  and  will ; 


p  We 

In 

And 

TO  For 
No 


are    not  wor  - 
Thy  fair  sky 
pre-cious  to 
theirs  is    grief 
sec  -  oud  death 


FULL  CHOIR  AND  CONGREGATION. 

fe^=s_iis^^^fe-t 


/        Prais'd 
/  And     prais 
j  And    prais'd 
p  And   prais'd 
/  We      crea 


Sun,  Who    lights    this     earth  -  ly 
Lord  .  .          By      the     health-giving 
By      our       dear  Mother 
the  re  -  leas  -  er 

hearts  up    - 


ball; 
Wind, 
Earth, 
Death, 

raise, 


Instead  of  a  Jin  al  Amen. 

ff.r^, 


His  burning  rays  de  clare  Thy  splendours  where  they  fall, 
by    Air,  and  Cloud,  and  Sky,    M'ho      give    us     food       in         kind 
Whom  Thou  dost  love  and  deck     With    fruit,  and  flowers,  and      mirth 
For  woe  is  theirs  a  -  lone  Who  yield,  in     sin,    their  breath. 
And  render  to  Thy  name  All      ser-vice  and     all  praise.  Praise,  praise, 

J.JJJ.-J1. 


1159  Orig.  Ed. 
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ST.  FLAVIAN. 


C.M. 


DAY'S  Psalter,  1562. 


614  Orig.  Ed. 


1  m  THERE  is  a  book  who  rims  may  read, 

Which  heavenly  truth  imparts  ; 

And  all  the  lore  its  scholars  need — 

Pure  eyes  and  Christian  hearts. 

2  The  works  of  God  above,  below, 

Within  us  and  around, 
Are  pages  in  that  book,  to  show 
How  God  Himself  is  found. 

3  The  glorious  sky,  embracing  all, 

Is  like  the  Maker's  love, 
Wherewith  encompassed,  great  and  small, 
In  peace  and  order  move. 

4  /  One  name,  above  all  glorious  names, 

With  its  ten  thousand  tongues 
The  everlasting  sea  proclaims, 
Echoing  angelic  songs. 

5  The  raging  fire,  the  roaring  wind, 

Thy  boundless  power  display; 
p  But  in  the  gentler  breeze  we  find 
Thy  Spirit's  viewless  way. 

6  m  Two  worlds  are  ours :  'tis  only  sin 

Forbids  us  to  descry 
The  mystic  heaven  and  earth  within, 
Plain  as  the  sea  and  sky. 

7  Thou  who  hast  given  me  eyes  to  see 

And  love  this  sight  so  fair, 
Give  me  a  heart  to  find  out  Thee, 
And  read  Thee  everywhere. 

J.  Keble. 
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.WHEN   FAIREST  EVE. 


IRature. 

C.M. 
-4- 


E.  G.  MONK,  Mus.  Doc. 

at 


i\ \-\jT3 — TJ — 51 — 


1  )»  A  QUIET  heart,  submissive,  meek, 

Father,  do  Thou  bestow, 
Which  more  than  granted  will  not  seek 
To  have,  or  give,  or  know. 

2  Each  little  hill  then  holds  its  gift 

Forth  to  my  joying  eyes ; 
/  Each  mighty  mountain  will  uplift 
My  spirit  to  the  skies. 

3  Lo,  then  the  running  water  sounds 

With  gladsome  secret  things ! 

The  silent  water  more  abounds, 

And  more  the  hidden  springs. 

4  m  Sweet  murmurs  then  the  trees  will  send 

To  hold  the  birds  in  song ; 
The  waving  grass  its  tribute  lend 
Low  music  to  prolong. 

5  /  The  sun  will  cast  great  crowns  of  light 

On  waves  that  anthems  roar  ; 
The  dusky  billows  break  at  night 
In  flashes  on  the  shore. 

6  f>  Yea,  every  lily's  shining  cup, 

The  hum  of  hidden  bee, 
The  odours  floating  mingled  up, 
With  insect  revelry,— 

7  f  All  hues,  all  harmonies  divine, 

The  holy  earth  about, 
m  Their  souls  will  send  forth  into  mine, 
My  soul  to  widen  out. 

8  f  And  thus  the  great  earth  I  shall  hold 

A  perfect  gift  of  Thine ; 
Richer  by  these,  a  thousand-fold, 
Than  if  broad  lands  were  mine. 

694  G-  MacDonald. 


PETERBOROUGH. 


mature. 

L.M.  D. 


Sir  J.  Goss. 

L 


/ 


n~  LJ_4_zta= 


>s-l      I     Tl-s^-o— 


623 

1  wi  THE  spacious  firmament  on  high, 

With  all  the  blue  ethereal  sky, 
And  spangled  heavens, — a  shining 

frame, — 

Their  great  Original  proclaim. 
The  unwearied  sun,  from  day  to  day, 
Does  his  Creator's  power  display, 
f  And  publishes  to  every  land 
The  work  of  an  Almighty  hand. 

2  m  Soon  as  the  evening  shades  prevail, 

The  moon  takes  up  the  wondrous 

tale, 

And  nightly  to  the  listening  earth 
Repeats  the  story  of  her  birth : 
617  Orig.  Ed.  Q 


Whilst  all  the  stars  that  round  her 

burn, 

And  all  the  planets  in  their  turn, 
/  Confirm  the  tidings  as  they  roll, 
And  spread  the  truth  from  pole  to 

pole. 

3  p  What  though  in  solemn  silence  al' 
Moveroundthis  dark  terr  estrial  ball ; 
What  though  no  real  voice  nor  sound, 
Amidst  their  radiant  orbs  be  found : 
In  reason's  ear  they  all  rejoice, 
And  utter  forth  a  glorious  voice ; 
f  For  ever  singing  as  they  shine, — 
'  The  Hand  that  made  us  is  Divine.' 

t  J,  Addison. 


FESTUS. 


mature, 

7.7.7.7. 


From  &  'German  Chorale. 
(Original  rhythm.) 
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620  Orig.  Ed. 


/i  HARK,  my  soul,  how  everything 
Strives  to  serve  our  bounteous  King ; 
Each  a  double  tribute  pays, 
Sings  its  part,  and  then  obeys. 

2  f  Nature's  chief  and  sweetest  quire 

Him  with  cheerful  notes  admire ; 
Chanting  every  day  their  lauds, 
While  the  grove  their  song  applauds. 

3  m  Though  their  voices  lower  be, 

Streams  have  too  their  melody ; 
Night  and  day  they  warbling  run, 
Never  pause,  but  still  sing  on. 

4  All  the  flowers  that  gild  the  spring 
Hither  their  still  music  bring ; 

If  Heaven  bless  them,  thankful,  they 
Smell  more  sweet,  and  look  more  gay. 

5  p  Only  we  can  scarce  afford 

This  short  office  to  our  Lord ; 
We,  on  whom  His  bounty  flows, 
All  things  gives,  and  nothing  owes. 

6  /  Wake !  for  shame,  my  sluggish  heart, 

Wake !  and  gladly  sing  thy  part ; 
Learn  of  birds,  and  springs,  and  flowers. 
How  to  use  thy  nobler  powers. 

7  Call  all  nature  to  thy  aid, 

Since  'twas  He  whole  nature  made ; 
Join  in  one  eternal  song, 
Who  to  one  God  all  belong. 

8  Live  for  ever,  glorious  Lord ! 
Live,  by  all  Thy  works  adored ! 
One  in  Three,  and  Three  in  One, 
Thrice  we  bow  to  Thee  alone ! 

J.  Austin. 


IRature. 


ST.  FRANCES. 


G.  A.  LOUR. 


625 


1163  Orig.  Ed. 


1  »«  To  Him  who  is  the  Life  of  life, 

My  soul  its  vows  would  pay ; 

He  leads  the  flowery  seasons  on, 

And  gives  the  storm  its  way. 

2  The  winds  run  backward  to  their  caves 

At  His  divine  command, — 
And  the  great  deep  He  folds  within 
The  hollow  of  His  hand. 

3  He  clothes  the  grass,  He  makes  the  rose 

To  wear  her  good  attire ; 
The  moon  He  gives  her  patient  grace, 
And  all  the  stars  their  fire. 

4  p  He  hears  the  hungry  raven's  cry, 

And  sends  her  young  their  food, 
rni  And  through  our  evil  intimates 
His  purposes  of  good. 

5  f  He  stretches  out  the  north,  He  binds 

The  tempest  in  His  care ; 
The  mountains  cannot  strike  their  roots 
So  deep  He  is  not  there. 

6  m  Hid  in  the  garment  of  His  works, 

We  feel  His  presence  still 
With  us,  and  through  us  fashioning 
The  mystery  of  His  will. 

Alice  Cary. 
697 


GORTON. 


Old  French  Melody. 
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1164  Orig  Ed. 


1  /  ALL  that 's  good  and  great  and  true, 

All  that  is  and  is  to  be, 

Be  it  old  or  be  it  new, 

Conies,  0  Father,  comes  from  Thee. 

2  «i  Mercies  dawn  with  every  day, 

Newer,  brighter  than  before, 
X>  And  the  sun's  declining  ray 
Layeth  others  up  in  store. 

3  -//i  Not  a  bird  that  doth  not  sing 

Sweetest  praises  to  Thy  Name, 
p  Not  an  insect  on  the  wing 
But  Thy  wonders  doth  proclaim. 

4  /  Far  and  near,  o'er  land  and  sea, 

Mountain  top  and  wooded  dell, 
All  in  singing,  sing  of  Thee, 
Songs  of  love  ineffable. 

5  m  May  we  all,  with  songs  of  praise, 

Whilst  on  earth,  Thy  Name  adore, 
/  Till  with  angel  choirs  we  raise 
Songs  of  praise  for  evermore. 

G.  Th'iing 
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/  THOTJ  art,  0  God,  the  life  aad  light 

Of  all  this  wondrous  world  we  see : 
m  Its  glow  by  day,  its  smile  by  night, 

Are  but  reflections  caught  from  Thee : 
f  Where'er  we  turn,  Thy  glories  shine, 

And  all  tilings  fair  and  bright  are  Thine. 
p  When  day,  with  farewell  beam  delays 

Among  the  opening  clouds  of  even, 

And  we  can  almost  think  we  gaze 

Through  golden  vistas  into  heaven, — 
ni  Those  nues,  that  make  the  sun's  decline 

So  soft,  so  radiant,  Lord,  are  Thine. 
l>  When  night  with  wings  of  starry  gloom 

O'ershadows  all  the  earth  and  skies, 

Like  some  dark  beauteous  bird  Avhose  plume 

Is  sparkling  with  unnumbered  eyes, — 
m  That  sacred  gloom,  those  fires  divine, 

So  grand,  so  countless,  Lord,  are  Thine. 
p  When  youthful  spring  around  us  breathes, 

Thy  Spirit  warms  her  fragrant  sigh, 

And  every  flower  the  summer  wreathes 

Is  born  beneath  that  kindling  eye, — 
f  Where'er  we  turn,  Thy  glories  shine, 

And  all  things  fair  and  bright  are  Thine. 

699  T.  Moore. 
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SILVER  BELLS. 


13.13.14.14. 


R.  F.  DALE,  Mus.  Bac. 


Copyright,  1005.  by  W.  Garrctt  Horder. 

1  m  WHEN  spring  unlocks  the  flowers  to  paint  the  laughing  soil ; 

When  summer's  balmy  showers  refresh  the  mower's  toil ; 
When  winter  binds  in  frosty  chains  the  fallow  and  the  flood ; 
/  In  God  the  earth  rejoiceth  still,  and  owns  its  Maker  good. 

2  m  The  birds  that  wake  the  morning,  and  those  that  love  the  shade ; 

The  winds  that  sweep  the  mountains,  or  lull  the  drowsy  glade ; 

The  sun  that  from  his  amber  bower  rejoiceth  on  his  way, 

The  moon  and  stars— their  Master's  name  in  silent  pomp  display 

3  p  Shall  man,  the  lord  of  nature,  expectant  of  the  sky, 

Shall  man  alone,  unthankful,  his  little  praise  deny? 
/  No ;  let  the  year  forsake  its  course,  the  seasons  cease  to  be, 
Thee,  Father,  must  we  always  love,  and,  Saviour,  honour  Thee. 

4  p  The  flowers  of  spring  may  wither,  the  hope  of  summer  fade, 

The  autumn  droop  in  winter,  the  birds  forsake  the  shade ; 
The  winds  be  lulled,  the  sun  and  moon  forget  their  old  decree ; 
m  But  we,  in  nature's  latest  hour,  0  Lord !  will  cling  to  Thee. 


623  Orig.  Ed. 
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1  iii  THE  glory  of  the  spring  how  sweet ! 

The  new-born  life  how  glad ! 
What  joy  the  happy  earth  to  greet 
In  new,  bright  raiment  clad ! 

2  Divine  Renewer !  Thee  I  bless ; 

I  greet  Thy  going  forth : 

I  love  Thee  in  the  loveliness 

Of  Thy  renewed  earth. 

3  But  0  these  wonders  of  Thy  grace, 

These  nobler  works  of  Thine, 

These  marvels  sweeter  far  to  trace 

These  new-births  more  divine ! 

4  p  These  sinful  souls  Thou  hallowest, 

These  hearts  Thou  makest  new, 
These  mourning  souls  by  Thee  made  blest, 
These  faithless  hearts  made  true : 

5  m  This  new-born  glow  of  faith  so  strong, 

This  bloom  of  love  so  fair ; 
/  This  new-born  ecstasy  of  song 
'in      And  fragrancy  of  prayer ! 

6  Creator  Spirit,  work  in  me 

These  wonders  sweet  of  Thine, 
Divine  Renewer,  graciously 
Renew  this  heart  of  mine ! 

7  Still  let  new  life  and  strength  upspring, 

Still  let  new  joy  be  given ! 
/  And  grant  the  glad  new  song  to  ring 
Through  the  new  earth  and  heaven. 

T.  H.  Gill. 
«22  Orig.  Ed.  701 
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1  m  We  plough  the  fields,  and  scat  -ter     The  good  seed  on  the    land, 
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But    it      is    fed   and     wa   -   tered    By  God's  al-might-  y     hand : 
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He  sends  the  snow  in     win  -  ter,    The  warmth  to  swell  the  grain, 
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The  breez-  es,  and  the     sun  -  shine,  And  soft    refreshing   rain. 
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All    good  gifts     a  -  round    us     Are     sent  from  heaven  a  -  bove, 
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/  Then  thank  the  Lord,  0  thank  the  Lord,  For  all  .   .   .  His  love  !     A-men. 


C25 


s.  Ed. 


2  «i  He  only  is  the  Maker 

Of  all  things  near  and  far  ; 
/>  He  paints  the  wayside  flower, 

He  lights  the  evening  star ; 
TO  The  wind  and  waves  obey  Him, 

By  Him  the  birds  are  fed ; 
Much  more  to  us,  His  children, 

He  gives  our  daily  bread. 

3  m  We  thank  Thee  then,  0  Father, 

For  all  things  bright  and  good, 
The  seed-time  and  the  harvest, 

Our  life,  our  health,  our  food ; 
Accept  the  gifts  we  offer 

For  all  Thy  love  imparts, 
And,  what  Thou  most  desirest, 

Our  humble,  thankful  hearts. 

M.  Olaudviis,  tr.  J<ms  M.  CampbelL 
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1  m  THE  spring-tide  liour  brings  leaf  and  flower, 

With  songs  of  life  and  love : 
And  many  a  lay  wears  out  the  day 
In  many  a  leafy  grove. 

2  Bird,  flower,  and  tree,  seem  to  agree 
p      Their  choicest  gifts  to  bring ; 

But  this  poor  heart  bears  not  its  part; 
In  it  there  is  no  spring. 

3  m  Dews  fall  apace, — the  dews  of  grace, — 

Upon  this  soul  of  sin; 
And  love  divine  delights  to  shine 
Upon  the  waste  within. 

4  Yet  year  by  year  fruits,  flowers,  appear, 
p      And  birds  their  praises  sing ; 

But  this  poor  heart  bears  not  its  part, 
Its  winter  has  no  spring. 

5  m  Lord,  let  Thy  love,  fresh  from  above, 

Soft  as  the  south  wind  blow, 
Call  forth  its  bloom,  wake  its  perfume, 
And  bid  its  spices  flow. 

6  And  when  Thy  voice  makes  earth  rejoice, 
/      And  the  hills  laugh  and  sing : 

Lord,  teach  this  heart  to  bear  its  part, 
And  join  the  praise  of  spring. 

J.  S.  B.  Monsell. 
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1  TO  WHAT  sweetness  on  Thine  earth  doth  dwell ! 

How  precious,  Lord,  these  gifts  of  Thine ! 
Yet  sweeter  messages  they  tell, 
These  earnests  of  delights  divine. 

2  /  Yes !  glory  out  of  glory  breaks^ 

More  than  the  gift  itself  is  given ; 
Each  gift  a  glorious  promise  makes ; 
Thine  earth  doth  prophesy  of  heaven. 

3  m  These  mighty  hills  we  joy  to  climb, 

These  happy  streams  we  wander  by, 
Reveal  the  eternal  hills  sublime — 
Of  God's  own  river  prophesy. 

4  These  odours  blest,  these  gracious  flowers, 
These  sweet  sounds  that  around  us  rise, 
Give  tidings  of  the  heavenly  bowers, 
Prelude  angelic  harmonies. 

5  f  These  vernal  hours,  what  news  they  bring 

What  tidings  these  bright  summers  tell ! 
They  fore-announce  the  eternal  spring, 
Foreshow  the  Light  Ineffable. 

6  TO  Lord,  from  Thy  gifts  to  Thee  we  rise, 

But  with  more  strength  we  soar  above, 
Upon  these  glorious  prophecies, 
These  earnests  of  Thy  dearer  love. 

T.  H.  Gill 
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By  permission  of  Novello  and  Company,  Limited. 

1  w  SUMMER  suns  are  glowing  over  land  and  sea, 

Happy  light  is  flowing  bountiful  and  free. 

Everything  rejoices  in  the  mellow  rays, 

All  earth's  thousand  voices  swell  the  psalm  of  praise 

2  /  God's  free  mercy  streameth  over  all  the  world, 

And  His  banner  gleameth  everywhere  unfurled. 
Broad  and  deep  and  glorious  as  the  heaven  above, 
Shines  in  might  victorious  His  eternal  love. 

3  m  Lord,  upon  our  blindness  Thy  pure  radiance  pour, 

For  Thy  lovingkindness  make  us  love  Thee  more. 
p  And  when  clouds  are  drifting  dark  across  our  sky, 
m  Then,  the  veil  uplifting,  Father,  be  Thou  nigh. 

4  We  ^yill  never  doubt  Thee,  though  Thou  veil  Thy  light ; 
Life  is  dark  without  Thee ;  death  with  Thee  is  bright. 

f  Light  of  light !  shine  o'er  us  on  our  pilgrim  way, 
Go  Thou  still  before  us  to  the  endless  day. 

W.  W.  How. 
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1/0  SING  to  the  Lord,  whose  bountiful  hand 

Again  doth  accord  His  gifts  to  the  land. 
m  His  clouds  have  shed  down  their  plenteousness  here, 
His  goodness  shall  crown  the  hopes  of  the  year. 

2  In  clefts  of  the  hills  the  founts  He  hath  burst, 
And  poureth  their  rills  through  valleys  athirst. 
The  river  of  God  the  pastures  hath  blest, 

The  dry,  withered  sod  in  greenness  is  drest. 

3  And  each  peaceful  fold  shall  teem  with  its  sheep, 
With  harvests  of  gold  the  fields  shall  be  deep ; 

/  The  vales  shall  rejoice  with  laughter  and  song, 
And  man's  grateful  voice  the  music  prolong. 

4  in  So  too  may  He  pour,  the  Last  and  the  First, 

His  graces  in  store  on  spirits  athirst, 
p  Till,  when  the  great  Day  of  Harvest  hath  come, 
m  He  takes  us  away  to  garner  at  home. 
62"  Orig.  Ed.  707  R-  F-  Littledale. 
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6.5.,  12  lines. 


F.  R.  HAVERGAL. 


1  m  Earth   be-low    is      teem  -  ing,    Heaven  is  bright  a    -    bove ; 

i        i 


Ev  -  'ry  brow     is     beam  -   ing        In     the  light    of        love ; 


Ev  -  'ry    eye     re    -   joi    -    ces, 


Ev  -  'ry  thought  is 
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/  Hap  -  py  hearts  and     voi  -   ces        Glad-  den  nights  and      days. 
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As    the    joy    in      liar  -  vest,    Joy   we     lie-  fore    Thee. 
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2  m  Every  youth  and  maiden, 

On  the  harvest  plain, 
Round  the  Avaggons  laden 

With  their  golden  grain, 
f  Swell  the  happy  chorus 

On  the  evening  air, 
Unto  Him  who  o'er  us 

Bends  with  constant  care. 

3  m  For  the  sun  and  showers, 

For  the  rain  and  dew, 
For  the  happy  hours 

Spring  and  summer  knew ; 
For  the  golden  autumn 

And  its  precious  stores, 
For  the  love  that  brought  them 

Teeming  to  our  doors. 

4  m  Earth's  broad  harvest  whitens 

In  a  brighter  sun 
Than  the  orb  that  lightens 

All  we  tread  upon. 
Send  out  labourers,  Father ! 

Where  fields  rip'ning  wave ; 
And  the  nations  gather, 
Gather  in  and  save. 

/.  S.  B.  Monsell. 
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UNISON. 

HARMONY. 

1  m  Great  Giver  of  all  good,  to 

Thee     a  - 

gam 

We  humbly  now  present,  in 

HARMONY. 
2  m  To  Thee,  in  whom  we  live  and         move,  we 

„  j  /  To    praise     Thee  for     the  f 
comel                      sheaves  brought  { 

3  m  Thou  dost  prepare  our  corn—  and 

year    by 

year 

Before  Thine  altar,  Lord,  will 

4  in  Thine  was  the  former  and  the 

lat  •  ter 

ram, 

Enriching  earth  and  calling 

VS 

^"1>            f^J 

*—  ^ 

f^V 

••          \ 

5  m  Thou  openest  wide,  great  God,  Thy  boun-teous  hand,  /And  far  and  wide  ascends  from. 

6  m  Thou  fillest  all  that  live  with  plen-teous-  ness  ;  /They,  in  return,  Thy  sacred 

7  m  Thy  clouds  drop  fatness  on  the  teem-  ing    earth  :  /  Accept  these  festal  songs  of 

8  m  The  year  is  crowned  with  goodness,  Lord,  by     Thee  ; /Then  meet  it  is  that  aye  should: 


9  m  On  every  side  the  little  hills    re  -  jpice,  /On  every  side  sounds  forth  the 

10  m  The  valleys,  thick  with  corn,  do  laugh  and  sing,  /Let  all,  who  sow  and  reap,  to 

11  m  For  all  the  blessings,  Lord,  Thy  mer  -  cy   gave, /Praise  we  with  this  best  member 


*  The  first  three  bars  should  be  given  out  by  full  organ  and  afterwards  repeated  by  voices 

alone,  in  unison. 
By  permission  of  Novello  and  Company,  Llmitrd. 
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Har    -    vest    -     tide     Thanks  -   giv 
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grate  -  ful  voice  /  Of  Har  -  vest  •  tide  Thanks  -  giv  -  -  ing. 
ge  -  ther  bring  /Their  Har  -  vest  -  tide  Thanks  -  giv  -  -  ing. 
that  we  have  /  In  Har  -  vest  -  tide  Thanks  -  giv  -  -  ing. 


r  T 

horn  -  age       be       In      Har  -  vest    -  tide  Thanks  -  giv 


ing.  A -men. 


S.  Childs-Clarke. 
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1  f  To  Thee,  0  Lord,  our  hearts  we  raise 

In  hymns  of  adoration, 
To  Thee  bring  sacrifice  of  praise 

With  shouts  of  exultation ; 
m  Bright  robes  of  gold  the  fields  adorn, 

The  hills  with  joy  are  ringing, 
The  valleys  stand  so  thick  with  corn 
That  even  they  are  singing. 

2  And  now,  on  this  our  festal  day, 

Thy  bounteous  Hand  confessing, 
Upon  Thine  altar,  Lord,  we  lay 

The  first-fruits  of  Thy  blessing ; 
By  Thee  the  souls  of  men  are  fed 

With  gifts  of  grace  supernal, 
Thou,  who  dost  give  us  earthly  bread, 

Give  us  the  Bread  Eternal. 

3  p  \Ve  bear  the  burden  of  the  day, 

And  often  toil  seems  dreary ; 
But  labour  ends  with  sunset  ray, 

And  rest  comes  for  the  weary ; 
m  May  Ave,  the  angel-reaping  o'er, 

Stand  at  the  last  accepted, 
Christ's  golden  sheaves  for  evermore 

To  garners  bright  elected. 

4  '  /  Oh,  blessed  is  that  land  of  God, 

Where  saints  abide,  for  ever ; 
Where  golden  fields  spread  far  and  broad, 

Where  flows  the  crystal  river : 
The  strains  of  all  its  holy  throng 

With  ours  to-day  are  blending ; 
Thrice  blessed  is  that  harvest-song 

Which  never  hath  an  ending. 

W.  C.  Dix. 
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1  f  COME,  ye  thankful  people,  come, 

Raise  the  song  of  harvest-home : 

m  All  is  safely  gathered  in, 
Ere  the  winter  storms  begin : 
God  our  Maker  doth  provide 
For  our  wants  to  be  supplied ; 

/  Come  to  God's  own  temple,  come, 
Raise  the  song  of  harvest-home ! 

2  m  We  ourselves  are  God's  own  field, 

Fruit  unto  His  praise  to  yield ; 

p  Wheat  and  tares  together  sown, 
Unto  joy  or  sorrow  grown : 

m  First  the  blade,  and  then  the  ear, 
Then  the  full  corn  shall  appear : 
Grant,  0  harvest  Lord,  that  we 
Wholesome  grain  and  pure  may  be. 

3  p  For  the  Lord  our  God  shall  come, 

And  shall  take  His  harvest  home ; 
From  His  field  shall  in  that  day 
All  offences  purge  away ; 
Give  His  angels  charge  at  last 
In  the  fire  the  tares  to  cast ; 
TO  But  the  fruitful  ears  to  store 
In  His  garner  evermore. 

4  /  Then,  thou  Church  triumphant,  come, 

Raise  the  song  of  harvest-home ! 
All  are  safely  gathered  in, 
Free  from  sorrow,  free  from  sin ; 
There  for  ever  purified, 
In  God's  garner  to  abide : 
/  Come,  ten  thousand  angels,  come, 
Raise  the  glorious  harvest-home ! 

H.  Alford. 
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1  /  SING  to  the  Lord  of  harvest, 

Sing  songs  of  love  and  praise  ; 
With  joyful  hearts  and  voices 

Your  hallelujahs  raise: 
ni  By  Him  the  rolling  seasons 

In  fruitful  order  move, 
/  Sing  to  the  Lord  of  harvest 

A  song  of  happy  love. 

2  m  By  Him  the  clouds  drop  fatness, 

The  deserts  bloom  and  spring, 
The  hills  leap  up  in  gladness, 

The  valleys  laugh  and  sing  : 
He  filleth  with  His  fulness 

All  things  with  large  increase, 
He  crowns  the  year  with  goodness, 

With  plenty  and  with  peace. 

3  Heap  on  His  sacred  altar 

The  gifts  His  goodness  gave, 
The  golden  sheaves  of  harvest, 
p      The  souls  He  died  to  save  : 
Your  hearts  lay  down  before  Him 

When  at  His  feet  ye  fall, 

in  And  with  your  lives  adore  Him, 

Who  gave  His  life  for  all. 

J.  S.  B.  J\foitsell. 
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1  m  LORD  of  the  harvest !  Thee  we  hail ; 

Thine  ancient  promise  doth  not  fail ; 
The  varying  seasons  haste  their  round, 
With  goodness  all  our  years  are  crowned : 

f  Our  thanks  we  pay 

This  holy  day ; 

p  0  let  our  hearts  in  tune  be  found ! 

2  m  If  spring  doth  wake  the  song  of  mirth, 

If  summer  warms  the  fruitful  earth ; 
When  winter  sweeps  the  naked  plain, 
Or  autumn  yields  its  ripened  grain ; 
f  Still  do  we  sing 

To  Thee,  our  King; 
Through  all  the  changes  Thou  dost  reign. 

3  m  But  chiefly  when  Thy  liberal  hand 

Scatters  new  plenty  o'er  the  land, 
/  When  sounds  of  music  fill  the  air, 
As  homeward  all  their  treasures  bear ; 

We  too  will  raise 

Our  hymn  of  praise, 
For  we  Thy  common  bounties  share. 

4  m  Lord  of  the  harvest,  all  is  Thine ! 

The  rains  that  fall,  the  suns  that  shine, 
The  seed  once  hidden  in  the  ground, 
The  skill  that  makes  our  fruits  abound ! 
New,  every  year, 
Thy  gifts  appear ; 
f  New  praises  from  our  lips  shall  sound 

J.  H.  Gurney. 
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THE  sower  went  forth  sowing, 

The  seed  in  secret  slept 
Through  weeks  of  faith  and  patience, 

Till  out  the  green  blade  crept ; 
And,  warmed  by  golden  sunshine, 

And  fed  by  silver  rain, 
At  last  the  fields  were  whitened 

To  harvest  once  again. 
/         0  praise  the  heavenly  Sower, 
Who  gave  the  fruitful  seed, 
in         And     watched    and    watered 

duly, 
And  ripened  for  our  need ! 

2m  Behold!  the  heavenly  Sower 

Goes  forth  with  better  seed— 
The  Word  of  sure  salvation — 
p     With  feet  and  hands  that  bleed ; 
m  Here  in  His  Church  'tis  scattered, 

Our  spirits  ai'e  the  soil ; 
Then  let  an  ample  fruitage 
Repay  His  pain  and  toil. 
/         0  beauteous  is  the  harvest 

Wherein  all  goodness  thrives, 
And  this  the  true  thanksgiving, 
The  tirstfruits  of  our  lives ! 


/  3  p  Within  a  hallowed  acre 

He  sows  yet  other  grain, 
When  peaceful  earth  receiveth 

The  dead  He  died  to  gain ; 
m  For,  though  the  growth  be  hidden, 

We  know  that  they  do  rise ; 
Yea,  even  now  they  ripen 

In  sunny  Paradise. 
/         0  summer  land  of  harvest, 

0  fields  for  evev  white 
With  souls  that  wear  Christ's 

raiment, 
With  crowns  of  golden  light ! 

4  m  One  day  the  heavenly  Sower 

Shall  reap  where  He  hath  sown, 
f  And  come  again  rejoicing, 

And  with  Him  bring  His  own  ; 
p  And  then  the  fan  of  judgment 
Shall  winnow  from  His  floor 
The  chaff  into  the  furnace 
That  flameth  evermore. 
0  holy,  awful  Reaper, 

Have  mercy  in  the  day 

Thou  puttest  in  Thy  sickle, 

Aud  cast  us  not  awav. 


W.  St.  Hill  Bourne. 
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1  /  Now  sing  we  a  song  for  the  harvest : 

Thanksgiving  and  honour  and  praise, 
For  all  that  the  bountiful  Giver 
Hath  given  to  gladden  our  days ; 

2  m  For  grasses  of  upland  and  lowland, 

For  fruits  of  the  garden  and  field, 
For  gold  which  the  mine  and  the  furrow 
To  delver  and  husbandman  yield. 

3  p  And  thanks  for  the  harvest  of  beauty, 

For  that  which  the  hands  cannot  nold ; 
The  harvest,  eyes  only  can  gather, 
And  only  our  hearts  can  enfold. 

4  m  We  reap  it  on  mountain  and  moorland ; 

We  glean  it  from  meadow  and  lea ; 
AVe  garner  it  in  from  the  cloudland ; 
AVe  bind  it  in  sheaves  from  the  sea. 

5  p  But  now  we  sing  deeper  and  higher, 

Of  harvests  that  eye  cannot  see ; 
m  They  ripen  on  mountains  of  duty, 

Are  reaped  by  the  brave  and  the  free. 

6  And  they  have  been  gathered  and  garnered, 

Some  golden  with  honour  and  gain, 
p  And  some,  as  with  heart's  blood,  are  ruddy, 
The  harvests  of  sorrow  and  pain. 

7/0  Thou  who  art  Lord  of  the  harvest, 
The  Giver  who  gladdens  our  days, 
Our  hearts  are  for  ever  repeating 
Thanksgiving  and  honour  and  praise. 

J.  W.  Chadioick  and  W.  C.  Gannett. 
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1  p  THE  year  is  swiftly  waning ; 

The  summer  days  are  past : 
And  life,  brief  life,  is  speeding ; 
The  end  is  nearing  fast. 

2  m  The  ever-changing  seasons 

In  silence  come  and  go ; 
But  Thou,  Eternal  Father, 
No  time  or  change  canst  know. 

3  0  pour  Thy  grace  upon  us, 

That  we  may  worthier  be, 
Each  year  that  passes  o'er  us, 
To  dwell  in  heaven  with  Thee. 

4  Behold  the  bending  orchards 

With  bounteous  fruit  are  crowned ; 
p  Lord,  in  our  hearts  more  richly 
Let  heavenly  fruits  abound. 

5  m  Oh,  by  each  mercy  sent  us, 

p  And  by  each  grief  and  pain, 
m  By  blessings  like  the  sunshine, 
p  And  sorrows  like  the  rain, — 

6  m  Our  barren  hearts  make  fruitful 

With  every  goodly  grace, 
That  we  Thy  name  may  hallow, 
And  see  at  last  Thy  face. 

W.  W.  How. 
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1  /)  COLD  and  cheerless,  dark  and  drear, 

Wintry  days  and  nights  appear 
m  But  they  all  in  order  stand  ; 
This  is  still  God's  goodly  land. 

2  Wind,  and  ice,  and  shrouding  snow, 
At  Thy  bidding  come  and  go ; 
Clouds  obscure  or  planets  shine, 
But  they  serve  Thee,  and  are  Thine. 

3  p  Flowers  have  faded  from  the  plain, 

But  their  mother-roots  remain ; 
In  the  chilly  earth  they  lie, 
Waiting  for  the  warmer  sky. 

4  m  Leaves  and  flowers  and  golden  grain 

God  will  bring  all  back  again ; 
They  shall  come  in  beauty  drest — 
This  is  but  their  time  of  rest. 

5  /  Thee  we  praise  then,  Father  dear, 

E'en  for  winter,  dark  and  drear ; 
All  things  lie  within  Thy  mind, 
Ever  loving,  ever  kind. 

J.  P.  Hopps. 
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1  m  WINTER  reigneth  o'er  the  land, 
Freezing  with  its  icy  breath, 


p  Dead  and  bare  the  tall  trees  stand ; 
All  is  chill  and  drear  as  death. 

2  m  Yet  it  seemeth  but  a  day 

Since  the  summer  flowers  were  here, 
Since  they  stacked  the  balmy  hay, 
Since  they  reaped  the  golden  ear. 

3  Sunny  days  are  past  and  gone : 
So  the  years  go,  speeding  fast, 
Onward  ever,  each  new  one 
Swifter  speeding  than  the  last. 


4  p  Life  is  waning,  life  is  brief ; 

Death,  like  winter,  standeth  nigh: 
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Each  one,  like  the  falling  leaf, 
Soon  shall  fade  and  fall  and  die. 

5  m  But  the  sleeping  earth  shall  wake, 

And  the  flowers  shall  burst  in  bloom, 
/  And  all  nature  rising  break 
Glorious  from  its  wintry  tomb. 

6  m  So,  Lord,  after  slumber  blest, 

Comes  a  bright  awakening, 
And  our  flesh  in  hope  shall  rest 
Of  a  never-fading  Spring. 

W.  W.  How. 
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1  m  HERE,  Lord,  we  offer  Thee  all  that  is  fairest, 

Bloom  from  the  garden,  and  flowers  from  the  field; 
p  Gifts  for  the  stricken  ones,  knowing  Thou  carest 
More  for  the  love  than  the  wealth  that  we  yield. 

2  m  Send,  Lord,  by  these  to  the  sick  and  the  dying, 

Speak  to  their  hearts  with  a  message  of  peace: 
p  Comfort  the  sad,  who  in  weakness  are  lying, 
Grant  the  departing  a  gentle  release. 

3  m  Raise,  Lord,  to  health  again  those  who  have  sickened, 

Fair  he  their  lives  as  the  roses  in  bloom ; 
/  Give  of  Thy  grace  to  the  souls  Thou  hast  quickened, 
Gladness  for  sorrow,  and  brightness  for  gloom. 

4  p  We,  Lord,  like  flowers,  must  bloom  and  must  wither ; 

We,  like  these  blossoms,  must  fade  and  must  die ; 
TO  Gather  us,  Lord,  to  Thy  bosom  for  ever, 
Grant  us  a  place  in  1'hy  home  in  the  sky. 

A.  G.  W.  Blunt. 
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1  w  0  PAINTER  of  the  fruits  and  flowers, 

We  own  Thy  wise  design, 
Wrhereby  these  human  hands  of  ours 
May  share  the  works  of  Thine ! 

2  p  Apart  from  Thee,  we  plant  in  vain 

The  root,  and  sow  the  seed ; 
m  Thy  early  and  Thy  latter  rain, 
Thy  sun  and  dew  we  need. 

3  Our  toil  is  sweet  with  thankfulness, 

Our  burden  is  our  boon ; 
p  The  curse  of  earth's  grey  morning  is 
m     The  blessing  of  its  noon. 

4  p  Why  search  the  wide  world  every 

where, 

For  Eden's  unknown  ground  ? — 
That  garden  of  the  primal  pair 
May  never  more  be  found. 


I      T 

May  be  sung  to  Horsley,  No.  048. 


5  m  But,  blest  by  Thee,  our  patient  toil 

May  right  the  ancient  wrong, 
And  give  to  every  clime  and  soil 
The  beauty  lost  so  long. 

6  Our  homestead  flowers,  and  fruited 

May  Eden's  orchard  shame ;  [trees, 
We  taste  the  tempting  sweets  of  these, 
Like  Eve,  without  her  blame. 

7  f  And,  North  and  South,  and  East  and 

The  pride  of  every  zone ;     [West, 
The  fairest,  rarest,  and  the  best, 
May  all  be  made  our  own. 

8  m  Its  earliest  shrines  the  young  world 

sought, 

In  hill-groves,  and  in  bowers ; 
The  fittest  offerings  thither  brought, 
Were  Thy  own  fruits  and  flowers. 
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9        And  still  with  reverent  hands  we  cull 

Thy  gifts  each  year  renewed ; 
The  good  is  always  beautiful, 
The  beautiful  is  good. 

/.  G.  Whittier. 
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1  in  GOD  might  have  made  the  earth  bring  fortli 

Enough  for  great  and  small, 
The  oak  tree  and  the  cedar  tree, 
Without  a  flower  at  all. 

2  He  might  have  made  enough— enough 

For  every  want  of  ours, 
For  food  and  medicine  and  toil, 
And  yet  have  made  no  flowers. 

3  Then  wherefore,  wherefore,  were  they  made, 

All  dyed  with  rainbow  light, 
All  fashioned  with  supremest  grace, 
Upspringing  day  and  night  'i 

•4   p  Springing  in  valleys  green  and  low, 

And  on  the  mountains  high, 
And  in  the  silent  wilderness, 
Where  no  man  passcth  by? 

5  m  Our  outward  life  requires  them  not, 

Then  wherefore  had  they  birth? 
To  minister  delight  to  man, 
To  beautify  the  earth, 

6  p  To  whisper  hope,  to  comfort  man, 

Whene'er  his  faith  is  dim ; 
/  For  He  who  careth  for  the  flowers, 
Will  care  much  more  for  him. 

Mary  Hoivitt. 
635  Orig.  Ed  728 
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1  wi  AT  Thy  feet,  our  God  and  Father, 

Who  hast  blest  us  all  our  days, 
/  We  with  grateful  hearts  would  gather, 

To  begin  the  year  with  praise ; 
Praise  for  light  so  brightly  shining 
On     our     steps     from     heaven 

above ; 

Praise  for  mercies  daily  twining 
Round  us  golden  cords  of  love. 

2  p  Jesus,  for  Thy  love  most  tender, 

On  the  cross  for  sinners  shown, 
m  We  would  praise  Thee,  and  Surrender 
All  our  hearts  to  be  Thine  own. 
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With  so  blest  a  Friend  provided, 

We  upon  our  way  would  go, 
Sure  of  being  safely  guided, 
/      Guarded  well  from  every  foe. 

3  m  Every  day  will  be  the  brighter, 

When  Thy  gracious  face  we  see ; 
Every  burden  will  be  lighter, 

When  we  know  it  comes froniThee. 
Spread  Thy  love's  broad  banner  o'er 

us, 

Give  us  strength  to  serve  and  wait, 
/Till  Thy  glory  break  before  us, 
Through  the  city's  open  gate. 
J.  D.  Burns. 
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J    //;  FATTIER,  here  we  dedicate 

All  our  time  to  Thee, 
In  whatever  worldly  state 

Thou  wouldst  have  us  be ; 
p  Not  from  trouble,  loss,  or  care 

Freedom  would  we  claim ; 
This  alone  shall  be  our  prayer : 
'  Glorify  Thy  Name: 

2  m  Can  a  child  pretend  to  choose 

Where  or  how  to  live  ? 
Can  a  Father's  love  refuse 

What  is  best  to  give  ? 
More  Thou  grantest  every  day 

Than  the  best  can  claim ; 
Nor  withholdest  aught  that  may 
p      '  Glorify  Thy  Name: 
653  Orig.  Ed. 


3  m  If  in  mercy  Thou  wilt  spare 

Joys  that  yet  are  ours, 
If  our  future  life  may  bear 

Some  few  brighter  flowers ; 
Let  our  glad  hearts,  while  they 

Thee  in  all  proclaim ;         [sing, 
p  And  whate'er  this  year  may  bring, 

'  Glorify  Thy  Name.' 

4  If  we  must,  in  grief  and  loss, 

Thy  behest  obey, 
If  beneath  the  shadowing  Cross 

Lies  our  homeward  way, 
m  We  will  think  what  Thy  dear  Son 

Once  for  us  became, 
And  repeat,  till  life  is  done, 
p      '  Glorify  Thy  Name.' 
730  L.  Tuttiett. 
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1  m  ANOTHER  year  is  dawning, 

Dear  Master,  let  it  be, 
In  working  or  in  waiting, 
Another  year  with  Thee. 

2  p  Another  year  of  leaning 

Upon  Thy  loving  breast, 
Of  ever-deepening  trustfulness, 
Of  quiet,  happy  rest. 

3  m  Another  year  of  mercies, 

Of  faithfulness  and  grace ; 
f  Another  year  of  gladness 
In  the  shining  of  Thy  face. 

4  in  Another  year  of  progress, 

Another  year  of  praise, 
Another  year  of  proving 
Thy  presence  '  all  the  days.' 

5  Another  year  of  service, 

Of  witness  for  Thy  love ; 
Another  year  of  training 
For  holier  work  above. 

6  m  Another  year  is  dawning, 

Dear  Master,  let  it  be, 
p  On  earth,  or  else  in  heaven, 
Another  year  for  Thee ! 

Frances  Ridley  Havergal. 
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1  m  THE  old  year's  long  campaign  is  o'er  : 

Behold  a  new  begun  ; 
Not  yet  is  closed  the  holy  war, 

Not  yet  the  triumph  Avon. 
p  Out  of  his  still  and  deep  repose 

We  hear  the  old  year  say  : 
/  '  Go  forth  again  to  meet  your  foes, 

Ye  children  of  the  day  !  ' 

2  '  Go  forth  !  firm  faith  in  every  heart, 

Bright  hope  on  every  helm, 
Through  that  shall  pierce  no  fiery  dart, 

And  this  no  fear  o'erwhelm. 
Go  in  the  spirit  and  the  might 

Of  Him  who  led  the  way  ; 
Close  with  the  legions  of  the  night, 

Ye  children  of  the  day.' 

3  m  So  forth  we  go  to  meet  the  strife, 

We  will  not  fear  nor  fly  ; 
Love  we  the  holy  warrior's  life, 
p      His  death  we  hope  to  die. 
m  We  slumber  not,  that  charge  in  view, 

'  Toil  on  while  toil  ye  may, 
Then  night  will  be  no  night  to  you, 
/      Ye  children  of  the  day.' 

4  m  Lord  God,  our  Glory,  Three  in  One, 

Thine  own  sustain,  defend  ; 
p  And  give,  though  dim  this  earthly  sun, 

Thy  true  light  to  the  end  ; 
Till  morning  tread  the  darkness  down, 

And  night  be  swept  away, 
/  And  infinite,  sweet  triumph  crown 
Thy  children  of  the  day. 

S.  J.  Stone. 
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1  y  BREAK,  new-born  year,  on  glad  eyes  break  1 

Melodious  voices  move ! 
w  On,  rolling  Time !  thou  canst  not  make 
The  Father  cease  to  love. 

2  The  parted  year  had  winged  feet ; 

The  Saviour  still  doth  stay : 
The  New  Year  comes ;  but,  Spirit  sweet, 
Thou  goest  not  away. 

3  p  Our  hearts  in  tears  may  oft  run  o'er ; 
m      But,  Lord,  Thy  smile  still  beams ; 
p  Our  sins  are  swelling  evermore ; 

m      But  pardoning -grace  still  streams. 

4  Lord!  from  this  year  more -service  win, 

More  glory,  more  delight ! 
p  0  make  its  hours  less  sad  with  sin, 
»i      Its  days  with  Thee  more  bright ! 

5  Then  we  may  bless  its  precious  things 

If  earthly  cheer  should  come, 
Or  gladsome  mount  on  angel  wings 
p      If  Thou  shouldst  take  us  home. 

T.  H.  Gill. 
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1  M  FOR  Thy  mercy  and  Thy  grace, 

Constant  through  another  year, 
f  Hear  our  song  of  thankfulness, 
p  Jesus  our  Redeemer,  hear. 

2  m  Dark  the  future ;  let  Thy  light 

Guide  us,  Bright  and  Morning  Star ; 
Fierce  our  foes,  and  hard  the  fight ; 
f  Arm  us,  Saviour,  for  the  war. 

3  m  In  our  weakness  and  distress, 

Rock  of  Strength,  be  Thou  our  stay ! 
In  the  pathless  wilderness 
Be  our  true  and  living  way. 

4  p  Who  of  us  death's  awful  road 

\\\  the  coming  year  shall  tread? 
With  Thy  rod  and  staff,  0  God, 
Comfort  Thou  his  dying  bed. 

5  m  Keep  us  faithful,  keep  us  pure, 

Keep  us  evermore  Thine  own : 
Help,  0  help  us  to  endure ; 
Fit  us  for  the  promised  crown. 

6  /  So  within  Thy  palace  gate 

We  shall  praise,  on  golden  strings, 

Thee,  the  only  Potentate, 

Lord  of  lords,  and  King  of  kings ! 

H.  Downton. 
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/  SING  we,  brethren  faithful-hearted, 
m      Lift  the  solemn  voice  again 
•p  O'er  another  year  departed 

Of  our  threescore  years  and  ten. 
Lo,  a  theme  for  deepest  sadness, 

In  ourselves  with  sin  defiled ; 
,/'  Lo,  a  theme  for  holiest  gladness, 

In  our  Father  reconciled. 


p  In  the  dust  we  bend  before  Thee, 

Lord  of  sinless  hosts  above ; 
m  Yet  in  lowliest  joy  adore  Thee, 

God  of  mercy,  grace,  and  love. 
Gracious  Saviour  !  Thou  hast  lengthened 

And  hast  blessed  our  mortal  span, 
And  in  our  weak  hearts  hast  strengthened 
What  Thy  grace  alone  began. 

3. 

p  Still,  when  danger  shall  betide  us, 

Be  Thy  warning  whisper  heard ; 

m  Keep  us  at  Thy  feet,  and  guide  us 

By  Thy  Spirit  and  Thy  word. 
Let  Thy  favour  and  Thy  blessing 
Crown  the  year  we  now  begin  ; 
Let  us  all,  Thy  strength  possessing, 
Grow  in  grace  and  vanquish  sin. 

//.  Df'wnton. 


648  Orig.  Ed.,  last  4  lines  omitted.  737 
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1  ?/i  THE  year  is  gone  beyond  recall, 

With  all  its  hopes  and  fears, 
With  all  its  bright  and  gladdening  smiles, 
With  all  its  mourners'  tears. 

2  /  Thy  thankful  people  praise  Thee,  Lord, 

For  countless  gifts  received ; 

m  And  pray  for  grace  to  keep  the  Faith 

Which  saints  of  old  believed. 

3  To  Thee  we  come,  0  gracious  Lord, 

The  new-born  year  to  bless ; 

Defend  our  land  from  pestilence ; 

Give  peace  and  plenteousness. 

4  p  Forgive  this  nation's  many  sins ; 

The  growth  of  vice  restrain ; 
m  And  help  us  all  with  sin  to  strive, 
And  crowns  of  life  to  gain. 

5  p  From  evil  deeds  that  stain  the  past 

We  now  desire  to  flee ; 
m  And  pray  that  future  years  may  all 
Be  spent,  good  Lord,  for  Thee. 

6  0  Father,  let  Thy  watchful  eye 

Still  look  on  us  in  love, 
/  That  we  may  praise  Thee,  year  by  year, 
With  angel-hosts  above. 

Meaux  Breviary,  tr.  F.  Pott. 
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1  m   There  came     a        lit  -  tie        Child    to 

2  Far      a    -  way      in    a    good  -  ly 

3  /    They  siug  how  the  Lord    of  that  world  so 

4  HI  He  hath  put  on  His  king  -  ly    ap  -  par  -  el 

I 


earth  .  .     Long       a    -    go  ; 

laud,  .  .  Fair  and  bright, 
fair  A  Child  was  born  ; 
now,  In  that  good  -  ly  land, 
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And  the     an-  gels  of  God      pro  -  claimed  His    birth,  .  .     High    and  low. 

Children  with  crowns  of ..     glo  -  ry      stand  ..    Robed     in  white 

And  that  they  might  a  crown     of..      glo  -  ry  wear,  p  Wore  a  crown  of  thorn 

And  He  leads     to  where  fountains  of    wa  -  ter     flow    That    cho    -sen  band. 
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p  Out  in  the  night,    so        calm    and    still,     Their    song    was    heard 
Iu  white  more  pure  than  the  spot-less  snow,/Andtheirtongnesu    -    nite 
And  iu  mor  -  tal  weak-ness,  in    want  and  pain,     Came     forth 
And  for  ev    -    er-  more,    in  their  robes    so     fair       And         un 

I        I        !        ,        J         I       ,       ! 


m  For  they  knew  that  the  Child  on  .  .  Bethlehem's  hill    Was  Christ  the  Lord. 

In  the  psalm  which  the  an  -gels  sang  long  a    -go       On  Christ-mas  night. 

That  the  chil-dren  of  earthmight  for  ev  -  er  reign    With  Him       on  high. 

/    Those     ran-  somed   children  His  praise  declare  p  Who  was  once    a  Child. 


A-men. 


Emily  E.  S.  Elliott. 
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m  ONCE  in  royal  David's  city 

Stood  a  lowly  cattle  shed, 
Where  a  mother  laid  her  baby, 

In  a  manger  for  His  bed. 
p     Mary  was  that  mother  mild, 
Jesus  Christ  her  little  child. 

2. 
m  He  came  down  to  earth  from  heaven, 

Who  is  God  and  Lord  of  all, 
p  And  His  shelter  was  a  stable, 
And  His  cradle  was  a  stall, 
With  the  poor,  and  mean,  and  lowly, 
Lived  on  earth  our  Saviour  holy. 

3. 

m  And  through  all  His  wondrous  child 
hood, 

He  would  honour  and  obey, 
Love  and  watch  the  lowly  mother 

In  whose  gentle  arms  He  lay. 
/      Christian  children,  all  must  be 
Mild,  obedient,  good  as  He. 

668  Orig.  Ed. 
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HI  For  He  is  our  childhood's  Pattern, 

Day  by  day  like  us  He  grew ; 
p  He  was  little,  weak,  and  helpless, 
Tears  and  smiles  like  us  He  knew ; 
And  He  feeleth  for  our  sadness, 
m     And  He  shareth  in  our  gladness. 

5. 

p  And  our  eyes  at  last  shall  see  Him, 
Through  His  own  redeeming  love, 
For  that  child  so  dear  and  gentle 
•m      Is  our  Lord  in  heaven  above, 
And  He  leads  His  children  on 
To  the  place  where  He  has  gone. 

6. 

Not  in  that  poor  lowly  stable, 
With  the  oxen  standing  by, 
We  shall  see  Him ;  but  in  heaven, 
Set  at  God's  right  hand  on  high ; 
When    like    stars    His    children 

crowned, 

All  in  white  shall  wait  around. 
Cecil  Frances  Alexander. 


f 


PARIS. 


3esus  Gbrtst. 

8.7.8.7. 


C.  GOUNOD. 


iE»=  =^ 


Q- 


659 


684  Orig.  Ed. 


1  m  LITTLE  children,  wake  and  listen, 

Songs  are  breaking  o'er  the  earth ; 
While  the  stars  in  heaven  glisten, 
Hear  the  news  of  Jesu's  birth. 

2  Long  ago,  to  lonely  meadows, 

Angels  brought  the  message  down ; 
Still  each  year,  through  midnight  shadows, 
It  is  heard  in  every  town. 

3  What  is  this  that  they  are  telling, 

Singing  in  the  quiet  street, 
/  While  their  voices  high  are  swelling — 
What  sweet  words  do  they  repeat  ? 

4  m  Words  to  bring  us  greater  gladness, 

Though  our  hearts  from  care  are  free ; 
Words  to  chase  away  our  sadness, 
Howe'er  sad  our  lot  may  be. 

5  p  Christ  has  left  His  throne  of  glory, 

And  a  lowly  cradle  found ; 
/  Well  might  angels  tell  the  story, 
Well  may  we  their  words  resound. 

6  in  Little  children,  wake  and  listen, 

/      Songs  are  ringing  through  the  earth ; 
While  the  stars  in  heaven  glisten, 
Hail  with  joy  your  Saviour's  birth ! 

Children's  Manual. 
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1  m  Thou  didst    leave      Thy 

2  /     Heaven's      arch    -    es 

3  m       The         fox  -es  found    rest, 

4  /        Thou       cam-  cst,    O        Lord, 

5  /  When  heaven's  arch-es  shall    ring 
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1  p      0  LITTLE  town  of  Bethlehem, 

How  still  we  see  thee  lie ! 
Above  thy  deep  and  dreamless  sleep, 

The  silent  stars  go  by ; 
•m      Yet  in  thy  dark  streets  shineth 

The  everlasting  light ; 
The  hopes  and  fears  of  all  the  years 
Are  met  in  thee  to-night ! 

'2          For  Christ  is  born  of  Mary ; 

And  gathered  all  above, 
While  mortals  sleep,  the  angels  keep 
Tlipir  wAtrh  of  wrmfierinir  love. 


Their  watch  of  wondering  love. 
/      0  morning  stars !  together 
Proclaim  the  holy  birth, 
And  praises  sing  to  God  the  King, 

And  peace  to  men  on  earth ! 
1171  Orig.  Ed.  743 


3  p      How  silently,  how  silently, 

The  wondrous  gift  is  given  ! 
So  God  imparts  to  human  hearts 

The  blessings  of  His  heaven. 
No  ear  may  hear  His  coming ; 

But  in  this  world  of  sin,    |  still, 
Where  meek  souls  will  receive  Him 

The  dear  Christ  enters  in. 

4  m      0  holy  Child  of  Bethlehem ! 

Descend  to  us,  we  pray ; 
Cast  out  our  sin  and  enter  in — 

Be  born  in  us  to-day ! 
We  hear  the  Christmas  angels 
f         The  great  glad  tidings  tell ; 
Oh,  come  to  us,  abide  with  us, 
Our  Lord  Emmanuel ! 

Phillips  Brooks. 
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Beth  -  le-hem,  How    still    we    see      thee      lie ! 
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si   -  lent-ly,     The     wondrous  gift      is        given ! 
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Oh,  come  to    us,  a  -  bide  with  us,  Our    Lord  Em  -  man  -  u    -    el !  A  -  men. 

'       '       S  '    '      *H  Q   I  -f-  - jJ-f-'J  ^-l5-    &  .        PP 


1171  Orig.  Ed. 


Copyright,  1905,  by  W.  Garrett  Herder.       Phillips  Brooks 

745 

2  B- 


ANGELS'  STORY. 


for  tbe 

7.6.7.6.  D.  A.  H.  MANN,  Mus.  Doc. 

-       ~& — f-s— I— r-s- ; m — — m       r~i r-j —    ~ri —     s-j — r-^ —       >^-j—  '•-f—,—r- 

~t 


T  T 


662 


1  m  I  LOVE  to  hear  the  story 

Which  angels'  voices  tell, 
How  once  the  King  of  glory 

Came  down  on  earth  to  dwell. 
p  I  am  both  weak  and  sinful, 

But  this  I  surely  know, 
The  Lord  came  down  to  save  me, 
m     Because  He  loved  me  so. 

2  I'm  glad  my  blessed  Saviour 

Was  once  a  child  like  me, 

To  show  how  pure  and  holy 

His  little  ones  might  be : 

666  Orig.  Ed.  •; 


And  if  I  try  to  follow 
His  footsteps  here  below 

He  never  will  forsake  me, 
Because  He  loves  me  so. 

3  y  To  sing  His  love  and  mercy 

My  sweetest  songs  I'll  raise ; 
And  though  I  cannot  see  Him 
I  know  He  hears  my  praise ; 
m  For  He  has  kindly  promised 

That  even  I  may  go 
,/"  To  sing  among  His  angels, 
Because  He  loves  me  so. 

Emily  Miller. 
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1  m  YE  fair  green  hills  of  Galilee, 

That  girdle  quiet  Nazareth, 
What  glorious  vision  did  ye  see, 
When  He  who  conquered  sin  and  death 
Your  flowery  slopes  and  summits  trod, 
And  grew  in  grace  with  man  and  God  ? 

2  p  We  saw  no  glory  crown  His  head, 

As  childhood  ripened  into  youth ; 
No  angels  on  His  errands  sped  ; 
He  wrought  no  sign.    But  meekness,  truth, 
m  And  duty  marked  each  step  He  trod, 
And  love  to  man,  and  love  to  God. 

3  p  Jesus !  my  Saviour,  Master,  King, 

Who  didst  for  me  the  burden  bear, 
m  While  saints  in  heaven  Thy  glory  sing, 

Let  me  on  earth  Thy  likeness  wear. 
/  Mine  be  the  path  Thy  feet  have  trod, — 
Duty,  and  love  to  man  and  God. 

E.  R.  Conder-, 
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1  /  SING,  every  boy  and  maiden 

To  Him  with  gratitude, 
m  Whose  youth,  tho'  heavy-laden, 

Was  one  Beatitude ; 
For  Jesus,  meek  and  purely 

Through  boyhood's  duties  trod, 
,As  Mary's  child,  though  surely 
The  very  Son  of  God. 

2  The  helper  of  His  mother, 

A  faithful,  Hebrew  lad, 
For  sister  and  for  brother 

Christ  wrought  with  spirit  glad ; 
And  made  that  cottage  lowly, 

That  work-bench  by  the  door, 
A  labour-lesson  holy 

To  love  for  evermore. 

3  p  All  reverently  obeying, 

He  bore  His  daily  part 
Toward  her  who  kept  eacli  saying 

Safe  in  her  wondering  heart. 
Along  the  ways  where  Nature 
Spoke  low,  by  hill  and  glen, 
m  He  grew  in  wisdom,  stature, 
And  grace  with  God  and  men. 

4  /  Oh,  sing !  ye  tired  and  tearful, 

What  this  sweet  story  saith ; 
For  all  that 's  brave  and  cheerful 

Conies  out  of  Nazareth ! 
m  Let  serving  hands  fly  faster, 

New  years  new  burdens  bring,- 
Enough !  if  like  our  Master, 
The  Carpenter  and  King ! 

M.  W.  Stryker. 
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1  /  COME,  praise  your  Lord  and  Saviour 

In  strains  of  holy  mirth  ; 
Give  thanks  to  Him,  0  children, 

Who  lived  a  child  on  earth. 
m  He  loved  the  little  children, 

And  called  them  to  His  side, 
His  loving  arms  embraced  them, 
p      And  for  their  sake  He  died. 

(Boys  only.) 

•2  f  0  Jesu,  we  would  praise  Thee, 

With  songs  of  holy  joy, 
•m  For  Thou  on  earth  didst  sojourn 

A  pure  and  spotless  boy. 
Make  us,  like  Thee,  obedient, 

Like  Thee,  from  sin-stains  free, 
Like  Thee,  in  God's  own  temple, 
In  lowly  home,  like  Thee. 

(Girls  only.) 

3  fO  Jesu,  we  too  praise  Thee, 

m     The  lowly  maiden's  Son : 

In  Thee  all  gentlest  graces 

Are  gathered  into  one ; 
Oh !  give  that  best  adornment 

That  Christian  maid  can  wear, 
The  meek  and  quiet  spirit 
Which  shone  in  Thee  so  fair. 

(All.) 

4/0  Lord,  with  voices  blended, 

We  sing  our  songs  of  praise : 
Be  Thou  the  light  and  pattern 
Of  all  our  childhood's  days ; 
And  lead  us  ever  onward, 

That,  while  we  stay  below, 
We  may,  like  Thee,  0  Jesu, 
In  grace  and  wisdom  grow. 
W.  W.  How. 
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1  'in.  THERE  was  a  time  when  children  sang 

The  Saviour's  praise  with  sacred  glee, 
f  And  all  the  hills  of  Judah  rang 
With  their  exulting  Jubilee. 

2  /  0  to  have  joined  their  rapturous  songs, 

And  swelled  their  sweet  hosannas  high, 
And  blessed  Him  with  our  feeble  tongues, 
p  As  He — the  Man  of  grief — went  by ! 

3  /  But  Christ  is  now  a  glorious  King, 

And  angels  in  His  presence  bow ; 
The  humble  songs  that  we  can  sing — 
p  0 !  will  He— can  He — hear  them  now  1 

4  m  He  can — He  will— He  loves  to  hear 

The  notes  which  babes  and  sucklings  raise : 
p  Jesus,  we  come  with  trembling  fear, 
0  teach  our  hearts  and  tongues  to  praise ! 

5  /  We  join  the  hosts  around  Thy  throne, 

Who  once,  like  us,  the  desert  trod : 
And  thus  we  make  their  song  our  own — 
'  Hosanna  to  the  Son  of  God ! ' 

T.  R.  Taylor. 
750 


SLLACOMBE. 


Cbrist. 

T.G.7.G.  D. 


HARTIG'S  Vottatandige 

Sammluny,  c.  1833. 
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1  y  HOSANNA  !  loud  hosanna ! 

The  little  children  sang ; 
Through  pillared  court  and  temple 

The  glorious  anthem  rang : 
m  To  Jesus  who  had  blessed  them, 

Close  folded  to  His  breast, 
The  children  sang  their  praises, 

The  simplest  and  the  best. 

2  f  From  Olivet  they  followed, 

'Midst  an  exultant  crowd, 
Waving  the  victor  palm-branch, 

And  shouting  clear  and  loud ; 
Bright  angels  joined  the  chorus 

Beyond  the  cloudless  sky — 
'  Hosanna  in  the  highest : 

Glory  to  God  on  high !' 
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in  Fair  leaves  of  silvery  olive 

They  strewed  upon  the  ground, 
Whilst  Salem's  circling  mountains 

Echoed  the  joyful  sound ; 
p  The  Lord  of  men  and  angels 

Rode  on  in  lowly  state, 
Nor  scorned  that  little  children 
Should  on  His  bidding  wait. 
f  '  Hosanna  in  the  highest!' 

That  ancient  song  we  sing ; 
For  Christ  is  our  Redeemer, 

The  Lord  of  heaven  our  King. 
0  may  we  ever  praise  Him 

With  heart,  and  life,  and  voice, 
And  in  His  blissful  presence 
Eternally  rejoice ! 

Jeannette  Threlfall. 
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1  m  IT  is  a  thing  most  wonderful, 

Almost  too  wonderful  to  be, 
That  God's  own  Son  should  come  from  heaven, 
p  And  die  to  save  a  child  like  me. 

2  m  And  yet  I  know  that  it  is  true: 

He  chose  a  poor  and  humble  lot, 
p  And  .wept,  and  toiled,  and  mourned,  and  died, 
For  love  of  those  who  loved  Him  not. 

3  m  I  cannot  tell  how  He  could  love 

A  child  so  weak  and  full  of  sin  ; 
His  love  must  be  most  wonderful, 
If  He  could  die  my  love  to  win. 

4  p  I  sometimes  think  about  the  Cross, 

And  shut  my  eyes,  and  try  to  see 
The  cruel  nails' and  crown  of  thorns, 
And  Jesus  crucified  for  me : 

5  But,  even  could  I  see  Him  die, 
1  could  but  see  a  little  part 

m  Of  that  great  Love,  which,  like  a  fire, 
Is  always  burning  in  His  heart. 

6  It  is  most  wonderful  to  know 
His  love  for  me  so  free  and  sure ; 
But  'tis  more  wonderful  to  see 

My  love  for  Him  so  faint  and  poor. 

7  /  And  yet  1  want  to  love  Thee,  Lord ; 

U  light  the  flame  within  my  heart, 
And  I  will  love  Thee  more  and  more, 
Until  i  see  Thee  as  Thou  art. 

jr.  W.  How. 
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1  '//i  THERE  is  a  green  hill  far  away, 

Without  a  city  Avail, 
/>  JWhere  the  dear  Lord  was  crucified, 
Who  died  to  save  us  all. 

2  We  may  not  know,  we  cannot  tell 

What  pains  He  had  to  bear, 
But  we  believe  it  was  for  us 
He  hung  and  suffered  there. 

3  He  died  that  we  might  be  forgiven, 

He  died  to  make  us  good, 
m  That  we  might  go  at  last  to  heaven, 
Saved  by  His  precious  blood. 

4  There  was  no  other  good  enough 

To  pay  the  price  of  sin, 
He  only  could  unlock  the  gate 
Of  heaven,  and  let  us  in. 

5  /  Oh,  dearly,  dearly  has  He  loved, 

And  we  must  love  Him  too, 
And  trust  in  His  redeeming  blood, 
And  try  His  works  to  do. 

Cecil  Frances  Alexander. 
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1  /  BREAKS  the  joyful  Easter  dawn, 

Clearer  yet,  and  stronger ; 
Winter  from  the  world  has  gone, 

Death  shall  be  no  longer ! 
in  Far  away  good  angels  drive 

Night  and  sin  and  sadness; 
Earth  avakes  in  smiles,  alive 

With  her  dear  Lord's  gladness. 

2  p  Roused  by  Him  from  dreary  hours 

Under  snowdrifts  chilly, — 
m  In  His  hand  He  brings  the  flowers, 
Brings  the  rose  and  lily. 


1179  Orig.  Ed. 
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p  Every  little  buried  bud 

Into  life  He  raises ; 
/  Every  wild-flower  of  the  wood 

Chants  the  dear  Lord's  praises. 

I      Open,  happy  flowers  of  spring, 

For  the  Sun  has  risen ! 
Through  the  sky  glad  voices  ring, 

Calling  you  from  prison. 
m  Little  children  dear,  look  up ! 

Toward  His  brightness  pressing,, 
Lift  up  every  heart,  a  cup 
For  the  dear  Lord's  blessing. 
Lucy  Larcom. 


COLLEGE.  [1ST  TUNE.] 
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Vr.  F.  K.  MARCH. 


Copyright,  1905,  by  W.  Garrett  Horded" ' 

SP1RITUS  CHRIST  I.  [2ND  TUNE.]     8.5.8.5.    H.  WALFORD  DAVIES,  Mus.  Doc. 


Tenors  and  Basses  in  Unison. 

4-4 

tree 


672 


Copyright,  1905,  by  W.  Gurrett  Hordor. 


WHERE  is  Jesus,  little  children  ? 

Is  He  up  in  Heaven  ? 
Has  God  taken  back  the  present 

Which  of  old  was  given  ? 

2  AVhere  is  Jesus,  little  children  ? 

Is  He  in  a  book  ? 
Has  He  ceased  to  talk  to  people, 
And  on  them  to  look  ? 

3  "Where  is  Jesus,  little  children  ? 

With  us  evermore 
He    is    here,    and    we    may    lind 

Him 
Shut  within  this  door. 

4  p  Jesus  is  a  lovely  Spirit, 

Lowly,  pure,  and  kind ; 
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Feeling  in  the  hearts  of  people, 
Thinking  in  their  mind. 

5  m  Self-forgetting,  gentle  mercy, 

Love  that  will  not  die, 
These  reveal  the  heart  of  Jesus, 
Tell  us  He  is  nigh. 

6  p  Shut  within  the  souls  of  children, 

Jesus  makes  His  home ; 
Where  the  heart  has  heard  Him 

knocking, 
And  has  bid  Him  come. 

7  m  Jesus,  make  in  us  Thy  dwelling  ! 

Come  with  us  to  live, 
And  to  each  and  all  our  doings 
Thy  dear  beauty  give. 
Ji.  Wauyh. 
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m  JESU,  from  Thy  tin-one  on  high, 
Far  above  the  bright  Hue  sky, 
Look  on  us  with  loving  eye, 

p         Hear  us,  Holy  Jesu. 


m  Little  children  need  not  fear 

When  they  know  that  Thou  art 
Thou  dost  love  us,  Saviour  dear, 

p          Hear  us,  Holy  Jesu. 

3. 

m  Little  lambs  may  come  to  Thee ; 
Thou  wilt  fold  us  tenderly, 
And  our  careful  Shepherd  be, 

p         Hear  us,  Holy  Jesu. 

4. 

m  Little  lives  may  be  divine, 
Little  deeds  of  love  may  shine, 
Little  ones  be  wholly  Thine, 

p         Hear  us,  Holy  Jesu. 


m  Little  hearts  may  love  Thee  well, 
./  Little  lips  Thy  love  may  tell ; 

Little  hymns  Thy  praises  swell, 
p         Hear  us,  Holy  Jesu. 

6. 

m  Once  a  child  so  good  and  fair, 
Feeling  want  and  toil  and  care, 
All  that  we  may  have  to  bear, 

p         Hear  us,  Holy  Jesu. 

7. 

m  Jesu,  Thou  dost  love  us  still, 
And  it  is  Thy  holy  will ' 
That  we  should  be  safe  from  ill : 

p         Hear  us,  Holy  Jesu. 

8. 

m  Fold  us  to  Thy  loving  breast^ 
There  may  we,  in  happy  rest, 
Feel  that  we  indeed  are  blest : 
p         Hear  us,  Holy  Jesu. 

[T.  B.  Pollock. 
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m  BE  Thou  with  us  every  day, 
In  our  work  and  in  our  play, 
When  we  learn  and  when  we  pray, 

p          Hear  us,  Holy  Jesu. 

2. 

m  When  we  lie  asleep  at  night, 
Ever  may  Thy  angels  bright 
Keep  us  safe  till  morning's  light, 

p          Hear  us,  Holy  Jesu. 

3. 

/  Make  us  brave  without  a  fear, 
Make  us  happy,  full  of  cheer, 
Sure  that  Thou  art  always  near, 

p          Hear  us,  Holy  Jesu. 

4. 
m  May  we  grow,  from  day  to  day, 

Glad  to  learn  each  holy  way, 

Ever  ready  to  obey, 
p         Hear  us,  Holy  Jesu. 

5. 

m  May  we  prize  our  Christian  name, 
May  we  guard  it  free  from  blame, 
Fearing  all  that  causes  shame, 

p         Hear  us,  Holy  Jesu.  I   j 
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6. 

m  May  we  ever  try  to  be 

From  our  sinful  tempers  free, 
Pure  and  gentle  Lord,  like  Thee, 

p          Hear  us,  Holy  Jesu. 

7. 
•HI  May  our  thoughts  be  undented ; 

May  our  words  be  true  and  mild ; 

Make  us  each  a  holy  child, 
p         Hear  us,  Holy  Jesu. 

8. 

m  Jesu,  Son  of  God  most  high, 
Who  didst  in  a  manger  lie, 
Who  upon  the  cross  didst  die, 

p          Hear  us,  Holy  Jesu. 

9. 

m  Jesu,  from  Thy  heavenly  throne, 
Watching  o'er  each  little  one, 
Till  our  life  on  earth  is  done, 

p         Hear  us,  Holy  Jesu. 

10. 

f  Jesu,  whom  we  hope  to  see, 
Calling  us  to  come  to  Thee, 
Happy  evermore  with  Thee, 
p         Hear  us,  Holy  Jesu. 

T.  B.  Pollock. 
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I    .    .    wish      that  His  hands    had  been  placed    on    my    head, 

m  In  that  beau  -   ti  -  ful  place     He    has     gone      to    pre  -  pare 

I    ,    .     long      for    the    joy        of    that    glo    -    ri  -  ous  time, 
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p  WE  are  but  little  children  weak, 
Nor  born  in  any  high  estate ; 

m  What  can  we  do  for  Jesu's  sake, 
Who  is  so  high  and  good  and  great  ? 

2. 

Oh !  day  by  day  each  Christian  child 
Has  much  to  do,  without,  within ; 

p  A  death  to  die  for  Jesu's  sake, 
A  weary  war  to  wage  with  sin. 

3. 

When  deep  within  our  swelling  hearts 
The  thoughts  of  pride  and  anger  rise, 
When  bitter  words  are  on  our  tongues, 
And  tears  of  passion  in  our  eyes, 
4. 

m  Then  we  may  stay  the  angry  blow, 
Then  we  may  check  the  hasty  word, 
Give  gentle  answers  back  again, 
And  tight  a  battle  for  our  Lord. 
5. 

/  With  smiles  of  peace  and  looks  of  love 
Light  in  our  dwellings  we  may  make, 
Bid  kind  good-humour  brighten  there, 
And  do  all  still  for  Jesu's  sake. 
6. 

m  There 's  not  a  child  so  small  and  weak, 
But  lias  his  little  cross  to  take ; 
His  little  work  of  love  and  praise, 
That  he  may  do  for  Jesu's  sake. 

Cecil  Frances  Alexander. 
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m  GREAT  God,  and  wilt  Thou  condescend 
To  be  my  Father  and  my  Friend  'I 

p  I,  a  poor  child,  and  Thou  so  high, 
The  Lord  of  earth,  and  air,  ana  sky  ? 


m  Art  Thou  my  Father  !    Canst  Thou 
bear 

p  To  hear  my  poor  imperfect  prayer  1 
Or  wilt  Thou  listen  to  the  praise 
That  such  a  little  one  can  raise '{ 

3. 

\  m  Art  Thou  my  Father  ?    Let  me  be 
A  meek,  obedient  child  to  Thee ; 
And  try,  in   word   and   deed   and 

thought, 
To  serve  and  please  Thee  as  I  ought. 

4. 

Art  Thou  my  Father  ?    I'll  depend 
Upon  the  care  of  such  a  Friend ; 
And  only  wish  to  do  and  be 
Whatever  seemeth  good  to  Thee. 

5. 

p  Art  Thou  my  Father  ?    Then  at  last, 
When  all  my  days  on  earth  are  past, 
/  Send  down  and  take  me  in  Thy  love 
To  be  Thy  better  child  above. 

Ann  Gilbert. 
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1  «i          THE  fields  are  all  white, 

And  the  reapers  are  few ; 
We  children  are  willing, 

But  what  can  we  do 
To  work  for  our  Lord  in  His  harvest? 

2  p          Our  hands  are  so  small, 

And  our  words  are  so  weak, 
We  cannot  teach  others ; 

How  then  shall  we  seek 
To  work  for  our  Lord  in  His  harvest? 

3  m          We'll  work  by  our  prayers, 

By  the  pennies  we  bring, 
By  small  self-denials— 
The  least  little  thing 
May  work  for  our  Lord  in  His  harvest. 

4  Until,  by-and-by, 

As  the  years  pass  at  length, 
We  too  may  be  reapers 

And  go  forth  in  strength 
/  To  work  for  our  Lord  in  His  harvest. 
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1  m  SAVIOUR  !  while  my  heart  is  tender, 

I  would  yield  that  heart  to  Thee ; 
All  my  powers  to  Thee  surrender, 
Thine  and  only  Thine  to  be. 

2  Take  me  now,  Lord  Jesus !  take  me, 

Let  my  youthful  heart  be  Thine : 
Thy  devoted  servant  make  me : 
Fill  my  soul  with  love  divine. 

3  /  Send  me,  Lord,  where  Thou  wilt  send  me, 

Only  do  Thou  guide  mv  way . 
May  Thy  grace  through  life  attend  me, 
Gladly  then  shall  I  obey. 

4  m  Let  me  do  Thy  will,  or  bear  it, 

I  would  know  no  will  but  Thine ; 
j)  Shouldst  Thou  take  my  life,  or  spare  it, 
I  that  life  to  Thee  resign. 

5  m  May  this  solemn  consecration 

Never  once  forgotten  be ; 
Let  it  know  no  revocation, 
Registered,  confirmed  by  Thee. 

6  f  Thine  I  am,  0  Lord,  for  ever 

To  Thy  service  set  apart ; 
Suffer  me  to  leave  Thee  never : 
Seal  Thine  image  on  my  heart. 

J.  Burton. 
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FATHER,  lead  me  day  by  day, 
Ever  in  Thine  own  sweet  way  ; 
Teach  me  to  be  pure  and  true, 
Show  me  what  I  ought  to  do. 

When  in  danger,  make  me  brave  ; 
Make  me  know  that  Thou  canst  save  : 
Keep  me  safe  by  Thy  dear  side  ; 
Let  me  in  Thy  love  abide. 

When  I'm  tempted  to  do  wrong, 
Make  me  steadfast,  wise,  and  strong  ; 
And  when  all  alone  I  stand, 
Shield  me  with  Thy  mighty  hand. 

When  ray  heart  is  full  of  glee, 
Help  me  to  remember  Thee,  — 
Happy  most  of  all  to  know 
That  my  Father  loves  me  so. 
When  my  work  seems  hard  and  dry, 
May  I  press  on  cheerily  ; 
Help  me  patiently  to  bear 
Pain  and  hardship,  toil  and  care. 

May  I  see  the  good  and  bright, 
When  they  pass  before  my  sight  ; 
May  I  hear  the  heavenly  voice 
When  the  pure  and  wise  rejoice. 

May  I  do  the  good  I  know, 
Be  Thy  loving  child  below, 
Then  at  last  go  home  to  Thee, 
Evermore  Thy  child  to  be. 

J.  P.  Hopps. 
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2  m  Jesu,  Lord  and  Master, 

At  Thy  sacred  feet, 
Here,  with  hearts  rejoicing, 

See  Thy  children  meet. 
p  Often  have  we  left  Thee, 

Often  gone  astray ; 
m  Keep  us,  mighty  Saviour, 

In  the  narrow  way. 

3  m  Pattern  of  our  childhood, 

Once  Thyself  a  child, 
Make  our  childhood  holy, 

Pure  and  meek  and  mild. 
p  In  the  hour  of  danger 

Whither  can  we  flee, 
Save  to  Thee,  dear  Saviour, 

Only  unto  Thee? 
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4  m  All  our  days  direct  us 
In  the  way  we  go ; 
f  Crown  us  still  victorious 

Over  every  foe : 
p  Bid  Thine  angels  shield  us 

When  the  storm-clouds  lower ; 
Pardon  Thou,  and  save  us 
In  the  last  dread  hour. 

o        Then  with  saints  and  angels 

May  we  join  above, 
Offering  prayers  and  praises 

At  Thy  throne  of  love. 
p  When  the  march  is  over, 

Then  come  rest  and  peace, 
Jesus  in  His  beauty ! 
Songs  that  never  cease ! 
T.  J.  Potter  and  W.  W,  How. 
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1  /  DAY  by  day  we  magnify  Thee,  — 

When  our  hymns  in  school  we  raise  ; 
Daily  work  begun  and  ended, 
With  the  daily  voice  of  praise. 

2  m  Day  by  day  we  magnify  Thee,  —  • 

When,  as  each  new  day  is  born, 
p  On  our  knees  at  home,  we  bless  Thee, 
For  the  mercies  of  the  morn. 

3  m  Day  by  day  we  magnify  Thee,  — 

In  our  hymns  before  we  sleep  ; 
p  Angels  hear  them,  watching  by  us, 

Christ's  dear  lambs  all  night  to  keep. 

4  f  Day  by  day  we  magnify  Thee,  — 
m      Not  in  words  of  praise  alone  ; 

Truthful  lips,  and  meek  obedience, 
Show  Thy  glory  in  Thine  own. 

5  /  Day  by  day  we  magnify  Thee,  — 
p      When  for  Jesu's  sake  we  try 

Every  wrong  to  bear  with  patience, 
Every  sin  to  mortify. 

6  /  Day  by  day  we  magnify  Thee,— 

p      Till  our  days  on  earth  shall  cease, 
Till  we  rest  from  these  our  labours, 
Waiting  for  Thy  day  in  peace. 

7  w  Then  on  that  eternal  morning, 

With  Thy  great  redeemed  host, 
/  May  we  fully  magnify  Thee  — 
Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 

J.  Ellerton. 
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1  ^)      HUSHED  was  the  evening  hymn, 
The  Temple  courts  were  dark  ; 
The  lamp  was  burning  dim 
Before  the  sacred  ark  ; 
Harmony- 

f  When  suddenly  a  voice  divine 
Rang  through  the  silence  of  the  shrine. 
Unison. 

2m      The  old  man,  meek  and  mild, 
The  priest  of  Israel,  slept  ; 
His  watch  the  Temple  child, 
The  little  Levite  kept  ; 
And  what  from  Eli's  sense  was  sealed, 
The  Lord  to  Hannah's  son  revealed. 

Harmony. 
5 
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Harmony. 
3  /      Oh  !  give  me  Samuel's  ear, 

The  open  ear,  0  Lord, 
tn      Alive  and  quick  to  hear 

Each  whisper  of  Thy  word  : 
Like  him  to  answer  at  Thy  call, 
And  to  obey  Thee  first  of  all. 


4  p      Oh  !  give  me  Samuel's  heart, 
A  lowly  heart  that  waits, 
When  in  Thy  house  Thou  art, 
Or  watches  at  Thy  gates. 
By  day  and  night,  a  heart  that  still 
Moves  at  the  breathing  of  Thy  will, 


Oh !  give  me  Samuel's  mind, 
A  sweet,  unmurmuring  faith, 
p      Obedient  and  resigned 

To  Thee  in  life  and  death ; 
m  That  I  may  read  with  child-like  eyes 
Truths  that  are  hidden  from  the  wise. 

J.  D.  Burns. 
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I  in     OH,  what  can  little  hands  do, 

To  please  the  King  of  heaven  ? 
The  little  hands  some  work  may 

try 

To  help  the  poor  in  misery . 
/      Such  grace  to  mine  be  given. 

4  p     Oh,  what  can  little  hearts  do, 
To  please  the  King  of  heaven  ? 
Our  hearts,  if  God  His  Spirit  send, 


2  m     Oh,  what  can  little  lips  do, 

To  please  the  King  pi  heaven? 
/  The  little  lips  can  praise  and  pray, 
And  gentle  words  of  kindness  say : 
Such  grace  to  mine  be  given. 


3  p     Oh,  what  can  little  eyes  do, 

To  please  the  King  of  heaven  ? 
The  little  eyes  can  upward  look, 
And  learn  to  read  God's  holy  Book : 
/     Such  grace  to  mine  be  given. 


Can  love  and  trust  their  Saviour- 
Friend  : 
/     Such  grace  to  mine  be  given. 
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When  hearts,  and  hands,  and  lips  unite 
To  please  the  King  of  heaven, 
And  serve  the  Saviour  with  delight, 
They  are  most  precious  in  His  sight : 
Such  grace  to  mine  be  given. 

0.  W.  Hinsdale, 
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1  m  DEAR  Jesus,  ever  at  my  side, 

How  loving  must  Thou  be, 
To  leave  Thy  home  in  heaven  to  guard 
A  little  child  like  me ! 

2  p  Thy  beautiful  and  shining  face 

I  see  not,  though  so  near ; 
The  sweetness  of  Thy  soft,  low  voice 
I  am  too  deaf  to  hear. 

3  I  cannot  feel  Thee  touch  my  hand 

With  pressure  light  and  mild, 
To  check  me,  as  my  mother  did, 
When  I  was  but  a  child : 

4  m  But  I  have  felt  Thee  in  my  thoughts, 

Fighting  with  sin  for  me ; 
And  when  my  heart  loves  God,  I  know 
That  love  is  all  from  Thee. 

5  p  And  when,  dear  Saviour,  I  kneel  down, 

Morning  and  night  to  prayer, 
Something  there  is  within  my  heart 
Which  tells  me  Thou  art  there. 

6  m  Yes !  when  I  pray,  Thou  prayest  too— 

Thy  prayer  is  all  for  me ; 
But  when  I  sleep,  Thou  sleepest  not, 
But  watchest  patiently. 

F.  W,  Faber. 
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1  m  I'LL  come  to  Thee,  0  Jesus  Christ ! 

I'll  Thy  disciple  be; 

p  Not  tears,  not  deeds,  but  self  I'll  bring, 
Because  Thou  callest  me. 

2  m  I'll  follow  Thee  to  watch  Thy  ways, 

From  manger  on  to  grave ; 
For,  step  by  step,  'tis  thus  I  learn 
Thy  sovereign  power  to  save. 

3  I'll  strive  to  do  Thy  blessed  will, 

Renounce  my  foolish  ways, 
And  live  a  life,  though  stained  by  sin, 
More  worthy  of  Thy  grace. 

4  I'll  hope  through  all  my  mortal  days 

Thee  by  my  side  to  find ; 
To  feast  my  eyes,  to  fire  my  heart, 
To  beautify  my  mind. 

5  /  I'll  sing  Thee  here,  my  spirit's  Prince, 

And  follow  in  Thy  train, 
m  Until  Thy  will  my  place  shall  change, 
And  death  shall  be  my  gain. 

B.  Waugh. 
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1  m  THE  wise  may  bring  their  learning, 

The  rich  may  bring  their  wealth ; 

And  some  may  bring  their  greatness, 

And  some   bring  strength  and 

health. 
We  too  would  bring  our  treasures 

To  offer  to  the  King ; 
p  We  have  no  wealth  or  learning — 
What  shall  we  children  bring? 

2  m  We'llbringHimheartsthatloveHim, 

We'll  bring  Him  thankful  praise, 
And  young  souls  meekly  striving 
To  walk  in  holy  ways. 
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And  these  shall  be  the  treasures 

We  offer  to  the  King, 
And  these  are  gifts  that  even 

The  poorest  child  may  bring. 

3  We'll  bring  the  little  duties 

We  have  to  do  each  day, 
We'll  try  our  best  to  please  Him 

At  home,  at  school,  at  play. 
And  better  are  these  treasures 

To  offer  to  our  King, 
Than  richest  gifts  without  them : 

Yet  these  a  child  may  bring. 
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1  «i  JESUS,  Friend  of  little  children, 

Be  a  Friend  to  me ; 
Take  my  hand,  and  ever  keep  me 
Close  to  Thee. 

2  Show  me  what  my  love  should  cherish, 

What,  too,  it  should  shun ; 
p  Lest  my  feet  for  poison  flowers 
Swift  should  run. 

3  m  Teach  me  how  to  grow  in  goodness, 

Daily  as  I  grow ; 

Thou  hast  been  a  Child,  and  surely 
Thou  dost  know. 

4  Fill  me  with  Thy  gentle  meekness, 

Make  my  heart  like  Thine ; 
Like  an  altar  lamp,  then  let  me 
Burn  and  shine. 

5  Step  by  step,  oh !  lead  me  onward, 

Upward  into  youth ; 
Wiser,  stronger,  still  becoming 
In  Thy  truth. 

6  Never  leave  me,  nor  forsake  me, 

Ever  be  my  Friend ; 
For  I  need  Thee  from  life's  dawning 
To  its  end. 

W.  J.  Mathams. 
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1  m  LOOKING  upward  every  day, 

Sunshine  on  our  faces ; 

Pressing  onward  every  day 

To  the  heavenly  places. 

2  p  Growing  every  day  in  awe, 

For  Thy  Name  is  holy ; 
m  Learning  every  day  to  love 
With  a  love  more  lowly. 

3  Walking  every  day  more  close 

To  our  Elder  Brother ; 
Growing  every  day  more  true 
Unto  one  another. 

4  Every  day  more  gratefully 

Kindnesses  receiving, 
Every  day  more  readily 
Injuries  forgiving. 

5  Leaving  every  day  behind 

Something  which  might  hinder ; 
Running  swifter  every  day, 
Growing  purer,  kinder. 

6  p  Lord,  so  pray  we  every  day, 

Hear  us  in  Thy  pity, 
f  That  we  enter  in  at  last 
To  the  Holy  City. 

Mary  Butler. 
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1  ?»  CONSTANT  as  Thy  mercies  are, 

So  my  praise  shall  constant  be : 
p  Lord !  it  would  my  pleasures  mar, 

Did  I  not  give  thanks  to  Thee. 
/         Every  day  Thou'rt  blessing  me, 
Every  day  will  I  bless  Thee. 

2  p  Every  morn  Thy  gentle  hand 

Lifts  the  curtains  of  mine  eyes ; 
in  While  the  sun  at  Thy  command 
Bids  me  to  new  life  arise. 

3  Every  hour  Thy  boundless  mind 
Holds  me  in  its  mighty  thought : 
And  Thy  heart,  so  true  and  kind, 
Beats  still  for  the  soul  it  sought. 

4  p  Every  night  Thou  dost  afford 

Sleep  and  full  security. 
m  Thou  dost  never  slumber,  Lord ; 
But  Thou  thinkest  still  for  me. 
/         Night  and  day  Thou'rt  blessing  me, 
Day  and  night  will  I  bless  Thee. 

F.  Leonard. 
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1mA  LITTLE  kingdom  I  possess, 

Where  thoughts  and  feelings  dwell ; 
And  very  hard  I  find  the  task 

Of  governing  it  well ; 
For  passion  tempts  and  troubles  me, 

A  wayward  will  misleads, 
p  And  selfishness  its  shadow  casts 

On  all  my  will  and  deeds. 
2  m  How  can  I  learn  to  rule  myself, 

To  be  the  child  I  should, 
Honest  and  brave,  nor  ever  tire 

Of  trying  to  be  good  1 
How  can  1  keep  a  sunny  soul 

To  shine  along  life's  way  ? 
How  can  I  time  my  little  heart 

To  sweetly  sing  all  day  ? 
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Dear  Father,  help  me  with  the  love 

That  casteth  out  my  fear ; 
Teach  me  to  lean  on  Thee,  and  feel 

That  Thou  art  very  near : 
That  no  temptation  is  unseen, 
No  childish  grief  too  small, 
p  Since  Thou,  with  patience  infinite, 

Dost  soothe  and  comfort  all. 
4  in  I  do  not  ask  for  any  crown 

But  that  which  all  may  win ; 
Nor  try  to  conquer  any  world 

Except  the  one  within. 
Be  Thou  my  Guide  until  I  find 

Led  by  a  tender  hand, 
/  Thy  happy  kingdom  in  myself, 
And  dare  to  take  command. 

Louisa  M.  Alcott. 
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1  m  GOD  make  my  life  a  little  light 

Within  the  world  to  glow  ; 
A  little  flame  that  burneth  bright, 
Wherever  I  may  go. 

2  p  God  make  my  life  a  little  flower, 

That  giveth  joy  to  all, 
Content  to  bloom  in  native  bower, 
Although  the  place  be  small. 

3  /  God  make  my  life  a  little  song 

That  comforteth  the  sad ; 
That  helpeth  others  to  be  strong, 
And  makes  the  singer  glad. 

4  m  God  make  my  life  a  little  staff, 

Whereon  the  weak  may  rest, 
That  so  what  health  and  strength  I  have 
May  serve  my  neighbours  best. 

5  God  make  my  life  a  little  hymn 

Of  tenderness  and  praise ; 
Of  faith — that  never  waxeth  dim, 
In  all  His  wondrous  ways. 

Matilda  Eetham-Edwards, 
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Copyright,  19T5,  by  W.  Garrett  Horder. 
1. 

^>  GOD  of  Heaven,  hear  our  singing, 

Only  little  ones  are  we, 
m  Yet  a  great  petition  bringing, 

Father,  now  we  come  to  Thee. 

2. 

Let  Thy  kingdom  come,  we  pray  Thee  ; 

Let  the  world  in  Thee  find  rest ; 
Let  all  know  Thee  and  obey  Thee, 

Loving,  praising,  blessing,  blest. 

3. 

/  Let  the  sweet  and  joyful  story 

Of  the  Saviour's  wondrous  love, 
Make  on  earth  a  song  of  glory, 
Like  the  angels'  song  above. 

4. 
m  Send  Thy  Spirit's  mighty  shower, 

Bring  the  heathen  to  Thy  throne, 
/  For  the  kingdom,  and  the  power, 
And  the  glory,  are  Thine  own. 

Frances  Ridley  Havergaf. 
1187  Orig.  Ed.  779 
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1   m  AND  shall  we  dwell  together, 

As  children  dwell  at  home, 
And  every  one  be  happy, 

And  not  a  sorrow  come  ? 
Dark  people,  from  the  islands 

Far  scattered  o'er  the  sea, 
Pale  men,  from  icy  deserts, 

Too  cold  for  rlower  or  tree  ? 

1188  Orig.  Ed. 
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Yes,  all  shall  dwell  together, 
That  once  were  far  apart : 
All  who  have  served  their  Father 

With  hand,    and   tongue,    and 
Yes,  all  shall  dwell  together,  [heart. 

As  children  dwell  at  home, 
f  And  then  we  shall  be  happy, 
God's  kingdom  will  have  come. 
Helen  Taylor. 
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1  771  EVERY  morning  the  red  sun 

Rises  warm  and  bright ; 
p  But  the  evening  cometh  on, 

And  the  dark  cold  night  : 

/  There 's  a  bright  land  far  away, 

Where  'tis  never-ending  day. 

2  m  Every    spring   the   sweet   young- 

Open  bright  and  gay,     [flowers 
p  Till  the  chilly  autumn  hours 

Wither  them  away : 
/  There 's  a  land  we  have  not  seen, 
Where  the  trees  are  always  green.  \ 


3  m  Little  birds  sing  songs  of  praise 

All  the  summer  long ; 
p  But  in  colder,  shorter  days 

They  forget  their  song. 
/  There's  a  place  where  angels  sing 
Ceaseless  praises  to  their  King. 

4  m  Christ  our  Lord  is  ever  near 

Those  who  follow  Him  : 
p  But  we  cannot  see  Him  here, 

For  our  eyes  are  dim : 
f  There  is  a  most  happy  place, 
Where  men  always  see  His  face. 


675  Orig.  Ed. 


5  m  Who  shall  go  to  that  fair  land  ? 

All  who  love  the  right : 
Holy  children  there  shall  stand, 

In  their  robes  of  white : 
For  that  heaven,  so  bright  and  blest, 
Is  our  everlasting  rest. 

Cecil  Frances  Alexander. 
781 
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1   m 
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CONSIDER  the  lilies, 

How  stately  they  grow ; 
They  toil  not,  they  spin  not, 

No  seed  do  they  sow ; 
Yet  they  bloom  all  the  summer, 

So  shining  and  tall, — 
The  Father,  who  loves  them, 

Takes  thought  for  them  all. 

Consider  the  ravens, — 
Who  gives  them  their  food? 
Who  shelters  their  nests  in 
The  storm-beaten  wood? 


1192  Orig.  Ed. 
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p  Who  guides  the  young  sparrow? 

Who  watches  its  fall  ? 
m  Their  Father  in  heaven 

Takes  heed  for  them  all. 

Our  Father  in  heaven, 

Thy  children  on  earth 
Than  lilies  or  ravens 

Thou  holdest  more  worth. 
Oh,  guide  us  and  guard  us, 

Be  near  when  we  call, 
Uphold  us,  enfold  us, — 

We  thank  Thee  for  all! 

Alice  Williams  Brotherton. 


WATERMOUTH. 


IRature. 
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1  m  GOD,  who  hath  made  the  daisies, 

And  every  lovely  thing, 
He  will  accept  our  praises, 

And  hearken  while  we  sing. 
p  He  says  (though  we  are  simple, 

Though  ignorant  we  be), 
m  '  Suffer  the  little  'children, 

And  let  them  come  to  Me.' 

2  Though  we  are  young  and  simple, 
f     In  praise  we  may  be  bold ; 

The  children  in  the  temple 
He  heard  in  days  of  old ; 
p  And  if  our  hearts  are  humble, 
m      He  says  to  you  and  me, 
'  Suffer  the  little  children, 
And  let  them  come  to  Me.' 

HOI  Orig.  Ed.  783 


He  sees  the  bird  that  wingeth 

Its  way  o'er  earth  and  sky ; 
He  hears  the  lark  that  singe th 

Up  in  the  heaven  so  high ; 
But  sees  the  heart's  low  breathings, 

And  says  (well  pleased  to  see), 
'  Suffer  the  little  children, 

And  let  them  come  to  Me.' 
Therefore  we  will  come  near  Him, 

And  joyfully  we'll  sing ; 
No  cause'to  shrink  or  fear  Him, 

We'll  make  our  voices  ring ; 
For  in  our  temple  speaking, 

He  says  to  you  and  me, 
'  Suffer  the  little  children, 

And  let  them  come  to  Me.' 

E.  P.  Hood. 
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1  /  WITH  happy  voices  singing, 

Thy  children,  Lord,  appear ; 
Their  joyous  praises  bringing 

In  anthems  sweet  and  clear. 
m  For  skies  of  golden  splendour, 

For  azure  rolling  sea, 
For  blossoms  sweet  and  tender, 

0  Lord,  we  worship  Thee. 

2  p  For  though  no  eye  beholds  Thee, 

No  hand  Thy  touch  may  feel, 
m  Thy  universe  unfolds  Thee, 
Thy  starry  heavens  reveal. 


By  permission  of  Novello  and  Company,  Limited. 
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The  earth  and  all  its  glory, 

Our  homes  and  all  we  love, 
/  Tell  forth  the  wondrous  story 
Of  One  who  reigns  above. 

3  m  And  shall  we  not  adore  Thee 

With  more  than  joyous  song, 
Nor  live  in  truth  before  Thee, 

All  beautiful  and  strong  ? 
Lord,  bless  our  weak  endeavour 

Thy  servants  true  to  be, 
And  through  all  life,  for  ever, 
To  live  our  praise  to  Thee. 
W.  G.  Tarrant. 


WILLERBY. 

To  be  sung  in  Unison. 


mature. 

8.7.8.7. 


H.  E.  NICHOL,  Mas.  Bac. 


PTffTTT     r  T 


^rHt 


icto: 


iS^^^fe^E^ga 
^=P^-  -g-j-j-g=t=^-*ij 


699 


1189  Orig.  Ed. 
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1  p  LONG  ago  the  lilies  faded 

Which  to  Jesus  seemed  so  fair, 
m  But  the  Love  that  bade  them  blossom 
Still  is  working  everywhere. 

2  On  the  moors,  and  in  the  valleys, 

By  the  streams  we  love  so  well, 
There  is  greater  glory  blooming 
Than  the  tongue  of  man  can  tell. 

3  p  Long  ago  in  sacred  silence 

Died  the  accents  of  His  prayer ; 
m  Still  the  souls  that  seek  the  Father 
Find  His  presence  everywhere. 

4  /  In  the  multitude  adoring, 

p      In  the  chamber  sad  and  lone, 
He  is  there  to  help  and  comfort, 
As  they  pray  'Thy  will  be  done/ 

5  m  Let  us  seek  Him,  still  believing 

He  that  worketh  round  us  yet, 
Clothing  lilies  in  the  meadows, 
Will  His  children  ne'er  forget. 

W.  G.  Tarrant. 
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2  TO  Each  little  flower  that  opens, 

Each  little  bird  that  sings ; 

He  made  their  glowing  colours, 

He  made  their  tiny  wings. 

3  /  The  purpled-headed  mountain, 

The  river  running  by, 
m  The  sunset  and  the  morning, 
That  brighten  up  the  sky, 

4  The  cold  wind  in  the  winter, 

The  pleasant  summer  sun, 

The  ripe  fruits  in  the  garden, — 

He  made  them  every  one. 

5  The  tall  trees  in  the  greenwood, 

The  meadows  where  we  play ; 
The  rushes  by  the  water 
We  gather  every  day ; 

6  He  gave  us  eyes  to  see  them, 

And  lips  that  we  might  tell 
/  How  great  is  God  Almighty, 
Who  has  made  all  things  well. 

Cecil  Frances  Alexander 
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m  Now  the  day  is  over 

Night  is  drawing  nigh ; 
Shadows  of  the  evening 
Steal  across  the  sky. 

o. 

Now  the  darkness  gathers, 
Stars  begin  to  peep ; 

Birds  and  beasts  and  flowers 
Soon  will  be  asleep. 

3. 
p  Jesu,  give  the  weary 

Calm  and  sweet  repose : 
With  Thy  tenderest  blessing- 
May  our  eyelids  close. 

4. 

m  Grant  to  little  children 
Visions  bright  of  Thee ; 

f  Guard  the  sailors  tossing 
On  the  deep  blue  sea. 

683  Orig.  Ed. 


j)  Comfort  every  sufferer 
Watching  late  in  pain ; 

m  Those  who  plan  some  evil 
From  their  sin  restrain. 

6. 

j>  Through  the  long  night  watches 

May  Thine  angels  spread 

Their  white  wings  above  me, 

Watching  round  my  bed. 

7. 
/  When  the  morning  wakens, 

Then  may  I  arise, 
m  Pure,  and  fresh,  and  sinless 

In  Thy  holy  eyes. 

8. 

/  Glory  to  the  Father, 
Glory  to  the  Son, 
And  to  Thee,  blest  Spirit, 
Whilst  all  ages  run. 
S.  Baring-Gould. 
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1  p  THE  little  birds  now  seek  their  nest ; 

The  baby  sleeps  on  mother's  breast] 
m  Thou  givest  all  Thy  children  rest, 
p  God  of  the  weary. 

2  m  The  sailor  prayeth  on  the  sea ; 

The  little  ones  at  mother's  knee ; 
p  Now  comes  the  penitent  to  Thee, 
God  of  the  weary. 

3  in  The  orphan  puts  away  his  fears ; 

The  troubled  hopes  for  happier  years  ; 
Thou  driest  all  the  mourner's  tears, 
p  God  of  the  weary. 

4  m  Thou  sendest  rest  to  tired  feet, 

To  little  toilers  slumber  sweet. 
To  aching  hearts  repose  complete, 
p  God  of  the  weary. 

5  In  grief,  perplexity,  or  pain, 
None  ever  come  to  Thee  in  vain ; 

m  Thou  makest  life  a  joy  again, 
p  God  of  the  weary. 

6  m  We  sleep  that  we  may  wake  renewed, 

To  serve  Thee,  as  Thy  children  should 
With  love,  and  zeal,  and  gratitude, 
p  God  of  the  weary. 

Matilda  Betham-Edwards. 
1193  Orig.  Ed.  789 
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FATHER,  our  children  keep ! 
7)  We  know  not  what  is  coming  on  the  earth ; 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  Thy  heavenly  wing, 
/  0  keep  them,  keep  them,  Thou  who  gav'st  them  birth. 

2  ?/i          Father,  draw  nearer  us ! 

Draw  firmer  round  us  Thy  protecting  arm  ; 
0  clasp  our  children  closer  to  Thy  side, 
Uninjured  in  the  day  of  earth's  alarm. 

3  p          Them  in  Thy  chambers  hide ! 

0  hide  them  and  preserve  them  calm  and  safe, 
When  sin  abounds,  and  error  flows  abroad, 
m  And  Satan  tempts,  and  human  passions  chafe. 

4  0  keep  them  undefined ! 
Unspotted  from  a  tempting  world  of  sin ; 

That,  clothed  in  white,  through  the  bright  city-gates, 
They  may  with  us  in  triumph  enter  in. 

H.  Bonar. 
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1 7/1  STANDING  forth  on  life's  rough  way, 

Father,  guide  them ; 
p  Oh !  we  know  not  what  of  harm 

May  betide  them ; 
'Neath  the  shadow  of  Thy  wing, 

Father,  hide  them ; 
m  Waking,  sleeping,  Lord,  we  pray, 
Go  beside  them. 

2  p  When  in  prayer  they  cry  to  Thee, 

Thou  wilt  hear  them : 
From  the  stains  of  sin  and  shame 
Thou  wilt  clear  them  • 


701  Orig.  Ed. 
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m  'Mid  the  quicksands  and  the  rocks, 

Thou  wilt  steer  them  ; 
In  temptation,  trial,  grief, 
Be  Thou  near  them. 

Unto  Thee  we  give  them  up, 

Lord,  receive  them ; 
p  In  the  world  we  know  must  be 

Much  to  grieve  them— 
Many  striving  oft  and  strong 

To  deceive  them : 
m  Trustful,  in  Thy  hands  of  love 
We  must  leave  them. 

W.  Bryant. 
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i. 

GOD  bless  the  little. children, 

The  faces  sweet  and  fair, 
The  bright  young  eyes,  so  strangely  wise, 
The  bonny  silken  hair. 

2. 

God  love  the  little  children, — 

The  angels  at  the  door ; 
The  music  sweet  of  little  feet 
That  patter  on  the  floor. 
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God  help  the  little  children, 

Who  cheer  our  saddest  hours, 
And  shame  our  fears  for  future  years, 
And  give  us  winter  flowers. 

4. 

God  keep  the  little  children 
p          Whom  we  no  more  can  see ; 
Fled  from  their  nest  and  gone  to  rest, 
Where  we  desire  to  be. 

J.  P.  Hopps. 
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1  m  WHAT  ask  we  for  the  children, 

O'er  whom  life's  morning  breaks, 
Whose  eyes  in  wonder  open, 
Whose  heart  to  love  awakes  ? 

2  We  seek  no  gifts  of  fortune 

That  rob  the  soul  of  peace, 
Nor  vain  and  empty  honours, 
Nor  paths  of  listless  ease. 

3  For  lives  so  rich  m  promise 

We  ask  from  God  most  High, 
That  loyal  patient  service 
Their  days  may  beautify. 

4  We  pray  for  heavenly  wisdom, 

High  thought  and  stainless  deed, 
The  sweet  and  gentle  spirit 
That  comforts  those  in  need ; 

5  The  strength  in  life's  stern  conflict 

To  front  the  power  of  ill, 
A  glimpse  of  God's  great  kingdom, 
Their  hearts  with  hope  to  thrill. 

6  p  A  restful  age  of  honour 

With  loving  hands  to  cheer ; 
A  childlike  trust  to  banish 
The  sombre  shade  of  fear. 

7  m,  Thus  pray  we  for  the  children 

In  life's  sweet  morning  glow, 

That  peaceful,  pure,  abundant, 

Their  fount  of  joy  may  now. 

A.  Chalmers. 
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1  m  IN  life's  earnest  morning, 

When  our  hope  was  high, 
Came  Thy  voice  in  summons 

Not  to  be  put  by : 
p  Nor  in  toil  nor  sorrow, 

Weakness  nor  dismay, 
m  Need  we  ever  falter — • 

Art  not  Thou  our  stay  ? 

2  Teach  us,  Lord,  Thy  wisdom, 

While  we  seek  men's  lore; 
May  the  mind  be  humbled 

As  we  know  Thee  more ; 
Let  the  larger  vision 

Bring  the  childlike  heart, 
And  our  deeper  knowledge 

Holier  zeal  impart. 

3  j>  Should  our  faith  lie  palsied 

By  the  touch  of  doubt, 
Should  our  hearts  grow  empty, 

Faithless,  undevout, 
tn  Lord,  in  mercy  lead  us 

To  our  springs  in  Thee, 
Where  are  healing  waters 

Plentiful  and  free. 

4  p  Should  Thy  face  be  clouded 

To  our  spirits'  sight, 
m  Speak  through  human  kindness. 

Shine  through  Nature's  light ; 
In  the  face  of  loved  ones, 

In  the  ties  of  home — 
Only,  gracious  Father, 

To  Thy  children  come. 

5  Save  us,  Lord,  from  seeking 

Earth's  unhallowed  goals ; 
May  our  lifelong  passion 

Be  the  love  of  souls ; 
Let  us  live  and  labour, 

Father,  in  Thy  sight, 
Through  the  grace  of  Jesus, 

By  the  Spirit's  might, 

E.  S.  Oakley. 

1169  Orig.  Ed.  795 


i£oun0  /Ifoen  anfc 


ST.  FLAVIAN. 


C.M. 


DAY'S  Psalter,  1562. 


708 


1168  Orig.  Ed. 


*  1    f  LORD  !  in  the  fulness  of  my  might, 

I  would  for  Thee  be  strong: 
While  runneth  o'er  each  clear  delight, 
To  Thee  should  soar  my  song. 

2  m  I  would  not  give  the  world  my  heart, 

And  then  profess  Thy  love : 
I  would  not  feel  my  strength  depart, 
And  then  Thy  service  prove. 

3  I  would  not  with  swift-winged  zeal 

On  the  world's  errands  go ; 

And  labour  up  the  heavenly  hill 

With  weary  feet  and  slow. 

4  p  Oh,  not  for  Thee  my  weak  desires, 

My  poorer,  baser  part ! 
Oh,  not  for  Thee  my  fading  fires, 
The  ashes  of  my  heart ! 

5  m  Oil,  choose  me  in  my  golden  time  ! 

In  my  dear  joys  have  part ! 
/  For  Thee  the  glory  of  my  prime — 
The  fulness  of  my  heart ! 

6  m  I  cannot,  Lord,  too  early  take 

The  covenant  divine : 
Oh,  ne'er  the  happy  heart  may  break, 
Whose  earliest  love  was  Thine ! 

T.  H.  Gill. 

'  How  good  it  is  to  close  with  Christ  betimes.'— OLIVER  CROMWELL. 
796 
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i. 

p  A  HOLT  air  is  breathing  round, — 

A  savour  from  above ; 
TO  Be  every  soul  from  sense  unbound, 

Be  every  spirit  love. 


0  God !  unite  us  heart  to  heart, 

In  sympathy  divine ; 
That  we  be  never  drawn  apart, 

And  love  not  Thee  or  Thine ; 

3. 

p  But,  by  the  cross  of  Jesus  taught 
And  all  Thy  gracious  word, 

m  Be  nearer  to  each  other  brought, 
And  nearer  to  the  Lord. 

A.  A.  Livermorc. 

For  other  Hymns  suitable  to  the  Lord's  Supper,  see  Nos.  108  to  120. 
1195  Orig.  Ed.  797 


KENDAL. 


Xorfc's  Supper, 

C.M. 


A.  COTTMAN. 


m  OH,  here,  if  ever,  God  of  love, 
Let  strife  and  hatred  cease ! 
And  every  heart  harmonious  move, 
And  every  thought  be  peace. 


p  Not  here,  where  met  to  think  on  Him 

Whose  latest  thoughts  were  ours, 
Shall  mortal  passions  come  to  dim 
The  prayer  devotion  pours. 


m  No,  gracious  Master,  not  in  vain 
Thy  life  of  love  hath  been ; 

p  The  peace  Thou  gav'st  may  yet  remain, 
Though  Thou  no  more  art  seen. 


1196  Orig.  Ed. 


m  '  Thy  kingdom  come ' :  we  watch,  we  wait, 

To  hear  Thy  cheering  call, 
f  When  heaven  shall  ope  its  glorious  gate. 
And  God  be  All  in  all. 

Emily  Taylor, 
798 


LATHBURY 


Xorfc's  Supper. 


6.4.6.4.  D 


CARET  BONNER. 


711 

1  BREAK  Thou  the  bread  of  life, 

Dear  Lord,  to  me ; 
As  Thou  didst  break  the  loaves 

Beside  the  sea ; 
Beyond  the  sacred  page 

I  seek  Thee,  Lord ; 
My  spirit  pants  for  Thee, 

0  living  Word ! 

rig.  Ed. 


2  Bless  Thou  the  truth,  dear  Lord, 

To  me — to  me — 
As  Thou  didst  bless  the  bread 

By  Galilee ; 
Then  shall  all  bondage  cease, 

All  fetters  fall ; 
And  I  shall  find  my  peace, 

My  all-in-all. 

Mary  Artemisia  Lathbury. 
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ZTbe  Xorfc's  Supper, 

DUNDEE  (FRENCH).  C.M.  Scotch  Psalter,  1615. 
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704  Org.  Ed. 

SACRAMENT. 

(j 


1  m  BE  known  to  us  in  breaking  bread, 

But  do  not  then  depart  ; 
Abide  with  us,  0  Lord  !  and  spread 
Thy  table  in  our  heart. 

J.  Montgomery. 


9.8.9.8. 


E.  J.  HOPKINS,  Mus.  Doc. 


705  Orig.  Ed. 


1  m  BREAD  of  the  world,  in  mercy  broken, 

Wine  of  the  soul,  in  mercy  shed, 
By  whom  the  words  of  life  were  spoken, 
And  in  whose  death  our  sins  are  dead; 

2  p  Look  on  the  heart  by  sorrow  broken, 

Look  on  the  tears  by  sinners  shed, 
m  And  be  Thy  feast  to  us  the  token 

That  by  Thy  grace  our  souls  are  fed. 

R.  Heber. 
800 


ST.  DAVID. 


ZTbe  Xorfc's  Supper, 

C.M.  RAVENSCBOFT'S  Psalter 


1  T 


711  Orig.  Eel. 


1  m  WE  gather  to  the  sacred  board, 

Perchance  a  scanty  band ; 
/  But  with  us  in  sublime  accord 
What  mighty  armies  stand ! 

2  m  In  creed  and  rite  howe'er  apart, 

One  Saviour  still  we  own, 
And  pour  the  worship  of  the  heart 
Before  our  Father's  throne. 

3  A  thousand  spires  o'er  hill  and  vale 

Point  to  the  same  blue  heaven ; 
/  A  thousand  voices  tell  the  tale 
Of  grace  through  Jesus  given. 

4  High  choirs,  in  Europe's  ancient  fanes, 

Praise  Him  for  man  who  died ; 
And  o'er  the  boundless  Western  plains 
His  name  is  glorified. 

5  p  Around  His  tomb,  on  Sal  em's  height, 

Greek  and  Armenian  bend ; 
And  through  all  Lapland's  months  of  night 
The  peasants'  hymns  ascend. 

6  m  Are  we  not  brethren  1  Saviour  dear ! 

Then  may  we  walk  in  love, 
/  Joint  subjects  of  Thy  kingdom  here, 
Joint  heirs  of  bliss  above ! 

S.  G.  Bulfinch. 

801 
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MELCOMBE. 


Ube  %or£>'0  Supper. 

L.M. 


S.  WEBBK. 


fiUU- 


706  Orig.  Ed. 


1  m  AROUND  a  table,  not  a  tomb, 

He  willed  our  gathering-place  to  be; 
When  going  to  prepare  our  home. 
Our  Saviour  said — 'Remember  Me.' 

2  We  kneel  around  no  sculptured  stone, 
Marking  the  place  where  Jesus  lay ; 
Empty  the  tomb,  the  angels  gone, 
The  stone  for  ever  rolled  away. 

3  p  Nay !  sculptured  stones  are  for  the  dead ! 

Thy  three  dark  days  of  death  are  o'er ; 
/  Thou  art  the  Life,  our  living  Head, 
Our  living  Light  for  evermore ! 

4  p  Of  no  fond  relics,  sadly  dear, 

0  Master !  are  Thine  own  possest ; 

The  crown  of  thorns,  the  cross,  the  spear, 

The  purple  robe,  the  seamless  vest. 

f>        Nay,  relics  are  for  those  who  mourn 

The  memory  of  an  absent  friend ; 
m  Not  absent  Thou,  nor  we  forlorn ! 
'With  you  each  day  until  the  end!' 

6        Thus  round  Thy  table,  not  Thy  tomb, 
We  keep  Thy  sacred  feast  with  Thee ; 
Until  within  the  Father's  home 
Our  endless  gathering-place  shall  be. 

Elizabeth  Charles. 
802 


ST.  HUGH. 


Ube  Xorfc's  Supper, 

C.M.  E.  J.  HOPKINS,  Mus.  Doc. 


P 


1  m  ACCORDING  to  Thy  gracious  word, 

In  meek  humility, 
This  will  I  do,  my  dying  Lord : 
I  will  remember  Thee. 

2  p  Thy  body,  broken  for  my  sake, 

My  bread  from  heaven  shall  be : 
m  Thy  testamental  cup  I  take, 
And  thus  remember  Thee. 

3  p  Gethsemane  can  I  forget  1 

Or  there  Thy  conflict  see, 

Thine  agony  and  bloody  sweat, 

And  not  remember  Thee '( 

4  When  to  the  cross  I  turn  mine  eyes, 

And  rest  on  Calvary, 
0  Lamb  of  God,  my  sacrifice, 
I  must  remember  Thee : — 

5  Remember  Thee,  and  all  Thy  pains, 

And  all  Thy  love  to  me ; 
Yea,  while  a  breath,  a  pulse  remains, 
Will  I  remember  Thee. 

6  And  when  these  failing  lips  grow  dumb, 

And  mind  and  memory  flee, 
m  When  Thou  shalt  in  Thy  kingdom  come, 
Then,  Lord,  remember  me. 

J.  Montgomery. 

707  Orig.  Ed.  803 


BENEVENTO. 


Ube  Stores  Supper. 

7.7.7.7.  D. 


S.  WEBBE. 
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2-orD's  Supper. 
717  ,*.t      .. 

1  m  WHEX  the  Paschal  evening  fell 

Deep  on  Kedron's  hallowed  dell, 
When  around  the  festal  board 
Sate  the  Apostles  with  their  Lord, 
Then  His  parting  word  He  said, 
Blessed  the  cup  and  brake  the  bread— 
p  '  This  whene'er  ye  do  or  see, 
Evermore  remember  Me.' 

2  m  Years  have  past :  in  every  clime, 

Changing  with  the  changing  time, 
Varying  through  a  thousand  forms, 
Torn  by  factions,  rocked  by  storms, 
Still  the  sacred  table  spread, 
Flowing  cup  and  broken  bread, 
With  that  parting  word  agree, 
p  '  Drink  and  eat ;  remember  Me.' 

3  m  When  by  treason,  doubt,  unrest, 

Sinks  the  soul,  dismayed,  opprest ; 
p  When  the  shadows  of  the  tomb 

Close  us  round  with  deep'ning  gloom, 
m.  Then  bethink  us  at  that  board 

Of  the  sorrowing,  suffering  Lord, 

Who,  when  tried  and  grieved  as  we, 
p  Dying,  said,  '  Remember  Me.' 

4  m  When  in  this  thanksgiving  feast 

We  would  give  to  God  our  best, 
From  the  treasures  of  His  might 
Seeking  life  and  love  and  light ; 

/  Then,  0  Friend  of  human-kind, 
Make  us  true  and  firm  of  mind, 
Pure  of  heart,  in  spirit  free ; 

m  Thus  may  we  remember  Thee. 

A.  P.Stanley. 

708  Orig.  Ed.  805 


ZIbe  Xorfc's  Supper. 

PANIS  CELESTIS.  11.11.11.11.  J.  B.  CALKIN. 
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OLorfc's  Supper. 


718 

i. 


m  JESU,  great  Redeemer,  source  of  Life  Divine, 
In  our  souls  for  ever  grant  the  light  to  shine : 
Light  of  peace  eternal,  Prince  of  Peace  restore ! 

f  Light  of  life  immortal,  shine  for  evermore. 

2. 
p  Bread  for  sinners  broken,  Bread  of  life  indeed, 

Manna  for  the  hungry,  in  their  sorest  need : 
m  Pledge  of  our  salvation,  how  we  thirst  for  Thee : 

Cup  of  heavenly  blessing,  Wine  of  charity. 

3. 

m  Thou,  0  holy  Saviour,  come  and  enter  in ; 
p  Cleanse  away  the  impress  of  our  dreadful  sin : 

Make  us  pure,  we  pray  Thee,  Thou  who  art  so  pure ; 
m  And,  0  let  Thy  likeness  in  our  heart  endure. 

4. 

Spirit,  Holy  Spirit,  aid  us  with  Thy  love ; 
Give  Thy  gentle  presence,  Ever-blessed  Dove; 
Father,  0  receive  us  now  for  Jesus'  sake, 
And  our  feeble  worship  condescend  to  take. 

Ada  Cross. 


709  Orig.  Ed.  807 


ANAMNESIS. 


ZTbe  Xorfc's  Supper. 

8.10.10.10.8.6.  H.  BAKER,  Mus.  Bac. 
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Ube  Xorfc's  Supper, 
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1  m      0  HOLY  Jesu,  Prince  of  Peace, 

Thy  peace  be  with  us  gathering  round  Thy  board, 
Here  where  the  presence  of  an  unseen  Lord 
Waits  to  be  gracious,  charged  with  firll  release 

To  every  sorrow-laden  soul 
p         Which  here  remembers  Thee. 

2  m      Once  more  as  in  that  Upper  Room, 

Thou  who  didst  love  Thine  own  unto  the  end, 
Thou  whose  dear  voice  to  every  sorrowing  friend 
Spoke  the  great  promise  through  the  deepening  gloom, 

Thou  bidst  us,  Master  of  the  Feast, 
p          To-day  remember  Thee ! 

3  m      And  e'en  as  in  our  hands  we  take 

This  broken  bread,  this  precious  cup  of  love, 
Thy  dying  testament,  which  from  above 
Thou  deignest  ever  new  and  fresh  to  make 
A  fount  of  grace  and  life  to  all ; 
We  do  remember  Thee  ! 

p      When  stung  by  thoughts  of  sin  and  shame, 
We  scarce  can  dare  to  meet  our  Father's  look, 
Through  these  Thy  signs  we  know  that  not  rebuke 
But  pardoning  love  is  ours,  as  in  Thy  name 
We  now  present  ourselves,  and  here, 
0  Christ,  remember  Thee ! 

m,      Ours  is  the  bond  of  love  divine, 

Which  knits  us  each  to  all  and  all  to  each, 
That  love,  whose  ever-lengthening  cords  can  reach 
From  the  white  choir  around  Thy  heavenly  shrine 
To  those  who  come  in  faith  to-day 
Here  to  remember  Thee. 

/      Thy  banquet  over,  as  we  go 

Strong  in  the  strength  of  this  celestial  meat, 
To  tread  the  path  of  life  with  firmer  feet, 
To  work  the  works  which  Thou  hast  bid  us  do. 
m      Abide  with  us,  0  Lord,  that  still 
We  may  remember  Thee ! 

R.  Brown-Borthwick. 


710  Ori-'.  Ed. 
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CASSEL. 


ZTbe  Xorfc's  Supper. 

7.7.7.7.7.7. 


JOHANN  THOMMEN'S 
Collection,  1745. 


TO  'T/LL  ^fe  coj we,'  0  let  the  words 
Linger  on  the  trembling  chords : 
Let  the  little  while  between 
In  their  golden  light  be  seen ; 
Let  us  think  how  heaven  and  home 
Lie  beyond  that,  '  Till  He  come? 

2. 

p  When  the  weary  ones  we  love 
Enter  on  their  rest  above, 
Seems  the  earth  so  poor  and  vast, 
All  our  life-joy  overcast ! 
Hush,  be  every  murmur  dumb : 
It  is  only,  ' Till  He  come' 

712  Orig.  Ed.  810 


3. 


m  Clouds  and  conflicts  round  us  press  ; 
Would  we  have  one  sorrow  less  ? 

p  All  the  sharpness  of  the  cross, 
All  that  tells  the  world  is  lost, 
Death,  and  darkness,  and  the  tomb, 
Only  whisper,  '  Till  He  come? 

4. 

m  See,  the  feast  of  love  is  spread, 
Drink  the  wine  and  break  the  bread  : 
Sweet  memorials,  —  till  the  Lord 
Call  us  round  His  heavenly  board  ; 
Some  from  earth,  from  glory  some, 
Severed  only,  '  Till  He  come? 

E.  H.  Bickersteth. 


HESPERUS. 


TEbe  Xorb's  Supper, 

L.M.  H.  BAKER,  Mus.  Bac. 


JESUS,  Thou  joy  of  loving  hearts, 
Thou  Fount  of  life,  Thou  Light  of  men, 
From  the  best  bliss  that  earth  imparts 
We  turn  unfilled  to  Thee  again. 

2  /  Thy  truth  unchanged  hath  ever  stood ; 

Thou  savest  those  that  on  Thee  call ; 
To  them  that  seek  Thee,  Thou  art  good, 
To  them  that  find  Thee,  all  in  all. 

3  m  We  taste  Thee,  0  Thou  Living  Bread, 

And  long  to  feast  upon  Thee  still ; 
We  drink  of  Thee,  the  Fountain  Head, 
And  thirst  our  souls  from  Thee  to  fill. 

4  p  Our  restless  spirits  yearn  for  Thee, 

•Where'er  our  changeful  lot  is  cast; 
/  Glad,  when  Thy  gracious  smile  we  see, 
Blest,  when  our  faith  can  hold  Thee  fast. 

5  m  0  Jesus,  ever  with  us  stay ! 

Make  all  our  moments  calm  and  bright ; 
Chase  the  dark  night  of  sin  away : 
Shed  o'er  the  world  Thy  holy  light. 


713  Orig.  Ed. 


Bernard  of  Clairvaux,  tr.  Ray  Palmer. 
811 


GRATIAS  AGIMUS. 


Xor&'s  Supper. 

7.7.7.6.  W.  ALCOCK,  Mus.  Bac. 
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1  m  FOB  tlie  bread  and  for  the  wine, 

For  the  pledge  that  seals  Him  mine, 
For  the  words  of  love  divine, 
/         We  give  Thee  thanks,  0  Lord. 

2  TO  For  the  feast  of  love  and  peace, 

Bidding  all  our  sorrows  cease, 
Earnest  of  the  kingdom's  bliss, 
./         We  give  Thee  thanks,  0  Lord. 

3  TO  Only  bread  and  only  wine, 

Yet  to  faith  the  solemn  sign 
Of  the  heavenly  and  divine ! 
/         We  give  Thee  thanks,  0  Lord 

4  p  For  the  words  that  turn  our  eye 

To  the  cross  of  Calvary, 
Bidding  us  in  faith  draw  nigh, 
/         We  give  Thee  thanks,  0  Lord. 

5  TO  For  the  words  that  fragrance  breathe, 

These  poor  symbols  underneath, 
Words  that  His  own  peace  bequeath, 
/         We  give  Thee  thanks,  0  Lord. 

6  TO  For  the  words  that  tell  of  home, 

Pointing  us  beyond  the  tomb, 
'  Do  ye  this  until  I  come,' 
/         We  give  Thee  thanks,  0  Lord. 

H.  Bonar. 
715  Orig.  Ed.,  I'D.  7, 8,  &  9  omitted.  812 


Xorfc's  Supper. 


ST.  GEORGE'S,  BOLTON.         7.6.7.6.  D. 


J.  WALCH. 
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0  BREAD  to  pilgrims  given, 

0  food  that  angels  eat, 
0  manna  sent  from  heaven, 

For  heaven-born  natures  meet, 
Give  us,  for  Thee  long  pining, 

To  eat  till  richly  filled ; 
Till,  earth's  delights  resigning, 

Our  every  wish  is  stilled. 

0  Water,  life-bestowing, 

Forth  from  the  Saviour's  heart, 
A  fountain  purely  flowing, 

A  fount  of  love  Thou  art : 


714  Orij?.  Eel. 
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0  let  us,  freely  tasting, 
Our  burning  thirst  assuage ; 

Thy  sweetness,  never  wasting, 
Avails  from  age  to  age. 

!      Jesus,  this  feast  receiving, 
We  Thee  unseen  adore ; 
/  Thy  faithful  word  believing, 

We  take,  and  doubt  no  more  < 
Give  us,  Thou  true  and  loving, 

On  earth  to  live  in  Thee ; 
p  Then,  death  the  veil  removing, 
/      Thy  glorious  face  to  see. 

Latin,  tr.  Ray  Palmer. 


Hbe  Xorfc's  Supper, 

IN  MEMORIAM.  [Isi  TUNE.]         8.8.8.4. 
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F.  C.  MAKER. 


CLIFTONVILLE.  [2ND  TUNE.]         8.8.8.4. 
METRICAL  CHANT. 
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W.  L.  REYNOLDS. 
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1  mBTChristre,deemed,inChristrestored,j  3 
We  keep  the  memory  adored, 
And  show  the  death  of  our  dear  Lord 
Until  He  come. 


2  p  His  body,  broken  in  our  stead 
Is  here,  in  this  memorial  bread, 
And  so  our  feeble  love  is  fed 
Until  He  come. 


The  streams  of  His  dread  agony, 
His  life-blood  shed  for  us,  we  see: 
The  wine  shall  tell  the  mystery, 
Until  He  come. 


4m  And  thus  that  dark  betrayal  -night; 
With  the  last  advent  we  unite, 
By  one  blest  chain  of  loving  rite, 
Until  He  come. 


717  Orig.  Ed, 


5/0  blessed  hope !  with  this  elate 
Let  not  our  hearts  be  desolate, 
But  strong  in  faith,  in  patience,  wait 
Until  He  come. 

.  G.  Rawson. 


CLIFTON. 


£be  Xorfc's  Supper. 

S.M. 


J.  BRABHAM. 
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1  in      WE  in  the  lower  parts 

Of  Thy  great  kingdom  feast, 
And  feel  the  earnest  in  our  hearts 
Of  Thine  eternal  rest. 

2  Thy  presence  makes  the  feast, 
Now  let  our  spirits  feel 

The  glory  not  to  be  expressed, 
The  joy  unspeakable. 

3  For  still  a  higher  seat 

We  in  Thy  kingdom  claim  ; 
And  here  begin  by  faith  to  eat 
The  supper  of  the  Lamb. 

4  /      Lift  up  from  earth  our  eyes 

To  that  great  banquet  there  ; 
And  ever  for  the  crowning  prize 
Our  waiting  hearts  prepare. 

5m      The  life  that's  hid  with  Thee 

With  hidden  manna  feed, 
/  Until  the  great  Epiphany, 
When  we  shall  feast  indeed. 

C.  Wesley. 
719  Orig.  Ed,  815 
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XorD's  Supper. 

10.10.10.10. 
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1   m  HERE,  0  my  Lord,  I  see  Thee  face  to  face ; 

Here  would  I  touch  and  handle  things  unseen ; 
Here  grasp  with  firmer  hand  the  eternal  grace, 
And  all  my  weariness  upon  Thee  lean. 

ii        Here  would  I  feed  upon  the  bread  of  God ; 

Here  drink  with  Thee  the  royal  wine  of  heaven ; 
Here  would  I  lay  aside  each  earthly  load ; 
Here  taste  afresh  the  calm  of  sin  forgiven. 

3  f  This  is  the  hour  of  banquet  and  of  song, 

This  is  the  heavenly  table  spread  for  me ; 
Here  let  me  feast,  and  feasting,  still  prolong 
The  brief  bright  hour  of  fellowship  with  Thee. 

After  Communion. 

4  m  Too  soon  we  rise :  the  symbols  disappear : 

The  feast,  though  not  the  love,  is  past  and  gone ; 
The  bread  and  wine  remove,  but  Thou  art  here, 
Nearer  than  ever,  still  my  Shield  and  Sun. 

5  Feast  after  feast  thus  comes  and  passes  by, 
Yet,  passing,  points  to  the  glad  feast  above, 
Giving  sweet  foretaste  of  the  festal  joy, 

/  The  Lamb's  great  bridal  feast  of  bliss  and  love. 

ff.  Bonar. 
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RAWSON. 


Tenderly. 


Xor&'s  Supper. 

11.11.11.11. 


J.  BOOTH. 
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1  m  LIKE  the  first  disciples  in  their  strange  glad  hour, 

We  have  seen  the  Master  in  His  risen  power. 

In  this  rite  have  owned  Him  as  the  Christ  adored ; 

In  His  living  presence  ice  have  seen  the  Lord. 

2  p  0  that  face  of  suffering,  wounded  hands  and  side, 

Say  to  each — '  I  loved  thee,  and  for  thee  I  died.' 
f  Hear  His  voice  of  triumph,  death's  dark  reign  is  o'er, 
'  I  am  He  that  liveth,  liveth  evermore.' 

3  m  '  My  death  hath  redeemed  you,  now  for  you  I  live, 

Uttermost,  eternal,  is  the  Love  I  give.' 
/  '  Lo !  I'm  with  you  always  till  the  ages  cease,' 
•HI  Lord,  we  rest  believing,  Lord,  in  Thee  is  peace. 

G.  Rawson. 
7:>0  Orig.  Ed.  817 


ST.  ALPHEGE. 


7.6.7.6.  H.  J.  GATJNTLETT,  Mus.  Doc. 
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1  TO  THE  voice  that  breathed  o'er  Eden, 

That  earliest  wedding  day, 
The  primal  marriage  blessing, 
It  hath  not  passed  away. 

2  p  Be  present,  holy  Father, 

To  give  away  this  bride, 
As  Eve  Thou  gav'st  to  Adam 
Out  of  his  own  pierced  side. 

3  TO  Be  present,  Son  of  Mary, 

To  join  their  loving  hands, 
As  Thou  didst  bind  two  natures 
In  Thine  eternal  bands. 

4  p  Be  present,  holiest  Spirit, 

To  bless  them  as  they  kneel, 
As  Thou  for  Christ,  the  Bridegroom, 
The  heavenly  spouse  dost  seal. 

5  TO  0  spread  Thy  pure  wing  o'er  them, 

Let  no  ill  power  find  place, 
When  onward,  through  life's  journey, 
The  hallowed  path  they  trace, 

6  /  To  cast  their  crowns  before  Thee, 

In  perfect  sacrifice, 
Till  to  the  home  of  gladness 
With  Christ's  own  Bride  they  rise. 

J.  Keble, 
818 
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1  TO      How  welcome  was  the  call, 

And  sweet  the  festal  lay, 
When  Jesus  deigned  in  Cana's  hall 
To  bless  the  marriage  day. 

2  /      And  happy  was  the  bride, 

And  glad  the  bridegroom's  heart, 
I1  or  He  who  tarried  at  their  side 
Bade  grief  and  ill  depart. 

3  m      His  gracious  power  divine 

The  water-vessels  knew ; 
And  plenteous  was  the  mystic  wine 
The  wondering  servants  drew. 

4/0  Lord  of  life  and  love, 

Come  Thou  again  to-day ; 
And  bring  a  blessing  from  above, 
That  ne'er  shall  pass  away. 

5  TO      Before  Thine  altar-throne 

This  mercy  we  implore ; 
As  Thou  dost  knit  them,  Lord,  in  one, 
So  bless  them  evermore. 

Sir  H.  W.  Baker 
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730 

1  in  0  LOVE  divine  and  golden, 

Mysterious  depth  and  height, 
To  Thoe  the  world  beholden, 

Looks  up  for  life  and  light : 
p  O  Love  divine  and  gentle, 

The  blesser  and  the  blest ! 
Beneath  whose  care  parental 

The  world  lies  down  in  rest. 

2  /  The  fields  of  earth  adore  Thee, 

The  forests  sing  Thy  praise, 
All  living  things  before  Thee 

Their  holiest  anthems  raise : 
Thou  art  the  joy  of  gladness ; 

The  Life  of  life  Thou  art; 
p  The  dew  of  gentle  sadness, 

That  droppeth  on  the  heart. 

3  0  Love  divine  and  tender, 

That  through  our  homes  doth  move 
Veiled  in  the  softened  splendour 

Of  holy  household  love, 
m  A  throne  without  Thy  blessing 

Were  labour  without  rest, 
And  cottages  possessing 

Thy  blessedness,  are  blest. 

*  4   /  God  bless  these  hands  united, 

God  bless  these  hearts  made  one ; 
Unsevered  and  unblighted 

May  they,  through  life,  go  on : 
m  Here,  in  earth's  home,  preparing 

For  the  bright  Home  above ; 
And  there,  for  ever  sharing 
Its  joy,  where  '  God  is  love.' 

J.  S.  B.  Monsell. 

*  If  verse  4  be  omitted,  the  hymn  is  suited  for  general  use. 
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1  m  ETERNAL  Love,  whose  law  doth  sway 

The  worlds  in  ordered  course, 
And  works  in  human  hearts  its  way 
With  sacred  force. 

2  m.  To  Thee  our  waiting  hearts  we  lift, 

This  solemn,  joyful  hour, 

p  And  ask  Thy  Spirit's  perfect  gift, 

For  marriage  dower. 

3  m  Thy  hand  the  sacred  links  hath  wrought 

That  bind  two  souls  in  one ; 
p  Thy  highest  mysteries  thus  are  taught, 
Thy  heaven  begun. 

4  Oh,  hallow  with  Thy  presence  now 

This  sacrament  of  love ; 
Breathe  in  the  trembling  human  vow 
Strength  from  above. 

5  m  Then,  wheresoe'er  the  unknown  road 

Of  outward  life  may  roam, 
/  A  flame  that  on  Thine  altar  glowed 
Shall  light  the  home. 

Ella  S.  Armitage. 
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Sir  J.  BARNEY. 
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By  permission  of  Novello  and  Company,  Limited. 
1. 

p  0  PERFECT  Love,  all  human  thought  transcending, 
Lowly  we  kneel  in  prayer  before  Thy  throne, 

m  That  theirs  may  be  the  love  which  knows  no  ending, 
Whom  Thou  for  evermore  dost  join  in  one. 


0  perfect  Life,  be  Thou  their  full  assurance 
Of  tender  charity  and  steadfast  faith, 

Of  patient  hope,  and  quiet,  brave  endurance, 
With  childlike  trust  that  fears  nor  pain  nor  death. 

3. 

Grant  them  the  joy  which  brightens  earthly  sorrow, 
p      Grant  them  the  peace  which  calms  all  earthly  strife ; 
m  And  to  life's  day  the  glorious  unknown  morrow 
That  dawns  upon  eternal  love  and  life. 

Dorothy  Gurney. 
1199  Orig.  Ed.  823 
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p  How  blest  the  righteous  when  he  dies ! 
When  sinks  a  weary  soul  to  rest, 
How  mildly  beam  the  closing  eyes, 
How  gently  heaves  the  expiring  breast ! 

So  fades  a  summer  cloud  away ; 

So  sinks  the  gale  when  storms  are  o'er ; 

So  gently  shuts  the  eye  of  day ; 

So  dies  a  wave  along  the  shore. 

A  holy  quiet  reigns  around, 
A  calm  which  life  nor  death  destroys ; 
Nothing  disturbs  that  peace  profound, 
Which  his  unfettered  soul  enjoys. 

Farewell,  conflicting  hopes  and  fears, 
Where  lights  and  shades  alternate  dwell ! 

/  How  bright  the  unchanging  morn  appears ! 

m  Farewell,  inconstant  world,  farewell ! 

Life's  labour  done,  as  sinks  the  clay, 
Light  from  its  load  the  spirit  flies ; 
f  While  heaven  and  earth  combine  to  say 
How  blest  the  righteous  when  he  dies ! 

Anna  Lcetitia  Sarbauld. 
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2>eatb  anfc  JBurial. 

6.6.4.  D.  MYLES  B.  FOSTER. 
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LOWLY  and  solemn  be 
Thy  children's  cry  to  Thee, 

Father  Divine  ; 
A  hymn  of  suppliant  breath, 
Owning  that  life  and  death 

Alike  are  Thine. 


m  0  Father,  in  that  hour, 

When  earth  all  succouring  power 

Shall  disavow  ; 

When  spear  and  shield  and  crown 
In  faintness  are  cast  down  ; 

Sustain  us,  Thou! 


p  By  Him  who  bowed  to  take 
The  death-cup  for  our  sake, 

The  thorn,  the  rod ; 
From  whom  the  last  dismay 
Was  not  to  pass  away ; 

in.      Aid  us,  0  God. 

4. 

2>  Tremblers  beside  the  grave 

We  call  on  Thee  to  save, 
m      Father  Divine ! 

Hear,  hear  our  suppliant  breath, 
Keep  us,  in  life  and  death, 
Thine,  only  Thine. 

Felicia  D.  Hemans. 


733  Orig.  Ed. 
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W.  H.  COOKK. 
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1 


p      FRIEND  after  friend  departs ; 

Who  hath  not  lost  a  friend  ? 
There  is  no  union  here  of  hearts, 

That  finds  not  here  an  end : 
Were  this  frail  world  our  only  rest, 
Living  or  dying,  none  were  blest. 

2. 

m      Beyond  the  flight  of  time, 
Beyond  this  vale  of  death, 
There  surely  is  some  blessed  clime 

Where  life  is  not  a  breath ; 
Nor  life's  affections  transient  fire, 
Whose  sparks  fly  upward  to  expire. 

735  Orig.  Ed. 


rnp. 


/     There  is  a  world  above, 

Where  parting  is  unknown ; 
A  whole  eternity  of  love, 

Formed  for  the  good  alone ; 
p  And  faith  beholds  the  dying  here 
f  Translated  to  that  glorious  sphere. 

4. 

m      Thus  star  by  star  declines 
Till  all  are  passed  away  ; 
/  As  morning  high  and  higher  shines, 

To  pure  and  perfect  day : 
m  Nor  sink  those  stars  in  empty  night ; 
They  hide  themselves  in  heaven's  own 
light. 

/.  Montgomery. 
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Scotch  Psalter,  1615. 


II 
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1. 
CAPTAIN  and  Saviour  of  the  host 

Of  Christian  chivalry ; 
We  bless  Thee  foi'  our  comrade  true 

Now  summoned  up  to  Thee. 


737  Orig.  Ed. 


We  bless  Thee  for  his  every  step 

In  faithful  following  Thee ; 
And  for  his  good  fight  fought  so  well, 

And  crowned  with  victory. 

3. 

p  We  thank  Thee  that  the  wayAvorn  sleeps 

The  sleep  in  Jesus  blest : 
The  purified  and  ransomed  soul 
Hath  entered  into  rest. 

4. 
m  We  bless  Thee  that  his  humble  love 

Hath  met  with  such  regard : 
We  bless  Thee  for  his  blessedness, 
And  for  his  rich  reward. 

G.  Rawson. 
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13.11.13.12. 


German  Chorale. 


p  Tnotr  art  gone  to  the  grave !  but  we  will  not  deplore  thee, 

Though  sorrows  and  darkness  encompass  the  tomb ; 
./  The  Saviour  has  passed  through  its  portal  before  thee, 

And  the  lamp  of  His  love  is  thy  guide  through  the  gloom. 
p  Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave !  we  no  longer  behold  thee, 

Nor  tread  the  rough  path  of  the  world  by  thy  side ; 
f  But  the  wide  arms  of  mercy  are  spread  to  enfold  thee, 
m      And  sinners  may  die,  since  the  Sinless  has  died. 
p  Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave !  and,  its  mansion  forsaking, 

Perhaps  thy  weak  spirit  in  fear  lingered  long ; 
f  But  the  mild  rays  of  Paradise  beamed  on  thy  waking, 

And  the  sound  which  tliou  heard'st  was  the  seraphim's  song. 
p  Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave !  but  we  will  not  deplore  thee, 
m      Whose  God  was  thy  ransom,  thy  Guardian,  and  Guide  ; 
/  He  gave  thee,  He  took  thee,  and  He  will  restore  thee, 

And  death  has  no  sting,  for  the  Saviour  has  died. 


738  Orig.  Ed. 
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1. 
/>  HEAR  what  the  voice  from  heaven  proclaims 

For  all  the  pious  dead ; 
Sweet  is  the  savour  of  their  names, 
And  soft  their  sleeping  bed. 

2. 

p  They  die  in  Jesus  and  are  blest ; 
How  kind  their  slumbers  are ; 
From  sufferings  and  from  sins  released, 
And  freed  from  every  snare. 

3. 

in  Far  from  this  world  of  toil  and  strife, 

They're  present  with  the  Lord ; 
The  labours  of  their  mortal  life 
End  in  a  large  reward. 

/.  Watts. 
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ANOTHER  hand  is  beckoning  us, 

Another  call  is  given ; 
And  glows  once  more  with  angel-steps 

The  path  that  reaches  heaven. 


828  Orig.  Ed. 


Alone  unto  our  Father's  will 

One  thought  hath  reconciled ; 
That  He  whose  love  exceedeth  ours 

Hath  taken  home  His  child. 

3. 

Fold  her,  (him,)  0  Father !  in  Thine  arms, 

And  let  her  (him)  henceforth  be 
A  messenger  of  love  between 

Our  human  hearts  and  Thee. 

4. 

Still  let  her  (his)  mild  rebuking  stand 

Between  us  and  the  wrong, 
And  her  (his)  dear  memory  serve  to  make 

Our  faith  in  goodness  strong. 

J.  G.  Whittier. 
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1  m      IT  is  not  death  to  die — 

To  leave  this  weary  road, 
And,  'midst  the  brotherhood  on  high, 
To  be  at  home  with  God. 

2  p      It  is  not  death  to  close 

The  eye  long  dimmed  by  tears, 
/  And  wake  in  glorious  repose 
To  spend  eternal  years. 

3  p      It  is  not  death  to  bear 

The  wrench  that  sets  us  free 
/  From  dungeon-chain,  to  breathe  the  air 
Of  boundless  liberty. 

4  m      It  is  not  death  to  fling 

Aside  this  mortal  dust, 
/  And  rise  on  strong  exulting  wing, 
To  live  among  the  just. 

5  Jesus,  Thou  Prince  of  Life, 
Thy  chosen  cannot  die : 

Like  Thee  they  conquer  in  the  strife, 
To  reign  with  Thee  on  high. 

C.H.A.  Malan,  tr.  G.  W.  Eethune. 
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»»  0  THOU,  in  whom  alone  is  found 

The  strength  by  which  our  toil  is  blest, 
Upon  this  consecrated  ground 
Now  bid  Thy  cloud  of  glory  rest. 

2. 

f  In  Thy  great  Name  we  place  this  stone ; 
To  Thy  great  truth  these  walls  we  rear : 
Long  may  they  make  Thy  glory  known, 
And  long  our  Saviour  triumph  here. 

3. 

m  And  while  Thy  sons,  from  earth  apart, 

Here  seek  the  truth  from  heaven  that  .sprung, 
Fill  with  Thy  Spirit  every  heart, 
With  living  fire  touch  every  tongue. 

4. 

Lord,  feed  Thy  Church  with  peace  and  love ; 
Let  sin  and  error  pass  away, 
f  Till  truth's  full  influence  from  above 
Rejoice  the  earth  with  cloudless  day. 

H.  Ware,  Jun. 
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W.  WHEALL. 
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1  /  LIGHT  up  this  house  with  glory,  Lord ; 

Enter,  and  claim  Thine  own ; 
m  Receive  the  homage  of  our  souls, 
Erect  Thy  temple-throne. 

2  p  We  rear  no  altar, — Thou  hast  died ; 

We  deck  no  priestly  shrine ; 
What  need  have  we  of  creature-aid  ? 
The  power  to  save  is  Thine. 

3  m  We  ask  no  bright  shekinah-cloud 

To  glorify  the  place ; 

/  Give,  Lord,  the  substance  of  that  sign — 
A  plenitude  of  grace. 

4  m  No  rushing,  mighty  wind,  we  ask ; 

No  tongues  of  flame  desire ; 
j)  Grant  us  the  Spirit's  quickening  light, 
His  purifying  fire. 

5  /  Light  up  this  house  with  glory,  Lord ; — 

The  glory  of  that  love 
Which  forms  and  saves  a  church  below, 
And  makes  a  heaven  above. 

J.  Harris. 
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Opcniiuj  of  a  Cburcb. 
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1  f  CHRIST  is  our  Corner-stone, 

On  Him  alone  we  build ; 
With  His  true  stunts  alone 
The  courts  of  heaven  are  filled : 
i»          On  His  great  love 

Our  hopes  we  place 

Of  present  grace 

And  joys  above. 

2  /  Oh,  then  with  hymns  of  praise 

These  hallowed  courts  shall  ring ; 
Our  voices  we  will  raise, 
The  Three  in  One  to  sing ; 

And  thus  proclaim 

In  joyful  song 

Both  loud  and  long 

That  glorious  name. 

3  m  Here,  gracious  God,  do  Thou 

For  evermore  draw  nigh ; 
Accept  each  faithful  vow. 
And  mark  each  suppliant  sigh ; 

In  copious  shower 

On  all  who  pray 

Each  holy  day 

Thy  blessings  pour ! 

4  Here  may  we  gain  from  Heaven 
The  grace  which  we  implore ; 
And  may  that  grace,  once  given, 
Be  with  us  evermore, 

Until  that  day 
When  all  the  blest 
To  endless  rest 
Are  called  away! 
Hymn  o/$th  century,  tr.  J.  Chandler. 
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L.M. 

Wl  NCH  ESTER  N  EW.  Hamburger  Musikalisches  Handbuch,  1690. 
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1  m  ALL  things  are  Thine :  no  gift  have  we, 

Lord  of  all  gifts !  to  offer  Thee ; 
And  hence  with  grateful  hearts  to-day, 
p  Thy  own  before  Thy  feet  we  lay. 

2  m  Thy  will  was  in  the  builders'  thought  ; 

Thy  hand  unseen  amidst  us  wrought ; 
Through  mortal  motive,  scheme  and  plan, 
f  Thy  wise  eternal  purpose  ran. 

3  m  No  lack  Thy  perfect  fulness  knew ; 

From  human  needs  and  longings  grew 
This  house  of  prayer,  this  home  of  rest 
In  the  fair  garden  of  the  West. 

4  p  In  weakness  and  in  want  we  call 

On  Thee  for  whom  the  heavens  are  small ; 
m  Thy  glory  is  Thy  children's  good, 
Thy  joy  Thy  tender  Fatherhood. 

5  p  0  Father !  deign  these  walls  to  bless ; 
m  Fill  with  Thy  love  their  emptiness : 

And  let  their  door  a  gateway  be 
To  lead  us  from  ourselves  to  Thee ! 

J.  G.  Whittier. 
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1. 

/  THOU,  whose  unmeasured  temple  stands 

Built  over  earth  and  sea, 
m  Accept  the  walls  that  human  hands 

Have  raised,  0  God,  to  Thee. 
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p  And  let  the  Comforter  and  Friend, 

Thy  Holy  Spirit,  meet 
With  those  who  here  in  worship  bend 
Before  Thy  mercy-seat. 

3. 

m  May  they  who  err  be  guided  here 

To  find  the  better  way ; 
p  And  they  who  mourn,  and  they  who  fear, 
m      Be  strengthened  as  they  pray. 

4. 
/  May  faith  grow  firm,  and  love  grow  warm, 

And  hallowed  wishes  rise, 
m  While  round  these  peaceful  walls  the  storm 
Of  earth-born  passion  dies. 

W,  C.  Bryant. 

837 


Special  Occasions. 
IReopenino  of  a  Cburcb. 


AUSTRIA. 


8.7.8.7.  D. 


HAYPN. 


p 


fr  T— riqpi  _j 1 — 1  — U— Ki — i-U-Jz 

— -.-«.    .«.    .. 


ft 


r 


Y~\      \  I  I         I      I    -*-  -^ 

J  J  ^hi-Q  rj    i  J .  J  r->  •  ?-[— 


A-men. 


I— 

838 


1Re*openino  of  a  Gburcb. 
746 

1  /  LIFT  the  strain  of  high  thanksgiving ! 

Tread  with  songs  the  hallowed  way ! 
Praise  our  fathers'  God  for  mercies 

New  to  us  their  sons  to-day : 
Here  they  built  for  Him  a  dwelling, 

Served  Him  here  in  ages  past, 
Fixed  it  for  His  sure  possession, 

Holy  ground,  while  time  shall  last. 

2  tn  When  the  years  had  wrought  their  changes, 

He,  our  own  unchanging  God, 
Thought  on  this  His  habitation, 

Looked  on  His  decayed  abode ; 
Heard  our  prayers,  and  helped  our  counsels, 

Blessed  the  silver  and  the  gold, 
/  Till  once  more  His  house  is  standing 

Firm  and  stately  as  of  old. 

3  Entering  then  Thy  gates  with  praises, 

Lord,  be  ours  Thine  Israel's  prayer : 
TO  '  Rise  into  Thy  place  of  resting, 

Show  Thy  promised  Presence  there ! ' 
Let  the  gracious  word  be  spoken 

Here,  as  once  on  Sion's  height, 
f  'This  shall  be  My  rest  for  ever, 

This  My  dwelling  of  delight.' 

4  in  Fill  this  latter  house  with  glory 

Greater  than  the  former  knew ; 
Clothe  with  righteousness  its  priesthood, 

Guide  its  choir  to  reverence  true ; 
p  Let  Thy  Holy  One's  anointing 

Here  its  sevenfold  blessing  shed ; 
TO  Spread  for  us  the  heavenly  banquet, 

Satisfy  Thy  poor  with  Bread. 

5  /  Praise  to  Thee,  Almighty  Father, 

Praise  to  Thee,  Eternal  Son, 
Praise  to  Thee,  all-quickening  Spirit, 

Ever  Blessed  Three  in  One ; 
Threefold  Power  and  Grace  and  Wisdom, 

Moulding  out  of  sinful  clay 
Living  stones  for  that  pure  temple 

Which  shall  never  know  decay. 

J.  Ell 'er ton. 
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747 

i. 

/  ALL  nature's  works  His  praise  declare, 

To  whom  they  all  belong  ; 
m  There  is  a  voice  in  every  star, 

In  every  breeze  a  song. 
Sweet  music  fills  the  world  abroad 

With  strains  of  love  and  power  ; 
/  The  stormy  sea  sings  praise  to  God, 

The  thunder  and  the  shower. 

2. 

m  To  God  the  tribes  of  ocean  cry, 

And  birds  upon  the  wing  ; 
To  God  the  powers  that  dwell  on  high 

Their  tuneful  tribute  bring. 
/  Like  them,  let  man  the  throne  surround, 

With  them  loud  chorus  raise, 
While  instruments  of  loftier  sound 
Assist  his  feeble  praise. 

3. 

m  Great  God,  to  Thee  we  consecrate 

Our  voices  and  our  skill  ; 
We  bid  the  pealing  organ  wait 

To  speak  alone  Thy  will. 
/  0  teach  its  rich  and  swelling  notes 

To  lift  our  souls  on  high, 
And  while  the  music  round  us  floats, 
p       Let  earth-born  passion  die. 

H.  Ware,  Jun. 
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Copyright,  1903,  by  W.  Garrett  Horder. 
1. 

m  0  THOU,  who  dwellest  in  eternity, 

We  now  draw  nigh  to  consecrate  to  Thee 

This  day  of  festal  gladness. 
For  meet  it  is  that  we,  the  sons  of  earth, 
/  Should  seek  our  Father's  face  in  times  of  mirth 
And  days  of  festal  gladness. 

2. 
m  One  day  amid  Thy  courts  is  better  far 

Than  thousand  days,  when  these  unhallowed  are, 

Though  days  of  festive  gladness. 
Lord,  teach  us  of  Thy  sweetness  here  to  taste, 
/  Thy  House  shall  then  be  sought  with  eager  haste, 
To  share  true  festal  gladness. 


773  Grig.  Ed. 


m  Thy  days  shall  then  as  pools  of  water  be, 
Thy  people  shall  Thy  power  and  glory  see 

Amid  their  festal  gladness. 
p  Fit  and  prepare  our  earth- worn  hearts  to  sing 
/  The  Lamb's  new  song,  and  us  Thy  servants  bring 
To  endless  festal  gladness. 

S.  Childs-Clarke. 
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1  »i  0  LIGHT,  from  age  to  age  the  same, 

For  ever  living  Word, — 
Here  have  we  felt  Thy  kindling  flame, 
p      Thy  voice  within  have  heard. 

2  m  Here  holy  thought  and  hymn  and  prayer 

Have  winged  the  spirit's  powers, 
And  made  these  walls  divinely  fair, — 
Thy  temple,  Lord,  and  ours. 

3  p  What  visions  rise  above  the  years, 

What  tender  memories  throng ! 
Till  the  eye  fills  with  happy  tears, 
m      The  heart  with  grateful  song. 

4  p  Vanish  the  mists  of  time  and  sense ; 

They  come,  the  loved  of  yore, 
And  one  encircling  Providence 
Holds  all  for  evermore. 

5  m  Oh,  not  in  vain  their  toil  who  wrought 

To  build  faith's  freer  shrine, — 
Nor  theirs  whose  love  and  hope  and  thought 
Have  watched  the  fire  divine. 

Q    f  Burn,  holy  fire,  and  shine  more  wide : 

While  systems  rise  and  fall ! 
in  Faith,  hope,  and  charity  abide. 
The  Heart  and  Soul  of  all. 

F.  L.  Hosmer. 
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FROM  many  ways  and  wide  apart, 

Obedient  to  thy  call, 
Hither  we  turn  with  loyal  heart, 

Dear  Mother  of  us  all ! 

2. 

For  more  than  gold  has  been  the  lore 
We  learned  beside  thy  knee, — 

The  faith  that  grows  from  more  to 
The  truth  that  maketh  free ;  ['"ore, 

3. 

The  strength  to  do  and  to  endure 
Through  good  report  and  ill, 

The  heart  of  love,  the  conscience  pure, 
And  the  undaunted  will. 


We  walk  the  well-known  paths  once 
Amid  the  Summer's  bloom ;    [more 

We  pass  familiar  thresholds  o'er, 
And  breathe  the  air  of  home. 


5. 
p  Nor  we  alone :  they  come  unseen, 

Unheard  their  footsteps  fall ; 
Voices  long  hushed  to  earth  within 
The  cloistered  silence  call. 

6. 

in  Fair  visions  rise  from  out  the  years, 
And  fast  the  memories  throng,— 
p  Till  the  eye  fills  with  happy  tears, 
m     The  heart  with  grateful  song. 

7. 
/  Be  proud,  0  Mother,  of  thy  past ! 

It  lives  in  thee  to-day ; 
in  And  still  its  high  traditions  cast 

Their  light  upon  thy  way. 

8. 
/  Our  love  and  hope  ring  out  their  chime 

Above  thy  festival ; 
Blessings  upon  thee  through  all  time, 
Thou  who  hast  blessed  us  all ! 

F.  L.  Hosmer. 
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family  (Satberinos. 


ABENDS. 


L.M.  Sir  H.  S.  OAKELET,  Mus.  Doc. 
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IN  this  glad  hour,  when  children  meet, 
And  home  with  them  their  children  bring, 
Our  hearts  with  one  affection  beat, 
One  song  of  praise  our  voices  sing. 

For  all  the  faithful,  loved  and  dear, 
Whom  Thou  so  kindly,  Lord,  hast  given, 
For  those  who  still  are  with  us  here, 
And  those  who  wait  for  us  in  heaven ; — 

For  every  past  and  present  joy, 
For  honour,  competence,  and  health, 
For  hopes  which  time  may  not  destroy, 
Our  soul's  imperishable  wealth ; — 

For  all,  accept  our  humble  praise ; 
Still  bless  us,  Father,  by  Thy  love ; 
And  when  are  closed  our  mortal  days, 
Unite  us  in  one  home  above. 

//.  Ware,  Jun. 
816 
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1  ?;t  THOU  Gracious  Power,  whose  mercy  lends 

The  light  of  home,  the  smile  of  friends, 
Our  gathered  flock  Thine  arms  enfold 
As  in  the  peaceful  days  of  old. 

2  Wilt  Thou  not  hear  us  while  we  raise, 
In  sweet  accord  of  solemn  praise, 
The  voices  that  have  mingled  long 

In  joyous  flow  of  mirth  and  song  ? 

3  For  all  the  blessings  life  has  brought, 

p  For  all  its  sorrowing  hours  have  taught, 
For  all  we  mourn,  for  all  we  keep, 
The  hands  we  clasp,  the  loved  that  sleep  ; 

4  tn  The  noontide  sunshine  of  the  past, 

These  brief,  bright  moments  fading  fast, 
The  stars  that  gild  our  darkening  years, 
The  twilight  ray  from  holier  spheres  : 

5  We  thank  Thee,  Father  !  let  Thy  grace 
Our  loving  circle  still  embrace, 

Thy  mercy  shed  its  heavenly  store, 
Thy  peace  be  with  us  evermore  ! 

0.  W.  Holmes. 
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/  ETERNAL  Father,  strong  to  save, 
Whose  arm  hath  bound  the  restless 

wave, 

Who  bidst  the  mighty  ocean  deep 
Its  own  appointed  limits  keep ; 

p  0  hear  us  when  we  cry  to  Thee 
For  those  in  peril  on  the  sea. 

2. 

m  0  Christ,  whose  voice  the  waters  heard 
And  hushed  their  raging  at  Thy  word, 
Who  walkedst  on  the  foaming  deep, 
And  calm  amidst  its  rage  did  sleep : 

p  0  hear  us  when  we  cry  to  Thee 
For  those  in  peril  on  the  sea. 


764  Orig.  Ed. 
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3. 

Most  Holy  Spirit,  who  didst  brood 
Upon  the  chaos  dark  and  rude, 
And  bid  its  angry  tumult  cease, 
And  give,  for  wild  confusion,  peace ; 
0  hear  us  when  we  cry  to  Thee 
For  those  in  peril  on  the  sea. 

4. 

0  Trinity  of  love  and  power, 
Our  brethren  shield  in  danger's  hour ; 
From  rock  and  tempest,  fire  and  foe, 
Protect  them  wheresoe'er  they  go ; 
Thus  evermore  may  rise  to  Thee 
Glad  hymns  of  praise  from  land  and 
sea. 

W.  Whiting. 


farewell  Services. 


VERBUM   PACIS. 

to 


6.6.8.4. 


G.  LOMAS,  Mus.  Bac. 


754 


1  ?H      WITH  the  sweet  word  of  peace 

We  bid  our  brethren  go ; 

Peace,  as  a  river  to  increase, 

And  ceaseless  flow. 

2  p      With  the  calm  word  of  prayer 

We  earnestly  commend 
m  Our  brethren  to  Thy  watchful  care, 
Eternal  Friend ! 

3  p      With  the  dear  word  of  love 

We  give  our  brief  farewell : 
Our  love  below,  and  Thine  above, 
With  them  shall  dwell. 

4  /      With  the  strong  word  of  faith 

We  stay  ourselves  on  Thee : 
That  Thou,  0  Lord,  in  life  and  death 
Their  help  shalt  be. 

5  m      Then  the  bright  word  of  hope 

yhall  on  our  parting  gleam, 
And  tell  of  joys  beyond  the  scope 
Of  earth-born  dream. 

6  p      Farewell !  in  hope,  and  love, 

In  faith,  and  peace,  and  prayer ; 
/  Till  He  whose  home  is  ours  above 
Unite  us  there ! 


T72  Orig.  Ed. 
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1  m  GOD  be  with  you  till  we  meet  again, 

By  His  counsels  guide,  uphold  you, 
With  His  sheep  securely  fold  you  ; 
p  God  be  with  you  till  \ve  meet  again. 

2  m  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  again, 

'Neath  His  wings  protecting  hide  you, 
Daily  manna  still  provide  you  ; 
p  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  again. 


3  m 


God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  again, 
When  life's  perils  thick  confound  you, 
Put  His  arm  unfailing  round  you  ; 

God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  again. 


1201  Orig.  Ed. 


4  m  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  again, 

Keep  love's  banner  floating  o  er  you, 
p      Smite  death's  threat'ning  wave  before  you; 
God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  again. 

J.  E.  Rankin, 
850 
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m  FROM  Thee  all  skill  and  science  flow, 
p      All  pity,  care,  and  love, 

All  calm  and  courage,  faith  and  hope, 
m      Oh,  pour  them  from  above ! 

2. 
And  part  them,  Lord,  to  each  and  all, 

As  each  and  all  shall  need, 

j)  To  rise,  like  incense,  each  to  Thee, 

In  noble  thought  and  deed. 

3. 

m  And  hasten,  Lord,  that  perfect  day 
When  pain  and  death  shall  cease ; 
And  Thy  just  rule  shall  fill  the  earth 
With  "health,  and  light,  and  peace: 

4. 

When  ever  blue  the  sky  shall  gleam, 

And  ever  green  the  sod ; 
And  man's  rude  work  deface  no  more 

The  Paradise  of  God. 

C.  Kingsleif. 


A  -  men. 


1234  Orig.  Ed. 


85* 


Special  ©ccasfons. 

ST.  MATTHEW.  C.M.  D.  W.  CROFT,  Mus.  Doc. 


Q 


I 


-.^=a=£ESEpd^g 


«d  g-j 


-p^T^f- 


-s>-? 

:Q^^^  i  g 


i>H 


s^u^j^gULsyy. 

SMPR-       Hrj      gn.oTJ-fJ- 


-e>- 


^r 


r^Z=J=z: 


i 


±J.  II 


tpp1 


^ 


i-r 


-«2-   .Q. 


852 


fwspltals. 
757 

1  m  THINE  arm,  0  Lord,  in  days  of  old 

Was  strong  to  heal  and  save ; 
It  triumphed  o'er  disease  and  death, 

O'er  darkness  and  the  grave : 
p  To  Thee  they  went,  the  blind,  the  dumb, 

The  palsied  and  the  lame, 
The  leper  with  his  tainted  life, 

The  sick  with  fevered  frame ; 

2  m  And,  lo,  Thy  touch  brought  life  and  health 

Gave  speech,  and  strength,  and  sight ; 
And  youth  renewed  and  frenzy  calmed 

Owned  Thee,  the  Lord  of  Light. 
And  now,  0  Lord,  be  near  to  bless, 

Almighty  as  of  yore, 
In  crowded  street,  by  restless  couch, 

As  by  Gennesareth's  shore. 

3  Though  love  and  might  no  longer  heal 

By  touch,  or  word,  or  look ; 
Though  they  who  do  Thy  work  must  read 

Thy  laws  in  Nature's  book : 
Yet  come  to  heal  the  sick  man's  soul, 

Come,  cleanse  the  leprous  taint ; 
Give  joy  and  peace  where  all  is  strife, 

And  strength  where  all  is  faint. 

4  /  Be  Thou  our  great  Deliverer  still, 

Thou  Lord  of  life  and  death, 
Restore  and  quicken,  soothe  and  bless 

With  Thine  almighty  breath : 
m  To  hands  that  work  and  eyes  that  see 

Give  wisdom's  heavenly  lore, 
That  whole  and  sick,  and  weak  and  strong, 
/      May  praise  Thee  evermore. 

E.  H.  Plwnptre. 
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1  m  GREAT  King  of  nations,  hear  our 

While  at  Thy  feet  we  fall,  [prayer, 
And  humbly  with  united  cry 
To  Thee  for  mercy  call ; 

0  turn  us  not  away ; 
But  hear  us  from  Thy  lofty  throne, 
And  help  us  when  we  pray. 

2  p  Our  fathers'  sins  were  manifold, 

And  ours  no  less  we  own, 
m.  Yet  wondrously  from  age  to  age 
Thy  goodness  hath  been  shown ; 

762  Orig  Ed.  854 


When  dangers,  like  a  stormy  sea, 
Beset  our  country  round, 

To  Thee  we  looked,  to  Thee  we  cried, 
And  help  in  Thee  was  found. 

3  p  With  one  consent  we  meekly  bow 
Beneath  Thy  chastening  hand, 
And,  pouring  forth  confession  meet, 

Mourn  with  our  mourning  land ; 
With  pitying  eye  behold  our  need, 

As  thus  we  lift  our  prayer ; 
m  Correct  us  with  Thy  judgments,  Lord, 
Then  let  Thy  mercy  spared 

J.  H.  Gurney 


HAGUE. 


3n  time  ot  War. 

L.M. 


J.  BOOTH. 
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1. 

m  0  GOD  of  Love,  0  King  of  Peace, 

Make  wars  throughout  the  world  to  cease ; 
The  wrath  of  sinful  man  restrain ; 

p  Give  peace,  0  God,  give  peace  again. 

2. 

m  Remember,  Lord,  Thy  works  of  old, 
The  wonders  that  our  fathers  told ; 

p  Remember  not  our  sin's  dark  stain : 
Give  peace,  0  God,  give  peace  again. 
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m  Whom  shall  we  trust  but  Thee,  0  Lord  ? 
Where  rest  but  on  Thy  faithful  word '( 
None  ever  called  on  Thee  in  vain  ; 

p  Give  peace,  0  God,  give  peace  again. 

4. 

m  Where  saints  and  angels  dwell  above, 
All  hearts  are  knit  in  holy  love ; 
0  bind  us  in  that  heavenly  chain  ; 
p  Give  peace,  0  God,  give  peace  again. 

Hir  If.  W.  Baker. 
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1. 

jo  THROUGH  centuries  of  sin  and  woe 
Hath  streamed  the  crimson  Hood, 
While  man,  in  concert  with  the  foe, 

Hath  shed  his  brother's  blood : 
m  Now  lift  Thy  banner,  Prince  of  Peace, 
And  let  the  cruel  war-cry  cease. 

2. 

p  In  vain,  mid  clamours  loud  and  rude, 

Thy  servants  seek  repose, 
See,  day  by  day,  the  strife  renewed, 

And  brethren  turned  to  foes : 
m  Then  lift  Thy  banner,  Princeof  Peace, 
Make  wrongs  among  Thy  subjects 
cease. 


758  Orig.  Ed. 
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3. 

Still  to  the  heavens  the  weak  will 
pour 

Their  loud  unanswered  cry ; 
Still  wealth  doth  heap  its  secret  store, 

And  want  forgotten  lie ; 
Lift  high  Thy  banner,  Prince  of  Peace, 
Let  hatred  die,  and  love  increase. 


Thy  gospel,  Lord,  is  grace  and  love ; 

O  send  it  all  abroad, 
Till  every  heart  submissive  prove, 

And  bless  the  reigning  God. 
Come  lift  Thy  banner,  Prince  of  Peace, 
And  give  the  weary  world  release. 
J.  H.  Gurney. 


TROY. 


3n  time  of  Mar. 
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H.  SMART. 
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1  /  LORD  !  Tliou  didst  arise  and  say 
To  the  troubled  waters, '  Peace,' 

in  And  the  tempest  died  away ; 
Down  they  sank,  the  foamy  seas 

p  And  a  calm  and  heaving  sleep 
Spread  o'er  all  the  glassy  deep ; 
All  the  azure  lake  serene 
Like  another  heaven  was  seen. 


•2  f  Lord !  Thy  gracious  word  repeat 
To  the  billows  of  the  proud : 
Quell  the  tyrant's  martial  heat, 
Quell  the  fierce  and  changingcrowd : 
m  Then  the  earth  shall  find  repose 
From  its  restless  strife  and  woes ; 
p  And  an  imaged  Heaven  appear 
On  our  world  of  darkness  nere. 
H.  H.  Milman. 
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1  f  GOD  the  All-terrible !  King,  who  ordainest 

Great  winds  Thy  clarions,  the  lightnings  Thy  sword ; 
p  Show  forth  Thy  pity  on  high  where  Thou  reignest ; 
Give  to  us  peace  in  our  time,  0  Lord. 

2  /  God  the  Omnipotent,  Mighty  Avenger, 

Watching  invisible,  judging  unheard ; 

in  Doom  us  not  now  in  the  hour  of  our  danger ; 

Give  to  us  peace  in  our  time,  0  Lord. 

3  p  God  the  All-merciful!  earth  hath  forsaken 

Thy  way  of  blessedness,  slighted  Thy  word ; 
Bid  not  Thy  wrath  in  its  terrors  awaken  ; 
Give  to  us  peace  in  our  time,  0  Lord. 

4  m  God  the  All-righteous  One !  man  hath  defied  Thee ; 

Yet  to  eternity  standeth  Thy  word ; 
/  Falsehood  and  wrong  shall  not  tarry  beside  Thee ; 
Give  to  us  peace  in  our  time,  0  Lord ! 

5  p  God  the  All-pitiful !  is  it  not  crying — 

Blood  of  the  guiltless,  like  water  outpoured  ? 
Look  on  the  anguish,  the  sorrow,  the  sighing ; 
Give  to  us  peace  in  our  time,  0  Lord ! 

6  m  God  the  All-wise !  by  the  fire  of  Thy  chastening, 

Earth  shall  to  freedom  and  truth  be  restored ; 
Through  the  thick  darkness  Thy  kingdom  is  hastening ; 
Thou  wilt  give  peace  in  Thy  time,  0  Lord ! 

7  So  shall  Thy  children  in  thankful  devotion 

Laud  Him  who  saved  them  from  peril  abhorred, 
Singing  in  chorus  from  ocean  to  ocean, 
Peace  to  the  nations  and  praise  to  the  Lord. 

H.  F.  Chorley. 
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Lord  God  of  hosts,       be  with 

Lord  God  of  hosts,       be  with 
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National  Ib^mns. 

6.6.4.6.6.6.4. 


GOD  save  our  gracious  King, 
Long  live  our  noble  King, 

God  save  the  King. 
Send  him  victorious, 
Happy  and  glorious, 
Long  to  reign  over  us, 

God  save  the  King. 


2  m  Thy  choicest  gifts  in  store, 
On  him  be  pleased  to  pour, 

/      Long  may  he  reign. 

MI  May  he  defend  our  laws, 
And  ever  give  us  cause 
To  sing  with  heart  and  voice, 

/      God  save  the  King. 


755  Orig.  Ed. 
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E.  J.  HOPKINS,  Mus.  Doc. 
Harmonized  by  Sir  A.  S.  SULLIVAN,  Mus.  Doc. 
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1  m  TOGETHER  for  our  country  now  we  pray ; 

Give  her  good  speed  upon  her  ancient  way ; 
/  And  for  her  broadening  world  a  brighter  day 
Till  all  men  prosper  that  her  laws  obey. 

2  m  God  save  the  King,  and  all  of  honoured  name ! 

May  virtue  shine  in  them  with  steadfast  flame ; 
Let  worthy  deeds  inspire  the  tongue  of  fame, 
And  flaring  falsities  be  quenched  in  shame. 

3  God  save  the  church  !  may  all  good  men  combine, 
As  from  one  root  may  many  branches  shine ; 
And,  rich  in  unadulterate  loaves  and  wine, 

May  lessening  want  and  woe  declare  her  Thine. 

•i    /  God  save  the  people  and  their  houses  all ! 

The  thriving,  striving  folk,  both  great  and  small; 
m  And  let  us  on  Thy  love  with  one  voice  call, 
p  When  the  sun  rises  and  the  shadows  fall. 

2\  T.  Lynch. 
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1  m  0  BEAUTIFUL,  our  country ! 

Be  thine  a  nobler  care 
Than  all  thy  wealth  of  commerce, 

Thy  harvests  waving  fair : 
Be  it  thy  pride  to  lift  up 

The  manhood  of  the  poor ; 
Be  thou  to  the  oppressed 

Fair  Freedom's  open  door. 

2  p  For  thee  our  fathers  suffered, 

For  thee  they  toiled  and  prayed ; 
Upon  thy  holy  altar 
Their  willing  lives  they  laid ; 


1208  Orig.  Ed. 
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m  Thou  hast  no  common  birthright, 
Grand  memories  on  thee  shine; 
The  blood  of  noble  races 
Commingled  flows  in  thine. 

0  beautiful,  our  country ! 

Round  thee  in  love  we  draw ; 
Thine  be  the  grace  of  Freedom, 
f      The  majesty  of  Law. 

Be  Righteousness  thy  sceptre, 

Justice  thy  diadem ; 
TO  And  on  thy  shining  forehead 
Be  Peace  the  crowning  gem! 
F,  L.  Hosmer, 
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101  1  m  LORD,  while  for  all  mankind  we  pray, 

Of  every  clime  and  coast, 
0  hear  us  for  our  native  land, 
The  land  we  love  the  most. 

2  p  Our  fathers'  sepulchres  are  here, 

And  here  our  kindred  dwell : 
Our  children,  too ;— how  should  we  love 
Another  land  so  well? 

3  m  0  guard  our  shores  from  every  foe, 

With  peace  our  borders  bless  ; 
With  prosperous  times  our  cities  crown, 
Our  fields  with  plenteousness. 

4  Unite  us  in  the  sacred  love 

Of  knowledge,  truth,  and  Thee ; 
/  And  let  our  lulls  and  valleys  shout 
The  songs  of  liberty. 

5  m  Here  may  religion,  pure  and  mild, 

Upon  our  Sabbaths  smile ; 
And  piety  and  virtue  reign, 
And  bless  Our  native  isle. 

6  Lord  of  the  nations,  thus  to  Thee 

Our  country  we  commend ; 
/  Be  Thou  her  Refuge  and  her  Trust, 
Her  everlasting  Friend. 

J.  A'.  Wreford. 
7o7  Grig.  EJ.  867 
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1  /  PRAISE  to  our  God,  whose  bounteous  hand 

Prepared  of  old  our  glorious  land ; 
A  garden  fenced  with  silver  sea ; 
A  people  prosperous,  bold,  and  free. 

2  Praise  to  our  God ;  through  all  our  past 
His  mighty  arm  hath  held  us  fast ; 

m  Till  wars  and  perils,  toils  and  tears, 

Have  brought  the  rich  and  peaceful  years. 

3  Praise  to  our  God ;  the  vine  He  set 
Within  our  coasts  is  fruitful  yet ; 

On  many  a  shore  her  seedlings  grow ; 
'Heath  many  a  sun  her  clusters  glow. 

4  /  Praise  to  our  God ;  His  power  alone 

Can  keep  unmoved  our  ancient  throne 
Sustained  by  counsels  wise  and  just, 
And  guarded  by  a  people's  trust. 

5  p  Praise  to  our  God ;  who  still  forbears, 

Who  still  this  guilty  nation  spares ; 
Who  calls  us  still  to  seek  His  face, 
And  lengthens  out  our  day  of  grace. 

6  Praise  to  our  God ;  though  chastenings  stern 
Our  evil  dross  should  throughly  burn ; 

/  His  rod  and  stall',  from  age  to  age, 
Shall  rule  and  guide  His  heritage ! 

J.  Ellerton. 
754  Orig.  Eel.  SG9 
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1  /  REJOICE  to-day  with  one  accord, 

Sing  out  with  exultation ; 
Rejoice  and  praise  our  mighty  Lord, 

Whose  arm  hath  brought  salvation ; 
m          His  works  of  love  proclaim 
The  greatness  of  His  Name ; 
For  He  is  God  alone 
Who  hath  His  mercy  shown ; 
Let  all  His  saints  adore  Him ! 

2  p  When  in  distress  to  Him  we  cried, 

He  heard  our  sad  complaining ; 
m  0  trust  in  Him,  whate'er  betide, 

His  love  is  all-sustaining; 
f         Triumphant  songs  of  praise  • 
To  Him  our  hearts  shall  raise  ; 
Now  every  voice  shall  say, 
'  0  praise  our  God  ahvay ' ; 
m      Let  all  His  saints  adore  Him ! 

3  /  Rejoice  to-day  with  one  accord, 

Sing  out  with  exultation : 
Rejoice  and  praise  our  mighty  Lord. 
Whose  arm  hath  brought  salvation ; 
His  works  of  love  proclaim 
The  greatness  of  His  Name ; 
For  He  is  God  alone 
Who  hath  His  mercy  shown ; 
m      Let  all  His  saints  adore  Him ! 

Sir  If.  W.  Baker, 

752  Orig.  Ed.  871 
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1  m  WE  come  unto  our  fathers'  God : 

Their  Rock  is  our  Salvation : 
The  Eternal  Arms,  their  dear  abode, 

We  make  our  habitation: 

f  We  bring  Thee,  Lord,  the  praise  the;/  brought, 
We  seek  Thee  as  Thy  saints  have  sought 

In  every  generation. 

2  m  The  Fire  Divine,  their  steps  that  led, 

Still  goeth  bright  before  us; 
f  The  Heavenly  Shield,  around  them  spread, 

Is  still  high  holden  o'er  us: 
The  grace  those  sinners  that  subdued, 
The  strength  those  weaklings  that  renewed, 

Doth  vanquish,  doth  restore  us. 

3  m  The  cleaving  sins  that  brought  them  low 

Are  still  our  souls  oppressing ; 
p  The  tears  that  from  their  eyes  did  flow 

Fall  fast,  our  shame  confessing ; 
As  with  Thee,  Lord,  prevailed  their  cry, 
m  So  our  strong  prayer  ascends  on  high, 

And  bringeth  down  Thy  blessing. 

4  /  Their  joy  unto  their  Lord  we  bring ; 

Their  song  to  us  descendeth : 
The  Spirit  Who  in  them  did  sing 

To  its  His  music  lendeth. 
His  song  in  them,  in  us,  is  one ; 
We  raise  it  high,  we  send  it  on — 

The  song  that  never  endeth ! 

5  m  Ye  saints  to  come,  take  up  the  strain — 

The  same  sweet  theme  endeavour ! 
Unbroken  be  the  Golden  Chain ! 

Keep  on  the  song  for  ever ! 
/  Safe  in  the  same  dear  dwelling-place, 
Eich  with  the  same  eternal  grace, 
Bless  the  same  boundless  Giver ! 

T.  H.  Gill. 
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1  m  COURAGE,  brother !  do  not  stumble, 

Though  thy  path  be  dark  as  night ; 
There 's  a  star  to  guide  the  humble : 
/      '  Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  right.' 
p  Though  the  road  be  long  and  dreary, 

And  its  ending  out  of  sight : 
m  Foot  it  bravely — strong  or  weary : 
/      '  Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  right.' 

2  m  Trust  no  party,  church,  or  faction, 

Trust  no  leaders  in  the  fight, 
But  in  every  word  and  action 
/      '  Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  right.' 
m  Some  will  hate  tliee,  some  will  love  thec, 

Some  will  flatter,  some  will  slight ; 
Cease  from  man,  and  look  above  thee : 
/      '  Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  right.' 

3  m  Trust  no  forms  of  guilty  passion — 

Fiends  can  look  like  angels  bright ; 
Trust  no  custom,  school,  or  fashion, 
/      '  Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  right.' 
m  Simple  rule  and  safest  guiding, 
p      Inward  peace  and  inward  light, 
m  Star  upon  our  path  al  tiding, 
/      '  Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  right.' 

N.  Maclcod. 
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J.  BOOTH. 


VERSE  2.  And    play,     play    the     man. 


Omit  small  notes  in  last  verse. 


1  /  GIRD  your  loins  about  with  truth ; 
m  Life  will  not  go  always  smooth, 

Singing  lightsome  songs  of  youth : 

/        Play,  play  the  man. 

m  Learn  with  justice  to  keep  pace, 
Spurning  what  is  vile  and  base, 
Bravely  ever  set  your  face 

/        To  play  the  man. 

2  m  Pear  not  what  the  world  may  say, 

Hold  the  straight  and  narrow  way, 
In  the  open  light  of  day, 
/        And  play  the  man. 


1224  Orig.  Ed. 


876 


m  They  will  call  you  poor  and  weak, 
Being  merciful  and,  meek : 
Heed  them  not ;  s*  you  must  seek 

/        To  play  the  man. 

3  m  Have  the  courage  to  be  true, 
Steadfastly  the  right  to  do, 
Loving  him  that  wrongeth  you — 
/         Play,  play  the  man. 
Trust  in  God,  and  let  them  mock ; 
They  will  break,  as  they  have  broke, 
Like  the  waves  upon  the  rock- 
Play,  play  the  man ! 

W.  C.  Smith. 
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1  /  GOD'S  trumpet  wakes  the  slumbering  world : 

Now  each  man  to  his  post ! 
The  red-cross  banner  is  unfurled : 
Who  joins  the  glorious  host  ? 

2  m  He  who,  in  fealty  to  the  truth, 

And  counting  all  the  cost, 
Doth  consecrate  his  generous  youth, — 
He  joins  the  noble  host. 

3  He  who,  no  anger  on  his  tongue, 

Nor  any  idle  boast, 

Bears  steadfast  witness  against  wrong, — 
He  joins  the  sacred  host. 

4  He  who,  with  calm,  undaunted  will, 

Ne'er  counts  the  battle  lost, 
/  But,  though  defeated,  battles  still,— 
He  joins  the  faithful  host. 

5  p  He  who  is  ready  for  the  Cross, 

The  cause  despised  loves  most, 
And  shuns  not  pain  or  shame  or  loss, — 
f      He  joins  the  martyr  host. 

S.  Longfellow. 
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1  /  MEN,  whose  boast  it  is  that  ye 

Come  of  fathers  brave  and  free, 
m  If  there  breathe  on  earth  a  slave, 
Are  ye  truly  free  and  brave  ? 
If  ye  dp  not  feel  the  chain 
When  it  works  a  brother's  pain, 
Are  ye  not  base  slaves  indeed, 
Slaves  unworthy  to  be  freed? 

2  m  Women,  who  shall  one  day  bear 

Sons  to  breathe  free  England's  air, 
p  If  ye  hear,  without  a  blush, 
/  Deeds  to  make  the  roused  blood 

rush 

Like  red  lava  through  your  veins, 
For  your  sisters  now  in  chains,— 
Answer !  are  ye  fit  to  be 
Mothers  of  the  brave  and  free  ? 
1210  Orig.  Ed.  c 
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3  m  Is  true  freedom  but  to  break 

Fetters  for  our  own  dear  sake, 
And  with  leathern  hearts  forget 
That  we  owe  mankind  a  debt  ? 
No ;  true  freedom  is  to  share 
All  the  chains  our  brothers  wear. 
And,  with  heart  and  hand,  to  be 
Earnest  to  make  others  free. 

4  They  are  slaves  who  fear  to  speak 
For  the  fallen  and  the  weak ; 
They  are  slaves  who  will  not  choose 
Hatred,  scoffing,  and  abuse, 
Rather  than  in  silence  shrink 
From  the  truth  they  needs  must 

think ; 

f  They  are  slaves  who  dare  not  be 
In  the  right  with  two  or  three. 
J.  R.  Lowell. 
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m  How  happy  is  lie  born  or  taught, 
Who  serveth  not  another's  will ; 
Whose  armour  is  his  honest  thought, 
And  simple  truth  his  highest  skill ; 

2. 

Whose  passions  not  his  masters  are ; 

p  Whose  soul  is  still  prepared  for  death, 
Not  tied  unto  the  world  with  care 
Of  prince's  ear  or  vulgar  breath ; 

1220  Orig.  Ed. 
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m  Who  God  doth  late  and  early  pray 
More  of  His  grace  than  goods  to  lend ; 
And  walks  with  man,  from  day  to  day, 
As  with  a  brother  and  a  friend. 

4. 

This  man  is  freed  from  servile  bands 
Of  hope  to  rise,  or  fear  to  fall ; 
/  Lord  of  himself,  though  not  of  lands, 
And  having  nothing,  yet  hath  all. 

Sir  H.  Wotton  (1568—1639). 
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p  SILENT,  like  men  in  solemn  haste, 
Girded  wayfarers  of  the  waste, 

m  We  press  along  the  narrow  road 
That  leads  to  life,  to  truth,  to  God. 

2. 

We  fling  aside  the  weight,  the  sin, 
Resolved  the  victory  to  win : 
p  We  know  the  peril,  but  our  eyes 
m  Rest  on  the  splendour  of  the  prize. 


3. 

No  idling  now,  no  wasteful  sleep, 
From  Christian  toil  our  limbs  to  keep, 
f  No  shrinking  from  the  desperate  fight, 
No  thought  of  yielding  or  of  flight : 

4. 
m  No  love  of  present  gain  or  ease, 

No  seeking  man  or  self  to  please ; 
f  With  the  brave  heart  and  steady  eye, 

We  onward  march  to  victory. 


m  What  though  with  weariness  oppressed  1 
'Tis  but  a  little,  and  we  rest: 
Finished  the  toil — the  race  is  run ; 

f  The  battle  fought — the  field  is  won. 


1213  Ori«.  Ed. 
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1  m  NOT,  Lord,  Thine  ancient  works  alone, 

Thy  wonders  to  past  ages  shown, 
Make  our  glad  spirits  glow ! 
Our  eyes  behold  Thy  works  of  might  ,- 
On  us  full  beam  Thy  wonders  bright ; 
/         The  Living  God  we  know. 

2  m  We  joy,  not  only  to  be  told, 

How  with  Thy  saints  and  seers  of  old 

Thou  madest  sweet  abode : 
We  of  Thy  presence  bright  can  tell ; 
Thou  in  Thy  living  saints  dost  dwell; 
/         We  feel  the  Living  God. 

3  Within,  Thy  presence  music  makes ; 
Forth  from  our  lips  the  rapture  breaks ; 

A  strain  divine  we  raise ; 
Thou  sendest  down  this  heavenly  fire, 
This  very  song  Thou  dost  inspire ; 

The  Living  God  we  praise. 

4  m  Thou  settest  us  each  task  divine ; 

We  bless  that  helping  hand  of  Thine, 
This  strength  by  Thee  bestowed : 
/  Thou  minglest  in  the  glorious  fight ; 

Thine  own  the  cause !  Thine  own  the  might! 
WTe  serve  the  Living  God. 

5  p  Ah !  soon  we  droop ;  ah !  soon  we  tire ; 

Our  fainting  hearts  new  strength  require, 

Again  would  quickened  be : 
We  ask  no  priest ;  we  seek  no  shrine ; 
f  To  Thee  we  come  for  life  divine, 

Thou  Living  God,  to  Thee ! 

6  in  0  more  than  satisfy  our  need ! 

Our  most  divine  desires  exceed ; 

Our  daily  Quickener  be ! 
Thou  Living  God,  possess  us  still; 
Thy  wondrous  life  in  us  fulfil, 

Our  blessed  life  in  Thee ! 

T.  ff.  Gill. 
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1  m  HE  liveth  long  who  liveth  well  ! 

All  other  life  is  short  and  vain  ; 
He  liveth  longest  who  can  tell 
Of  living  most  for  heavenly  gain. 

2  He  liveth  long  who  liveth  well  ! 
All  else  is  being  flung  away  ; 

f  He  liveth  longest  who  can  tell 
Of  true  things  truly  done  each  day. 

3  Be  what  thou  seemest  ;  live  thy  creed, 
Hold  up  to  earth  the  torch  divine  : 

in  Be  what  thou  prayest  to  be  made, 
Let  the  great  Master's  steps  be  thine. 

4  Fill  up  each  hour  with  what  will  last  ; 
Buy  up  the  moments  as  they  go  ; 
The  life  above,  when  this  is  past, 

Is  the  ripe  fruit  of  life  below. 

5  m  Sow  truth  if  thou  the  true  wouldst  reap 

Who  sows  the  false  shall  reap  the  vain  ; 
Erect  and  sound  thy  conscience  keep  ; 
From  hollow  words  and  deeds  refrain. 

6  Sow  love,  and  taste  its  fruitage  pure  ; 
Sow  peace,  and  reap  its  harvest  bright  ; 
Sow  sunbeams  on  the  rock  and  moor, 
And  find  a  harvest  home  of  light. 

H.  Bonar. 
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wi  '  WITHOUT  haste  and  without  rest,' 
Bind  the  motto  to  thy  breast, 
Bear  it  with  thee  as  a  spell ; 
Storm  or  sunshine,  guard  it  well ; 
Heed  not  flowers  that  round  thee 
Bear  it  onward  to  the  tomb,  [bloom ; 

2. 

Haste  not :  let  no  thoughtless  deed 

Mar  the  spirit's  steady  speed ; 

Ponder  well  and  know  the  right, 
/  Onward  then  with  all  thy  might ; 
m  Haste  not — years  can  ne'er  atone 

For  one  reckless  action  done ! 


1211  Qrig.  Ed. 
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3. 

Rest  not:  life  is  sweeping  by, 
f  Do  and  dare  before  you  die ; 
Something  worthy  and  sublime 
Leave  behind  to  conquer  time : 
Glorious  'tis  to  live  for  aye, 
in  When  these  forms  have  passed  away. 

4. 
p  Haste  not — rest  not :  calm  in  strife, 

Meekly  bear  the  storms  of  life ; 
m  Duty  be  thy  polar  guide ; 
Do  the  right,  whate'er  betide ; 
Haste  not — rest  not:  conflicts  past, 
/  God  shall  crown  thy  work  at  last. 
Suggested  by  lines  in  Goethe. 
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Scottish  Psalter,  1635. 


1  /  SPEAK  thou  the  truth.    Let  others  fence, 

And  trim  their  words  for  pay ; 
m  In  pleasant  sunshine  of  pretence 
Let  others  bask  their  day. 

2  /  Face  thou  the  wind,  though  safer  seem 

In  shelter  to  abide ; 

m  We  were  not  made  to  sit  and  dream ; 
The  safe  must  first  be  tried. 

3  Where  God  hath  set  His  thorns  about, 

Cry  not,  '  The  way  is  plain ' ; 
His  path  within  for  those  without 
Is  paved  with  toil  and  pain. 

4  m  Be  true  to  every  inmost  thought, 

And  as  thy  thought,  thy  speech ; 
p  What  thou  hast  not  by  suffering  bought, 
Presume  thou  not  to  teach. 

5  /  Hold  on,  hold  on, — thou  hast  the  rock, 
m      The  foes  are  on  the  sand ; 

The  first  world-tempest's  ruthless  shock 
Scatters  their  shifting  strand ; 

C        While  each  wild  gust  the  mist  shall  clear 

We  now  see  darkly  through, 
And  justified  at  last  appear 
The  true,  in  Him  that 's  True. 

H.  A  If  or  d. 

1225  Orig.  Ed.,  vv.  2,  5,  6,  7  omitted.  884 
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/>  WHEN  courage  fails,  and  faith  burns  low, 

And  men  are  timid  grown, 
/  Hold  fast  thy  loyalty,  and  know 

That  Truth  still  inoveth  on. 

m  For  unseen  messengers  she  hath 

To  work  her  will  and  ways, 
And  even  human  scorn  and  wrath 
God  turnetli  to  her  praise. 

She  can  both  meek' and  lordly  be, 
/      In  heavenly  might  secure; 

With  her  is  pledge  of  victory, 
m      And  patience  to  endure. 

The  race  is  not  unto  the  swift, 

Nor  battle  to  the  strong, 
When  dawn  her  judgment-days  that  sift 

The  claims  of  right  and  wrong. 

And  more  than  thou  canst  do  for  Truth 

Can  she  on  thee  confer, 
If  thou,  0  heart,  but  give  thy  youth 

And  manhood  unto  her. 
For  she  can  make  thee  inly  bright, 

Thy  self-love  purge  away, 
And  lead  thee  in  the  path  whose  light 

Shines  to  the  perfect  day. 

/  Who  follow  her,  though  men  deride, 

In  her  strength  shall  be  strong, 
Shall  see  their  shame  become  their  pride, 
And  share  her  triumph-song  I 

F.  L.  Hosmer. 
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1  m  ONCE  to  every  man  and  nation 

Comes  the  moment  to  decide, 
In  the  strife  of  Truth  with  Falsehood, 

For  the  good  or  evil  side ; 
Some  great  cause,  God's  new  Messiah, 

Off'ring  each  the  bloom  or  blight, — 
p  And  the  choice  goes  by  for  ever 

'Twixt  that  darkness  and  that  light. 

2  m  Then  to  side  with  Truth  is  noble, 

When  we  share  her  wretched  crust, 
Ere  her  cause  bring  fame  and  profit, 

And  'tis  prosperous  to  be  just; 
Then  it  is  the  brave  man  chooses, 

While  the  coward  stands  aside, 
Till  the  multitude  make  virtue 

Of  the  faith  they  had  denied. 

3  p  By  the  light  of  burning  martyrs, 

Jesus'  bleeding  feet  I  track, 
Toiling  up  new  Calvaries  ever 
m      With  the  Cross  that  turns  not  back ; 
New  occasions  teach  new  duties; 

Time  makes  ancient  good  uncouth ; 
/  They  must  upward  still  and  onward, 
Who  would  keep  abreast  of  Truth. 

4  m  Though  the  cause  of  evil  prosper, 
/      Yet  'tis  Truth  alone  is  strong ; 
m  Though  her  portion  be  the  scaffold, 

And  upon  the  throne  be  Wrong, — 
f  Yet  that  scaffold  sways  the  future, 
p      And,  behind  the  dim  unknown, 
Standeth  God  within  the  shadow, 
m      Keeping  watch  above  His  own. 

J.  E.  Lowell. 
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1  m  IF  the  world  seems  cold  to  you, 
f      Kindle  fires  to  warm  it ! 

m  Let  their  comfort  hide  from  view 

Winters  that  deform  it. 
Hearts  as  frozen  as  your  own 

To  this  radiance  gather ; 
You  will  soon  forget  to  moan, 
p      'Oh,  the  cheerless  weather ! ' 

2  in  If  the  world 's  a  wilderness, 
/      Go,  build  houses  in  it ! 
m  Will  it  help  your  loneliness 

On  the  world  to  din  it  1 
Raise  a  hut,  however  slight, 

Weeds  and  brambles  smother, 
And  to  roof  and  meal  invite 

Some  forlorner  brother. 

3  p  If  the  world 's  a  vale  of  tears, 
in      Smile  till  rainbows  span  it ; 

Breathe  the  love  that  life  endears, 

Clear  of  clouds  to  fan  it : 
Of  your  gladness  lend  a  gleam 

Unto  souls  that  shiver, 
Show  them  how  dark  Sorrow's  stream 

Blends  with  Hope's  bright  river. 

Lucy  Larcom. 
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m  BEHOLD,  the  Bridegroom  cometh  in  the  middle  of  the  night, 

And  blest  is  he  whose  loins  are  girt,  whose  lamp  is  burning  bright; 
p  But  woe  to  that  dull  servant,  whom  his  Master  shall  surprise 

With  lamp  untrimmed,  unburning,  and  with  slumber  in  his  eyes. 
2  m  Do  thou,  my  soul,  beware,  beware  lest  thou  in  sleep  sink  down, 
Lest  thou  be  given  o'er  to  death,  and  lose  the  golden  crown ; 
But  see  that  thou  be  sober,  with  a  watchful  eye,  and  thus 
p  Cry — Holy,  Holy,  Holy  God,  have  mercy  upon  us. 
?)  m  That  Day,  the  Day  of  Fear,  shall  come ;  my  soul,  slack  not  thy  toil, 
But  light  thy  lamp,  and  feed  it  well,  and  make  it  bright  with  oil ; 
Thou  knowest  not  how  soon  may  sound  the  cry  at  eventide, 
/  '  Behold,  the  Bridegroom  comes.    Arise !  Go  forth  to  meet  the  Bride.' 
4  m  Beware,  my  soul ;  take  thou  good  heed,  lest  thou  in  slumber  lie, 
And,  like  the  Foolish,  stand  without,  and  knock,  and  vainly  cry ; 
But  watch,  and  bear  thy  lamp  undimmed,  and  Christ  shall  gird  thee  on 
/  His  own  bright  Wedding  Robe  of  Light — the  Glory  of  the  Son. 
660  Orig.  Ed.  892      from  the  Greek,  tr.  G.  Movltrie. 
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w  WORK  is  sweet,  for  God  has  blest 
p  Honest  work  with  quiet  rest. 

Rest  below,  and  rest  above 

In  the  mansions  of  His  love, 

When  the  work  of  life  is  done, 

When  the  battle 's  fought  and  won. 

2. 

/  Work  ye,  then,  while  yet  'tis  day, 

Work,  ye  Christians,  while  ye  may,        p 
Work  for  all  that 's  great  and  good, 
Working  for  your  daily  food,  m 

Working  whilst  the  golden  hours, 
Health,  and  strength,  and  youth  are 
yours. 

1216  Orig.  Ed.  893 


Working  not  alone  for  gold, 

Not  the  work  that's  bought  arid 

sold, 

Not  the  work  that  worketh  strife, 
But  the  working  of  a  life 
Careless  both  of  good  or  ill, 
If  ye  can  but  do  His  will. 

4. 

Working  ere  the  day  is  gone, 
Working,  till  your  work  is  done, 
Not  as  traffickers  at  marts, 
But  as  fitteth  honest  hearts, 
Working  till  your  spirits  rest 
With  the  spirits  of  the  blest. 

G.  Hiring. 
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1   m  SONS  of  labour,  dear  to  Jesus, 

To  your  homes  and  work  again ; 
/  Go  with  brave  hearts  back  to  duty, 

Face  the  peril,  bear  the  pain ; 
m  Be  your  dwellings  ne'er  so  lowly, 

Yet  remember  by  your  bed 
p  That  the  Son  of  God  most  holy 

Had  not  where  to  lay  His  head. 

'2  m  Sons  of  labour,  think  of  Jesus, 

As  you  rest  your  homes  within, 
p  Think  of  that  sweet  Babe  of  Mary, 

In  the  stable  of  the  Inn ; 
Think  how  in  the  sacred  story 
Jesus  took  a  humble  grade, 
And  the  Lord  of  Life  and  Glory 
Worked  with  Joseph  at  his  trade. 

3  Sons  of  labour,  be  like  Jesus, 

Undefiled,  chaste,  and  pure, 
And,  though  passions  tempt  you  sorely, 

By  His  grace  you  shall  endure. 
Husband,  father,  son,  or  brother, 

Be  ye  gentle,  just,  and  true, — 
Be  ye  kind  to  one  another, 

As  the  Lord  is  kind  to  you. 

4  Sons  of  labour,  go  to  Jesus 

In  your  sorrow,  shame,  and  loss; 
He  is  nearest,  you  are  dearest 

When  you  bravely  bear  His  Cross ; 
Go  to  Him,  who  died  to  save  you, 

And  is  still  the  sinner's  Friend, 
And  the  great  love  which  forgave  you 

Will  forgive  you  to  the  end. 

5  m  Sons  of  labour,  live  for  Jesus, 

Be  your  work  your  worship  too; 
In  His  name,  and  to  His  glory, 

Do  whate'er  you  find  to  do, 
p  Till  this  night  of  sin  and  sorrow 

Be  for  ever  overpast, 
/  And  we  see  the  golden  morrow, 
Home  with  Jesus,  home  at  last ! 

S.  E.  Hole. 
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1  m  0  LORD  of  hosts,  the  fight  is  long, 

The  sky  is  dark,  the  foe  is  strong ; 
Temptation  with  its  flaming  brand 
Spreads  ruin  through  our  happy  land. 

2  Hell  builds  her  palaces  of  state, 

Makes  bright  her  halls,  and  wide  her  gate, 
And  thousands  press  within  to  share 
The  cup  of  madness  and  despair. 

3  p  How  long,  how  long,  0  God  of  right, 

Shall  thus  prevail  the  tempter's  might  ? 
And  our  weak  efforts  fail  to  win 
Our  nation  from  the  drunkard's  sin  ? 

4  m  But  Thou  art  the  redeeming  God  ; 

Oh !  breathe  Thy  mighty  power  abroad ! 
Thy  love  alone  can  break  the  spell 
That  welds  the  iron  chains  of  hell. 

5  m  Give  to  our  land  wise  laws,  whose  force 

May  stay  temptation's  ruthless  course ; 

And  fire  Thy  Church  with  love's  bright  flame, 

To  save  the  lost  in  Christ's  dear  name. 

Ella  S.  Armitage, 
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our       e  -  ter   -  nal      shame, 
long,     O  Lord,    bow      long? 
let       Thy  will      be        done, 
throne    for    ev    -    er         be.    .    . 
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1  p  THINK  gently  of  the  erring  one, 

Ye  know  not  of  the  power 
With  which  temptation  on  him  came 

In  some  unguarded  hour. 
m  Ye  cannot  know  how  earnestly 

He  struggled,  or  how  well, 
p  Until  the  time  of  weakness  came, 

When  sadly  thus  he  fell. 

2  Speak  gently  to  the  erring  one ; 

For  is  it  not  enough 
That  innocence  and  peace  have  gone, 

Without  thy  censure  rough  ? 
It  sure  must  be  a  weary  lot, 

That  sin-crushed  heart  to  bear  ; 
And  they  who  share  a  happier  fate 

Their  eludings  well  may  spare. 

3  m  Think  gently  of  the  erring  one ! 
p      Oh,  do  not  thou  forget, 

However  darkly  stained  by  sin, 

He  is  thy  brother  yet. 
m  Heir  of  the  selfsame  heritage, 

Child  of  the  selfsame  God, 
p  He  hath  but  stumbled  in  the  road 

Thou  hast  in  weakness  trod. 

4  m  Speak  gently  to  the  erring  one ! 

And  thou  mayst  lead  him  back, 
With  holy  words  and  tones  of  love, 

From  misery's  thorny  track. 
p  Forget  not  thou  hast  often  sinned, 

And  tempted  yet  mayst  be — 

m  Deal  gently  with  the  erring  one, 

As  God  hath  dealt  with  thce. 

Julia  A.  Carney. 
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1  /     TAKE  courage,  Temperance  work- 

Ye  shall  not  suffer  wreck,    [ers, 
m  While  up  to  God  the  people's  prayers 

Are  rising  from  your  deck ! 
Wait  cheerily,  brave  toilers, 
For  daylight  and  for  land; 
The  breath  of  God  is  on  your  sail, 
Your  rudder  in  His  hand ! 

2  /      Sail  on !  sail  on !  deep  freighted 

With  blessings  and  with  nopes ; 
m  The   good   of   old,  with   shadowy 

hands, 
Are  pulling  at  your  ropes. 
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£>      Behind  you,  holy  martyrs 

Uplift  the  palm  and  crown; 

m  Before  you,  unborn  ages  send 
Their  benedictions  down. 

1  /     Take  cheer,  your  work  is  holy, 

God's  errands  never  fail ; 
Sweep   on   through  darkness  and 

through  storm, 
The  thunder  and  the  hail ; 
Sail  on !  for  morning  cometh, 
The  port  you  yet  shall  win ; 
And  all  the  bells  of  God  shall  ring 
The  ship  of  Temperance  in ! 
J.  G.  Whittier. 
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1  ra  SING  we  of  the  Golden  City, 

Pictured  in  the  legends  old : 
/  Everlasting  light  shines  o'er  it, 

Wondrous  things  of  it  are  told. 
m  Only  righteous  men  and  women 

Dwell  within  its  gleaming  walls ; 
Wrong  is  banished  from  its  borders, 

Justice  reigns  throughout  its  halls. 

2  m  We  are  builders  of  that  City, 

All  our  joys  and  all  our  groans 
Help  to  rear  its  shining  ramparts ; 
All  our  lives  are  building-stones. 
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For  that  City  we  must  labour, 
79     For  its  sake  bear  pain  and  grief ; 
m  In  it  find  the  end  of  living, 
And  the  anchor  of  belief. 

3  ^  And  the  work  that  we  have  builded 
Oft  with  bleeding  hands  and  tears, 
Oft  in  error,  oft  in  anguish, 
m     Will  not  perish  with  our  years. 
/It  will  last,  and  shine  transfigured 

In  the  final  reign  of  Right ; 
It  will  pass  into  the  splendours 
Of  the  City  of  the  Light. 

Felix  Adler. 
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1  /  THESE  things  shall  be !  a  loftier  race 

Than  e'er  the  world  lias  known  shall  rise 
With  flame  of  freedom  in  their  souls 
And  light  of  knowledge  in  their  eyes. 

2  p  They  shall  be  gentle,  brave,  and  strong 

To  spill  no  drop  of  blood,  but  dare 
f  All  that  may  plant  man's  lordship  firm, 
On  earth,  and  fire,  and  sea,  and  air. 

3  m  Nation  with  nation,  land  with  land, 

Unarmed  shall  live  as  comrades  free; 
In  every  heart  and  brain  shall  throb 
The  pulse  of  one  fraternity. 

4  Man  shall  love  man  with  heart  as  pure 
And  fervent  as  the  young-eyed  throng 

/  Who  chant  their  heavenly  psalms  before 
God's  face  with  undiscordant  song. 

5  New  arts  shall  bloom  of  loftier  mould, 
And  mightier  music  thrill  the  skies, 
And  every  life  shall  be  a  song, 
When  all  the  earth  is  paradise. 

6  There  shall  be  no  more  sin,  nor  shame, 
Though  pain  and  passion  may  not  die ; 
For  man  shall  be  at  one  with  God 

In  bonds  of  firm  necessity. 

J.  A .  Symonds. 
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1  m  CITY  of  God,  how  broad  and  far 

Outspread  thy  walls  sublime ! 
The  true  thy  chartered  freemen  are 
Of  every  age  and  clime. 

2  One  holy  Church,  one  army  strong, 

One  steadfast  high  intent, 
/  One  working  hand,  one  harvest  song, 
One  King  Omnipotent. 

3  m  How  purely  hath  thy  speech  come  down 

From  man's  primeval  youth ! 
How  grandly  hath  thine  empire  grown 
Of  freedom,  love,  and  truth ! 

4  p  How  gleam  thy  watchfires  through  the  night 

With  never-fainting  ray ! 
m  How  rise  thy  towers,  serene  and  bright, 
To  meet  the  dawning  day  ! 

5  /  In  vain  the  surge's  angry  shock, 

In  vain  the  drifting  sands ; 
Unharmed  upon  the  Eternal  Rock 
The  Eternal  City  stands. 

S.  Johnson. 
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1  /WHEN  wilt  Thou  save  the  people?     /'No,'  say  Thy  mountains;  'No,'  Thy 

0  God  of  mercy,  when  ?  skies ; 

m  Not  kings  and  lords,  but  nations !  Man's  clouded  sun  shall  brightly  rise, 

Not  thrones  and  crowns,  but  men !  And  songs  ascend  instead  of  sighs. 
p  Flowers  of  Thy  heart,  0  God,  are  j  God  save  the  people ! 

T  4.  ^u^ '  Ti  3  m  When  wilt  Thou  save  the  people  1 

Let  them  not  pass,  like  weeds,  away-  0  God  of  m  h     ,* 

Their  heritage  a  sunless  day.  /The  people,  Lord,  the  people, 

/        God  save  the  people !  $&  t,liro;ics  an'd  crowns|  but  men . 

2  m  Shall  crime  bring  crime  for  ever,  God  save  the  people ;  Thine  they  are, 

Strength  aiding  still  the  strong?   m  Thy  children,  as  Thine  angels  fair ; 


Is  it  Thy  will,  0  Father, 
That  man  shall  toil  for  wrong  ? 


1207  Orig,  Ed. 


From  vice,  oppression,  and  despair, 
/  God  save  the  people ! 

E.  Elliott. 
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/  ALL  hail,  God's  angel,  Truth ! 
In  whose  immortal  youth 

Fresh  graces  shine: 
m  To  her  sweet  majesty, 
Lord,  help  us  bend  the  knee, 
And  all  her  beauty  see 
And  wealth  divine. 

2. 

/  Thanks  for  the  names  that  light 
The  path  of  Truth  and  Right 

And  Freedom's  way : 
For  all  whose  life  doth  prove 
The  might  of  Faith,  Hope,  Love, 
Thousands  of  hearts  to  move, 

A  power  to-day ; 


3, 
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m  Thanks  for  the  hearts  of  love, 
Kin  to  Thine  own  above, 

Tender  and  brave ; 
p  Ready  to  bear  the  cross, 
To  suffer  pain  and  loss, 
m  And  earthly  good  count  dross, 
In  toils  to  save. 

4. 

p  May  their  dear  memory  he 
True  guide,  0  Lord,  to  Thee, 

With  saints  of  yore  ; 
in  And  may  the  work  they  wrought, 
The  truth  of  God  they  taught, 
The  good  for  man  they  sought, 
f      Spread  evermore ! 

W.  Newell. 
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might  -  y     hope  that  with  death  can  cope,    And  the  love    so    free-ly 
bro  -  ken  heart  shall  for  -  get     its  smart,  m  And  shall  hail    <i     joy  -  ful 

chains  shall  fall  from  each  ran-somed  thrall,   As  the  thrones  of     ty-rants 
souls  long  dead    to    the  Lord  who  hied  m  Shall  re  -  vive    at    His    ap  • 

prayers  that  rise     to    the  list  -  'ning  skies,    Like    a    song    of  hope,  shall 

world  shall  rest,    in    her  Lord  con-fessed,    And  shall  sing    the  finished 
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REFRAIN. 


With  the  cross  of      Je  -  sus       go  -  ing     on     be  -  fore.        A-men. 

A  A       |        |  J          J     , 
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1  /  ONWARD,  Christian  soldiers,  marching  as  to  war, 

With  the  cross  of  Jesus  going  on  before. 

Christ  the  Royal  Master  leads  against  the  foe ; 

Forward  into  battle,  see,  His  banners  go ! 

Onward,  Christian  soldiers,  marching  as  to  war 
With  the  cross  of  Jesus  going  on  before. 

2  Like  a  mighty  army,  moves  the  Church  of  God. 

m  Brothers,  Ave  are  treading  where  the  saints  have  trod. 
We  are  not  divided,  all  one  body  we, 
One  in  hope,  in  doctrine,  one  in  charity. 

3  Crowns  and  thrones  may  perish,  kingdoms  rise  and  wane, 
/  But  the  Church  of  Jesus  constant  will  remain : 

Gates  of  hell  can  never  'gainst  that  Church  prevail ; 
'M  We  have  Christ's  own  promise,  and  that  cannot  fail. 

4  m  Onward,  then,  ye  people,  join  our  happy  throng, 

Blend  with  ours  your  voices  in  the  triumph  song : 

/  'Glory,  praise,  and  honour  unto  Christ  the  King:' 

This  through  countless  ages  men  and  angels  sing. 

S.  Baring-Gould, 

$620rig.  Ed.  911 
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REFRAIN. 


On-ward,  Chris-tian    sol  -  diers,    march-ing   as     to          war, 


With  the  cross  of      Je  -  sus    go  -  ing     on 
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1  /  ONWARD,  Christian  soldiers,  marching  as  to  war, 

With  the  cross  of  Jesus  going  on  before. 

Christ  the  Royal  Master  leads  against  the  foe ; 

Forward  into  battle,  see,  Ilis  banners  go! 

Onward,  Christian  soldiers,  marching  as  to  war, 
With  the  cross  of  Jesus  going  on  before. 

2  Like  a  mighty  army,  moves  the  Church  of  God. 

m  Brothers,  we  are  treading  where  the  saints  have  trod. 
We  are  not  divided,  all  one  body  we, 
One  in  hope,  in  doctrine,  one  in  charity. 

3  Crowns  and  thrones  may  perish,  kingdoms  rise  and  wane, 
/  But  the  Church  of  Jesus  constant  will  remain : 

Gates  of  hell  can  never  'gainst  that  Church  prevail ; 
m  We  have  Christ's  own  promise,  and  that  cannot  fail. 

4  m  Onward,  then,  ye  people,  join  our  happy  throng. 

Blend  with  ours  your  voices  in  the  triumph  song : 

/  'Glory,  praise,  and  honour  unto  Christ  the  King:' 

This  through  countless  ages  men  and  angels  sing. 

S.  Baring-Gould. 
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1  OT  MINE  eyes  have  seen  the  glory  of  the  coming  of  the  Lord  : 

He  is  trampling  out  the  vintage  where  the  grapes  of  wrath  are  stored  ; 
/  He  hath  loosed  the  fateful  lightning  of  His  terrible  swift  sword  : 
His  truth  is  marching  on. 

2  He  hath  sounded  forth  the  trumpet  that  shall  never  call  retreat  ; 
m  He  is  sifting  out  the  hearts  of  men  before  His  judgment  seat: 

Oh,  be  swift,  my  soul  !  to  answer  Him  ;  be  jubilant,  my  feet  ! 
/  Our  God  is  marching  on. 

3  p  In  the  beauty  of  the  lilies  Christ  was  born,  across  the  sea, 
tn  With  a  glory  in  His  bosom  that  transfigures  you  and  me  : 

p  As  He  died  to  make  men  holy,  let  us  live  to  make  men  free  ! 
/  While  God  is  marching  on. 

Julia  Ward  Howe. 
1240  Orig.  Ed.  914 
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7/i  WHO  will  say  the  world  is  dying? 

Who  will  say  our  prime  is  past  ? 
/  Sparks  from  Heaven  within  us  lying, 

Flash,  and  will  dash  till  the  last. 
m  Fools  !  who  fancy  Christ  mistaken  ; 

Man  a  tool  to  buy  and  sell  ; 
Earth  a  failure,  God-forsaken, 

Anteroom  of  Hell. 


/Still  the  race  of  Hero-spirits 

Pass  the  lamp  from  hand  to  hand  ; 

m  Age  from  age  the  Words  inherits, 
''Wife  and  Child  and  Fatherland'  : 


Copyright,  19ft3,  by  W.  Garrett  Border. 

/Still  the  youthful  hunter  gathers 
Fiery  joy  from  wold  and  wood ; 
He  will  dare  as  dared  his  fathers, 
Give  him  cause  as  good. 


3. 

m  While  a  slave  bewails  his  fetters ; 

While  an  orphan  pleads  in  vain ; 
While  an  infant  lisps  his  letters, 

Heir  of  all  the  ages'  gain ; 
While  a  hope  awaits  the  morrow ; 
p     While  a  moan  from  man  is  wrung; 
m  Know,  by  every  .joy  and  sorrow, 
/     That  the  world  is  young. 

C.  Kingsley. 
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With  great  firmness  and  spirit,  but  not  quickly.  i 
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Unis.  1  /  Sound      o  -  ver     all     wa  -  ters,  reach  out  from    all    lands, 
Har.    2  m  Sing  the  bri  -  dal      of      na-  tions  !  with    cho  -  rals     of     love, 
Unis.  3  /  Blow,      bu  -  gles     of      bat  -  tie,    the    march-es      of    peace  ; 


-*-       r* 

The       cho  -  r'us,    of       voi  -  ces,     the     clasp  -  ing      of  hands ; 

/  Sing      out    the    war  -  vul  -  ture    and     sing      in      the  dove, 

m  East,    west,  north,  and  south    let     the      long  quar  -  rel  cease  : 


tEE^ 
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m  Sing    hymns  that  were  sung   by  the  stars  of  the  morn, 

m  Till  the  hearts  of     the    peo  -  pies  keep  time  in  ac  -  cord, 

Sing  the  song   of    great  joy   that  the  an  -  gels  be  -  gan, 
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Sing  songs  of 
And  the  voice  of 
Sing  of  glo  -  ry 


Y. 


the  an  -  gels  when  Je  -  sus  was 
the  world  is  the  voice  of  the 
to  God  and  of  good  -  will  to 
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born ! 
Lord ! 
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Har.  f  With  glad  ju  -  bi  -  la  -  tions  Bring  hope  to  the  na  -  tions  ) 
Unis.  Clasp  hands  of  the  na  -  tions  In  strong  grat  -  u  -  la  -  tions :  [ 
Har.  p  Hark  !  join  -  ing  in  cho  -  rus  The  hea  -  vens  bend  o'er  us  1  j 


mf  The     dark  night     is     end -ing    and    dawn  has     be-  gun: 


.  /  Rise,    hope     of       the      a   -  ges,     a    -   rise     like   the    sun, 
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All  speech  How  to  mu-  sic,  all  hearts  beat  as   one  !       A  -   men. 
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J.  G.  Whittier. 
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1  m  Lord,    for     the  things  we      see    .    . 

2  O  -  thers  shall  sing  the     song,  .  . 

3  /  Hail      to      the    coin-ing     sing  -  ers  ! 

4  in  The     love     of     God  and  neigh-bour 


We 
O  • 

Hail 
An 


trust  the  things  to 
thers  shall  right  the 
to     the  brave  light- 
e  -  qual-hand-ed 


wrong,  — 
bring-ers  1 
la  -  bour  ; 


r 

And      pres  -  ent    grat  •  i    -    tude    . 
Fin  -    ish    what  we    be   -  gin, 
For  -  ward   we    reach  and     share  . 
The      rich  -  er      life  where  beau  -  ty 


In  -  sures  the    fu  -  ture's  good.  .  . 

And      all     we    fail     of,  win. 

All      that  they  sing    or  dare.  .  . 

Walks  hand  in    hand  with  du  -  ty. 


So        in      the  paths  un    -  trod     .  .        And     the    long  days  of        God,   .   . 

What    mat  -  ter    we      or        they  ? .  .        Ours     or       an  -  o  -  ther's    day,    .    . 

The      airs    of  heaven  blow    o'er      us ;        A         glo  -  ry  shines  be    -  fore     us 

/  We      feel    the  earth  move    sun  -  ward,    We      join    the  great  march  on  -  ward, 

I 


Our    feet  shall  still  be      led,    .  . 

So     the  right  word  be      said   .   . 

Of  what  mankind  shall    be,—  .   . 
And  take    by  faith,  while  liv  -  ing 


,  ,  r' , 

Our  hearts  be    corn-fort  -  ed.    . 
And    life   the  sweet-er       made? 
Pure,  generous,  brave,  and    free.  . 
Our    free-hold    of  thanks-giv-ing 


A-men. 
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